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•  Twelfth-Night.]  There  is  great  reason  to  believe,  tb^ 
the  serious  part  of  this  Comedy  is  founded  on  some  old  transla-^ 
tion  of  the  seventh  history  in  the  fourth  volume  of  Belleforest's 
Hist oi res  Tragiques.  Belleforest  took  the  story,  as  usual,  from 
Bandello.  The  comic  scenes  appear  to  have  been  entirely  the 
production  of  Shakspeare.  It  is  not  impossible,  however,  that 
the  circumstances  of  the  Duke  sending  his  Page  to  plead  his  cause 
with  the  Lady,  ^  and  of  the  Lady's  felling  in  love  with  the  Page, 
&c.  might  be  borrowed  from  the  Fifth  Eglog  of  Bamaby  Googe^ 
published  with  his  other  original  poems  in  15o3. 

^*^  A  worthy  Knyght  dyd  love  her  longe, 

*^  And  for  her  sake  dyd  feale 
f '  The  panges  of  love,  that  happen  styl 

*'  By  frowning  fortune's  wheale. 
^^  He  had  a  Fage,  Valerius  named, 

"  Whom  so  liluche  \^  dj^  troste, 
'*  That  all  the  sed^ets  of  his  hari 

'*  To  hym  declare  he  muste. 
^^  And  made  hym  all  the  onely  meanes 

'*  To  sue  for  his  redresse, 
''  And  to  entreate  for  grace  to  her 

"  That  caused  his  distre^e. 
"  She  xvhan  asjirst  she  saw  his  page 

*'  Was  straight  with  hym  in  love, 
'*  That  mkhynge  coulde  Vaieiius  jfh'ce 

**  From  Vlaudia^s  mj/nde  remove. 
f^  By  hym  was  Faushis  often  harde, 

"  By  hym  his  sutes  toke  place, 
^'  By  hym  he  often  dyd  aspyre 

"  To  se  his  Ladyes  face. 
^'  This  passed  well,  tyll  at  the  length 

'"  Valerius  sore  did  sewe, 
**  With  many  teares  besechynge  her 

"  His  raayster's  gryefe  to  rewe. 
'^  And  tolde  her  that  yf  she  wolde  not 

-"  Releaae  his  mayster's  payne, 
f*  He  never  wolde  attcmpte  her  more 

'*  Nor  sc  her  ones  agayne"  &:c. 

Thus  also  concludes  tlie  first  scene  of  the  third  act  of  tl^e 
play^before  us : 

*'  And  BO  adieu,  good  madam  5  nevermore 
"  Will  I  my  master's  tears  to  you  deplore, 
I  offer  no  apology  for  the  length  of  the  foregoing  extract^ 
tlie  book  from  which  it  is  taken,  being  so  uncommon,  that  only 
one  popy,  except  that  in  niy  own  possession,  has  Irilhe/ta  'oc- 
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ctjrred.  Even  Dr.  Farmer,  the  late  Rev.  T.  Warton,  Mr.  Reecl, 
3nd  Mr.  Malone,  were-  uqacquainted  with  this  Collection  ci 
Googe's  Poetry. 

August  6,  1607,  a  Comedy  called  JFhat  you  will,  (wluch  is 
the  second  title  of  this  plav,)  was  entered  at  Stationers*  Hall  by 
Tho,  Thorpe..  I  believe,  however,  it  was  Marston's  play  with 
that  name.  Ben  Jonson,  who  takes  every  opportunity  to  find 
hvlt  with  Shakqieare,  seems  to  pdicule  the  conduct  of  Twelfth* 
Night  in  hi»  Ei>€ry  Man  ent  ofhk  Humour,  at  the  end  of  Act 
III.  sc.  vi.  where  he  makes  Mitis  say,  *'  Tliat  the  argument  of 
his  comedy  might  have  been  of  some  pther  nature,  as  of  a  duke 
to  be  in  love  with  a  coimtess,  and  that  countess  to  be  in  love 
with  the  duke*s  son,  and  the  son  i^  love  with  the  lady's  waitk^ 
maid :  s&me  such  cfost  Wooiiig,  mth  a  clwxn  to  their  serving 
'   man,  better  than  be  thus  near  and  familiarly  allied  to  the  time." 

Steevens. 
I  suppose  this  comedy  to  have  been  written  in  1 6 14.    IS 
however  the  foregoing  passage  was  levelled  at  TwelfthmXighi^  mj 
s|)ecuJation  £dls  to  the  ground.    Malove. 
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PERSONS,  REPRESENTED. 


Orsino,  duke  of  Illyria. 

Sebastian,  a  young  gentleman,  brother  toYiolz. 
Antonio,  a  sea  captainj  friend  to  Sebastian. 
A  sea  captain,  friend  to  Viola. 

p    .         ^      >  gentlemen  attending  on  the  duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  uncle  of  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Malvolio,  steward  to  Olivia. 

Fabian,  7  ^    ^    nv  - 

p,       ^  >   servants  to  Olivia. 

Olivia,  a  rich  countess. 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  duke. 
Maria,  Olivia's  woman. 

Lords,  Priests,  Sailors,  Oncers,  Musicians,  and  other 
Attendants. 

SCENE,  a  city  in  Illyria ;  and  the  sea  coast  near  it. 
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TWELFTH    NIGHT: 
WHAT  YOU  WILL. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  in  the  Duke*s  Palace. 
Enter  Dukb^  Curio,  Lorxls;  Musicians  attending. 

Duke.  If  musick  be  the  food  of  love^  play  on, 
Give  me  excess  of  it;  that,  surfeiting. 
The  appetite  may  sicken,  and  so  diei-    ■ 
That  strain  again; — it  had  a  dying  fall: 
O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  sweet  souths 
That  breathes  upon  a  bank  pf  violets. 
Stealing,  and  giving  odour  .-^Enough;  no  more; 
'Tis  not  so  sweet  now,  as  it  was  berare, 
O  spirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  fresh  art  thou! 
That,  notwithstanding  thy  capacity 
Receiveth  as  the  sea,  nought  enters  there. 
Of  what  validity"  and  pitch  soever. 
But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price. 
Even  in  a  minute !  so  full  of  shapes  is  fancy. 
That  it  alone  is  high-fantastical.* 

*  Of  what  validity  and  jntck  soever,']     VaMity  is  hexe  used  for 
VQlne.    Ma  LONE. 

^That  it  alone  is  high-£uitastical.]     High-fantastical^  means 
fentastical  to  the  h«ight. 
'  VOL.  II.  C 
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6  TWELFTH-NIGHT :  OR, 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

Duke.  What,  Curio? 

Cwr.  Thekart. 

iktke.  Why,  so  I  do,  the  noblest  that  I  have: 
O,  when  mine  eyes  did  see  Olivia  first, 
Methought,  she  purg'd  the  air  of  pestilence; 
That  instant  was  I  tum*d  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  desires,  like  feH  an^  cruej  hounds. 
E'er  since  pursue  me, — ^How  now  ?  what  news  from 
her? 

Enter  Valentine. 

Fal.  So  please  my  k)B4^'  I  might  not 'be  ad- 
mitted, 
3ut  frorp  her  handmaid  do  retvirn  th,is  ai^wer : 
The  element  itself,  till  seven  years  heat,' 
Shall  npt  b^hoW  \\(^,  f^ce  j^^  ample  view; 
But,  like  a  cloistress,  she  will  veiled  walk, 
An4  water  w^  ^  ^^J  j^?  chsunl^  rojami 
With  eye-offen4ing.  brine :  ^11  ^his^  to  si@a^oa 
A  brothe£sLde2L4  We,  wlfiich  sha  woAj^d  ke^  fr^^^ 
And  lasting,  ip  hei:  sad  i^epemjsrano^ 
DukCf  (^   shjep   tha,^  ^ath  §  h^a^t  of  t^t  fiuQ 
fram^, 
Tq  pfty  this  debt  of  Ipve  bvt  t^p  a  l?rotheif, 
How  will  she  Ipve,  whgn,  thi?  rijc^h  goldpn  ^laaft, 
Hatlj  KiH'd:  tii^.flp?^  o^  ^l  aflfw^^nS;  elsd 
That  live  in  her!  wls^^n  Uy^r,  braiii,  and  h^art, 
These  sdv^jsigp  t^rogie^,  a^e  all  siu^ied,  andfiU'd^ 
(Her  sweet  perfectipge,)*  wit^,one  self  k,ipg!-^ 

The  air,  tiH  it  snaUhave^b^en  wiaiped  by  seven!  revoluiions  pf  tlvv 
sun,  shall  not,  &c. 

*  (Her  nveet^  perfections,)'}  Liter,  brain,  and  heart,  are  ad- 
tnitted-in  poetry  a»  the  resid^nc^^  of  paii$iom,  jnd^emmt,  and -sen- 
iiments.  These  are  what  Shakapeare  calls,  her  meet  perfections, 
tliough  he  has  not  veryxcleafly:  ^pressed! what  he  might  design  to 
have  said.     St££V£ks. 
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AWiy  b^feife tile  to  swedt beds  of  flowers;     :\  ^  ^ ; 
Love^thoughts  lie  rich^  when  canppiea  with  bowers.' 

[Exeunt. 

^   ScENJb  if.  '^.• 

Thh  Sea-'coast. 

E^ter  ViolA,'  feaptaitii  6k&  Salldrs. 

f7o.  What  country^  friends,  v&  this  ?  , 

Cap.  , .        Illyria,  lady*; 

Fio.  And  what  should  I  do  in  Illyria  ?         .     , 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elyi^ium;         ..... 
Perchance,  he  is  not  drown*d: — ^Wh^  thirik  yofi^' 
sailors? 

Cap.  It  is  perchailce,    that  you  yourself  nf^erd 
■   saved.  .         i     , 

Vto.  O  my  popr  brother !    and  So,    perchande, 
may  he  be.  ,       , 

Cap.  True,  mad^nil:  aftd,  to  comfort  you  with 
chance^ . 
Assure  yourself,,  after  our  ship  djd  split,  , 
When  you,  and  that  poor  number  saved  with  ybti,' 
Hung  on  our  driving  boat,  I  Saw  your  brother. 
Most  providept  in  peril,  bind  himsetf 
(Courage  and  hope  both  teaching  him  the  praetiee)' 
To  a  strong  m*St,  that  lived  upon  the^  sea; 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  saw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves. 
So  long  as  I  could  s^. 

Fio.  For  saying  so,  there's  gold: 

Mine  own  escape  uofoldeth  to  my  hope. 
Whereto  thy  spe^h  serves  fpr  authority, 
Tlie  like  of  him.     Ktiow'st  thou  thi^  coujati^  ? 

Cap.  Ay,  madam,  wdl^;  fpr  I  was  bred  and  bonli 
Not  thr?^.  hours  travd  from  this  very  place. 

Fio.  Who  governs  here  ? 
c  2 
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8  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OR, 

Cap.  A  noble  duke^  in  nature. 

As  in  his  name. 

Fio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Cap.  Orsino. 

Vio.  Orsino!  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him: 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Cap.  And  so  is  now. 

Or  was  so  very  late :  for  but  a  month 
Ago  I  went  from  hence;  and  then  *twas  fresh  « 
In  murmur,  (as,  you  know,  what  great  ones  do. 
The  less  will  prattle  of,)  that  he  did  seek 
The  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Fio.  What's  she? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  died  some  twelvemonth  since ;   then  leaving 

her 
In  the  protection  of  his  son,  her  brother, 
Who  shortly  also  died :  for  whose  dear  love. 
They  say,  she  hath  abjur*d  the  company 
And  sight  of  men.  \ 

Fio.  O,  that  I  served  that  lady: 

And  might  not  be  delivered  to  the  world, 
Till  I  haid  made  mine  own  occasion  mellow, 
*^  What  my  estate  is. 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compass ; 

Because  she  will  admit  no  kind  of  suit. 
No,  not  the  duke's. 

Fio*  Th^e  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captaih; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  close  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe,  thou  hast  a  mind  that  suits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  character. 
I  pray  thee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteously. 
Conceal  me  what  I  am;  and  be  my  aid 
For  such  disguise  as,  haply,  shall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     I'll  serve  this  duke; 
Thou  shalt  present  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him. 
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WHAT  YOU  WILL.  9 

It  may  be  worth  thy  pains;  for  I  can  sing, 
And  speak  to  him  in  many  sorts  of  musicX, 
That  will  allow  me^  very  worth  his  service. 
What  else  may  hap^  to  time  I  will  commit; 
Only  shape  thou  thy  silence  to  my  wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be; 
When  my  tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  eyes  not  see! 

Fio.  I  thank  thee:  Lead  me  on.  \^xeunt. 


SCENE  III. 
A  Room  in  Olivia's  Home. 

Enter  Sir  Tobt  Bblch,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  What  a  plague  means  my  niece,  to  take 
the  death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  sure,  care's  an 
enemy  to  life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  sir  Toby,  you  must  come  in 
earlier  o'nights ;  your  cousin,  my  lady,  takes  great 
exceptions  to  your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  must  confine  yourself  within 
the  modest  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To.  Confine?  I'll  confine  myself  no  finer 
than  I  am :  these  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink 
in,  and  so  be  these  boots  too;  an  they  be  not,  let 
them  hang  themselves  in  their  own  straps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you  : 
I  heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yesterday ;  and  of  a  foolish 
knight,  that  you  brought  in  one  night  here,  to  be 
her  wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who?  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek? 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

^  That  uUl  allow  me  -*]   fo  allow  is  to  apprwe. 
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\9  TWKL^-J^GI^..  <^, 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  man^.  as  any's  ip  lUxria* 

Mar.  WW*s  that  to  the.|)iup9ser 

Sir  To.  Why,  he  has  three  thoysand  ducats  a  year* . 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  aU  th^se^ 
ducats;  he's  a  yery  fool,  and  a  prodigal^  \ 

Sir  To.  Fye,^  that  you'll  say  so! /he  plays  o'  t^e 
vipl-de^gambo,  and  speaks  three  or  four  language^ 
word  for  word  without  book,  and,  hath  al)  the'gQoil 
gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath,  indeed,  —  almost  natural:  for, 
besides  that  he's  a  fool^  he's  a  great  quarreller;  and, 
but  that  he  hath  the  gift  of'  a  coward  to  allay  the 
gust  he  hath  in  quarrelling,  'tis  thought  among  the 
prudent,  he  would  quickly 'have  the^gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand,  they  are  scoundrels,  and 
substractottj  that  say  sooG  him.    Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly 
in  your  cbiripany. 

-  SirTd.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece;  I'll- 
drink  to  her,  as  long  as  there  is  a  passage  in  my 
ffiro^t,  and  dHrik  ih  Dlyria:  H^'s  a  coward,  and  a 
coystriV  that  will  'not  drink  to  my  niece,  till  hi^ 
brains  turn  o'  the  toe  like  a '  parish-top.®  What, 
•wen(&i?/CastiKan6  vulgo;^  for  here  comes  Sir  An- 
drew Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  AouE-CHfiEK. 

Sir  jind.  Sir  Toby  Bfelch!  how  now,  sir  Toby 
Belch? 

*,— —  w.t^ll.a  man  ^ ,  TM  m^s. stout,  courageous. 

7  ...^  fl  co^<n7,]  i.  e.  a^ccfward  jcockj  *  . 

•  .-i::— 7f^e  a  parish-top,]  *  A  large  tq)  was  formerly  kept  ir^ 
every  village,  to  be  whipped  in  frosljr  weather,  that  the  peiasants 
may  be  kej^t  wdnti  by  'e^6rcise^  atid  out  of  mischief,  wlul6  they 
could  not  work. 

®—- Castiliano  vulgo;'\  a  cant  term,  perhaps  expressive  of 
contempt. 
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S»fTo.  Sweet  iir  Att*6W! 

Sir  And.  Bless  ybu,  fait*  shrdVir. 

Mar.  Afid  yoti  tooy  At. 

Sir  Ta.  Axjcost,  sir  Andi^'  accobt 

S^Ara.  WhatVthat'? 

&V7\).  MynJeci^'schathber-rilaid. 

Sir  And.  Good  iriirtipe**  AkJcdsl,  I  dcisire'  better 
acquaintance. 

Mai*.  My  rtatne  is  Maiy,  siK 

Sir  And.  Good  miSlrtefes  Mary*  Accost;-i-^— 

Sir  To.  Ydii'  itlUfaki^,'  knigHt:  accoit,  i^,  ffont 
^er,  Ibotodher,  wodhet^,  a^skilher. 

Sir  And',  ^f  ihV'  trttth;  I  wbtad'  ri6t  undtfrtkke 
IM-  ill»  thii-coriiiitojr.  Is'  that  tHif  meanhig'  of 
accost  ? 

Marl  ^areydtt'Wdli  gCTitlemerf. 

5zr  To.  An  thou  let  part  so,  sir  Andrew,  Vbuld 
thdu  mij^^st  rie^rei-  dhiw  s^brd  agaW. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  so,  mistress,  I  woiildl 
might  never  drftw'sWord  a^^V  I^r  ladyi  do  you 
think  you  have  fools  in  hand? 

M^.  ffii-;  r  havef  ntot  you  by-  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  you  shall  have;  and  h^ri**s 
rfiyhand. 

iHaK  Now,  sir;  thtoiight'  is  frefe:  I^  pi'ay'  you,* 
bring  your  hand  to  the  buttery-bisu-,  and  let  i^ 
drim.** 

Sir'AndJ^W^ietefort,  sweet  hfeart?  what's  your 
lAetaphor? 

Mar.  It'sdiy,  sir. 

Sfr'AMJ'  Whyi  I  thihk'sO;  I  toi  not  such  mi  aSs, 
but  1  cAA  kfe^  my  hiand'  drj.'    Bilt  whaf  s  your  jest  ? 

MaK'  Axii?yjert,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  fall  of  them? 

Mat:  Ay,  *  sir  J  I  httve  them  at  my  •  fingers* 
eftds':  marry,^  nowll^goyour  hand,  1^  am  barren.' 

[Exit  MAftiA; 
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Sir  To.  O  knight,  thou  lack'st  a  cup  of  canary : 
When  did  I  see  thee  so  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life,  L  think;  unless 
you  see  canary  put  me  down:  Methinks,  sometimes 
I  have  no  more  wit  than  a  Christian,  or  an  ordinary 
man  has:  but  I  am  a  great  eater  of  beef,  and,  I 
believe,  that  does  harm  to  my  wit. 

Sir  To.  No  question. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that,  Fd  forswear  it.  I'll 
ride  home  to-morrow,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Pourqiwy^  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pourquoy?  do  or  not  do?  I 
would  I  had  bestowed  that  time  in  the  tongues,  that 
I  have  in  fencing,  dancing,  and  bear-baiting:  O, 
had  I  but  followed  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadst  thou  had  an  excellent  head 
of  hair. 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my 
hair? 

Sir  To.  Past  question;  for  thou  seest,  it  will  not 
curl  by  nature. 

Sir  And.  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't 
not? 

Sir  To.  Excellent;  it  hangs  like  flax  on  a 
distaff;  and  I  hope  to  see  a  housewife  take  thee 
between  her  legs,  and  spin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  *I11  home  to-morrow,  sir  Toby: 
your  niece  will  not  be  seen ;  or,  if  she  be,  it*s  four 
to  one  she'll  none  of  me:  the  count  himself,  here 
hard  by,  wooes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o' the  count;  she'll  not  match 
above  her  degree,  neither  in  estate,  years,  nor  wit; 
I  have  heard  her  swear  it.  Tut,  there's  life  in't, 
man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  stay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow 
9'  the  strangest  mind  i'  the  world ;  I  delight  in 
masques  and  revels  sometimes  altogether* 
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Sir  To,  Art  thoii  good  at  these  kick-shaws, 
khight? 

Sir  And.  As  any  man  in  lUyria,  whatsoever  he 
be^  under  the  degree  of  my  betters;  and  yet  I  will 
not  compare  with  an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard^ 
knight? 

Sir  And.  Taith,  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

&r  And.  And,  I  think,  I  have  the  back-trick, 
simply  as  strong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

&>  To.  Wherefore  are  these  things  hid?  where- 
fore have  these  gifts  a  curtain  before  them?  are 
they  like  to  take  dust,  like  mistress  Mall's  picture?^ 
why  dost  thou  not  go  to  church  in  a  galliard,  and 
come  home  in  a  coranto?  My  very  walk  should  be 
a  jig;  I  would  not  so  much  as  make  water,  but  in 
a  sink-a-pace.^  What  dost  thou  mean?  is  it  a 
world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think,  by  the  ex- 
cellent constitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  formed  under 
the  star  of  a  galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  *tis  strong,  and  it  does  indifferent 
well  in  a  fl^me-coloured  stock.^  Shall  we  set  about 
some  revels? 

Sir  To.  What  shall  we  do  else?  were  we  not 
born  under  Taurus  ? 


'  —  mistress  Mall*$  picture?']  Tlie  real  name  of  the  wonaan 
whom  I  suppose  to  have  been  meant  by  Sir  Tohy,  was  Mary 
Frith,  The  appellation  by  which  she  was  generally  known,  was 
Mall  Cutpurse,  She  was  at  once  a  prostitute,  a  bawd>  a  bully,  a 
thief,  a  receiver  of  stolen  goods,  ^c.  &c.  On  the  books  of  the 
Stationers*  Company,  August  I610,  is  entered — *'  A  Booke 
called  the  Madde  Prancks  of  Meny  Mall  of  the  Bankside,  with 
her  Walks  in  Man*s  Apparel,  and  to  what  Purpose.  W^ritten  by 
John  Day/*    Steevens. 

*  ij'  I  a  sink-a-pace.]  i.  e.  a  cinque-pace;  the  name  of  a  dance, 
the  measures  whereof  are  regulated  by  the  number  five, 

'  —     Jiame-rcoloured  stock.]  i.  e.  stocking. 
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Sir  And..  Taurus  ?  that's  sides,  and  heArt,^ 
Sir  To.  No,  sir;  it  is  legs  and  thighs.    \M  me-' 
seettheeeaper;  ha!  higher:  ha»  har!-«^xcSeItent! 

[Eamint^' 

SCENE  IV.. 
A  Roomm  thet  Dube'is  Paiact. 

J^nter  Valbntx«fb>,  cmrf,  Vkwi>A4  in  mtcttC^  (Mirei 

FaU  If  the  du|:e  continue  these  favours  ttxwards^ 
you,  Cesario,  you  are  like  ta  be  inuch  advaiic^;  he., 
hath  known  you  but  three  days,  ami  dready  you  are' 
no  stranger. 

Fio.  You  either  fear;  his  humour,  or  my  negli- 
gence,, that  you  call  in  question  the  continuaTice  of* 
Ins  love;  Is^  lie  inconstant, ,  sir,  icLbisikvours^? 

Fal:  No,  believe  me.,  . 

EnterXyfSKKy  CJiJKio,  and  Attendhnts. 

f^ai .  t  thwk  you.    Heracomesither  coimtl 

i)2i^6v  Wbo)saM^Cesairio^  ho?. 

Fio.  On  your  attendance,  my  lord;  hterew' 

I^baf  StW  yott  awhile,  aloDf/**«-Gedar}o>^ 
Thou  know'st  no  less  but  all;  I  haire^inclas^'d/ 
To  thee  the  book  even  of  my  secret  soul; 
Therefore,  good  yputh,  address  thy  gait  ui:\to  her ; 
Bfe  not  d^ny'd  'access, ,  stand  at  hfer  doors, , 
Atid  tell  themt .  there  thy  ^fixjed  foot  shall  grour. 
Till  thou  have  audienee. 

Ftp.  Sure,  my^noble  lord/ 

I(  she.be  so  abandoa'dto  her  sorrow  * 

*  Taenia.?  tkafs  sides  and  heart'}  Alludiiig  to  the  medicaj'dstity-  * 
logy  stiU  preserved  in  almanacks,  wiifch  refers  thb  aff&tions  of  par- 
ticular parts  of  the  body  to  th^  predoounance  of  particular  constel- 
lations.   Johnson. 
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^i^isspc%;^  she,aQyer\^ill^dtni4i^e. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  ciyiLbouijd^, 
9jathj?r  tl^p  maj^e  iw^pro^tecj.  ret^iffn. 

^0.  Say,  1  dp,  spe^J^,  wijt^  h^r,  ipy  lordi;  Wh^ 
then? 

Z)M^e,  O,  then  u;)fQlji- tjji?  pa^sipi^  pf,  my,lo>^e> 
Surorige  her  witji  dispoijirae  of  kny^  dear  i^it^ : 
It  snail  b^cpine  tboe  well  tp  act;  my  woqs,; 
She  will  attend  it  better  latby  youth, 
Than,  ip  a  nu|>Qip  of  more  grave  aspeptj^. 

Vto.  I  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Duke.  De^rlad,  b^ie^^it; 

Yqi  they  shall  yet  belie  thy  happy^  yj^ars, 
Thaf  say,  tl^pu^aft  a  man:  Pfap^^s  lip, 
IsjQot  m9re.s^pot|i,,  and  rubious^;,  t^y  smqll.pipc^ 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ,  shrill,  ^d  sound, 
Ai>daU  i§  s^mblative  g^^wonutn'spart 
I  know,  thy  constellation  is  right  apt 
P^or  this  affair: — Some  four,  or  five,  attend  him; ^  ] 
All,  if  you  will;  forLipy*self,  am.best. 
When  Iqast,  m  corni^apy : — Prqsper,  wpU  in  t^iis. 
And  thou  shalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord, 
Tiacall  fhig;  ffjf^nejs  tjiine. 

Flo.  rildo-ipy  bejs^,,  , 

To  WQO  y9^r,  la^y:  yet,  [.Asid^!]  a.b^fuVsjtrifRi* 
'i^^p^e'er.I  \yqq,  my.s^i  woltid  ^  l^i^  wifft. 

.  .  .SCENE.  V; 
A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 

Enter.  Maria,  owrfCSowiv. 

Mar,  Nay,  either  tell  ma  where^thouhastibeeny 
or  I  wilLnot  open  my  lips,  so  wide  as  a  bristle  may 

*  ...^  a  barful  strife  /]  i.  e.  a  content  full  of  impediments. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


l6  TWELFTH-NIGHT :  OR, 

enter,  in  way  of  thy  excuse :  my  lady  will  hang  thee 
for  thy  absence. 

Clo.  Let  her  hang  me :  he,  that  is  well  hanged  in 
this  world,  needs  to  fear  no  colours. 

Mar.  Make  that  good.  ^ 

Clo.  He  shall  see  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  answer:^  I  can  tell  thee 
where  that  saying  was  bom,  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  mistress  Mary  ? 

Mar.  In  the  wars ;  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to 
say  in  your  foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  God  give  them  wisdom,  that  have  it ; 
and  those  that  are  fools,  let  them  use  their  talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hanged,  for  being  so  long 
absent :  or,  to  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good 
as  a  hanging  to  you  ? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  mar- 
riage ;  and,  for  turning  away,  let  summer  bear  it 
out. 

Mar.  You  are  resolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  so  neither ;  but  I  am  resolved  on  two 
points. 

Mar.  That,  if  one  break,'  the  other  will  hold ; 
or,  if  both  break,  your  ga^kins  fall. 

Clo.  Apt,  in  good  faith  ;  very  apt !  Well,  go  thy 
way ;  if  sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking,  thou  wert 
as  witty  a  piece  of  Eve's  flesh  as  any  in  lUyria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o*  that ;  here 
comes  my  lady :  make  your  excuse  wisely,  you  were 
best.  [Exit. 

•  —  lenten  answer :'\  a  short  and  spare  one. 

^  ■  if'  one  (point)  breaky']  Points  were  metal  hooks^  fes- 
tened  to  the  hose  or  breeches,  (which  had  then  no  opening  or  but- 
tons,) and  g<Hng  into  straps  or  eyes  £xed  to  the  doublet,  and  there- 
by keeping  the  hose  from  fallmg  down.    Blackstone. 
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Enter  Olivia,  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and  *t  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good 
fooling !  Those  wits,  that  think  th€ty  have  thee,  dp 
very  oft  prove  fools ;  ^id  I,  that  am  sure  I  lack  tiiee, 
may  pass  for  a  wise  man :  For  what  says  Quinapa* 
lus  ?  Better  a  witty  fool,  than  a  foolish  wit.  God 
bless  thee,  lady ! 

OH.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  hear,  fellows  ?  Take  away  the 
lady. 

OIL  Go  to,  you're  a  dry  fool ;  I'll  no  more  of 
you :  besides,  you  grow  dishonest. 

Clo.  Two  faults,  madonna,  that  drink  and  good 
counsel  will  amend :  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  thea 
is  the  fool  not  dry ;  bid  the  dishonest  inan  mend 
himself ;  if  he  mend,  he  is  no  longer  dishonest ;  if 
he  cannot,  let  the  botcher  mend  him:  Any  thing 
that's  mended,  is  but  patched:  virtue,  that  trans- 
gresses, is  but  patched  with  sin;  and  sin,  that 
amends,  is  but  patched  with  virtue :  If  that  this  sim-. 
pie  syllogism  will  serve,  so  ;  if  it  will  notj  What  re- 
medy ?  As  there  is  no  true  cuckold  but  calamity, 
so  beauty's  a  flower: — the  lady  bade  take  away  the 
fool ;  therefore,  I  say'again,  take  her  away. 

OIL  Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 

Clo.  Misprision  in  the  highest  degree! — ^Lady, 
CuculliLS  nonfacit  monachum;  that's  as  much  as  to 
say,  I  wear  not  motley  in  my  brain.  Good  madon** 
na,  give  me  leave  to  prove  you  a  fool. 

Oli.  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.  Dexteriously,  good  madonna. 

Oli,  Make  your  proof . 

Clo.  I  must  catechize  you  for  it,  madonna; 
Good  my  mouse  of  virtue,  answer  me. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  for  want  of  other  idleness,  I'll 
'bide  your  proof. 

t 
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Cla.  Good  madonna,  why  mowi'st  thou? 

Oli.  Good  fool,  Ifor  my  brother's  death. 

Go.  I  tliink>  his  Mttl  te  in  hkU,  ii^ohnsl. 

OU.  I  know  hiis  soul  ib  ih  hefh^eii,  fool. 

do.  ThemwefbdybU)  mad^mha)  to  rtioum  f&f 
your  brother's  soul  being  iti  heaven.-^Take  away  thii 
looU  gentlemen. 
-  Oli.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Mdvdio  ?  doth 
he  not  mend  ? 

Mdl.  YfeSj  aniishdll  do,  till  Uie  p^n^s  of  death 
shake  him :  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  wise,  dotH 
€^ef  tMk6  thfe  t)etter  fool. 

Clo.  God  send  you,  sir,  a  spe^y  infiftriityi  for 
the  better  eticre^lsing  yotlf  folly!  Sir  Toby  will  be 
swofn^  that  I  am  no  fox ;  but  he  will  not  pasd  MM 
if  Or  A  for  ttvo-pence  that  jrou  are  tio  fool. 

OH.  How  &ty  you  to  that,  MalvoUo? 
:  MhL  I  marvel  yoUi*  ladyship  takfes  delight  ift  sticH 
a  b^eA  rafecd;  1  saH*  him  put  down  the  other  day 
with  art  ordinary  f6ol,  that  Has  no  ttiore  braSn  than  d 
9f 0l¥e.  Lddt  y6u  fidW,  he's  otit  c^  his  guard  afi^eady  i 
uftildss  ybu  l§ugh  afid  minister  occasibh  to  him^ 
he  is*  g^g^-  I  ptotest^  I  take  theSe  wise  men,- 
that  tto^  so  at  these  set  kind  of  fooh,  n6  better  thart 
the  fools'  zarttes.* 

Oli.  O,  you  afre  sick  of  sdfJove,  MaJvolioy  shd 
taste  with  ^  distempered  apatite.  To  be  gen^fo\is, 
guiltlefifs,  and  of  free  disposition,  is  to  take  thosd 
thittgs  for  biwl-bolts,  that  you  deem  canhon-bifllefef 
There  is  no  slander  in  an  aJlow6d  fod,  though  he  dd 
nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a  kno\^h  discreet 
man,  though  h^  do  nothing  but  repn^ove. 

Clo.  Now  Mercury  endue  thee  with  leasing,  for 
tiiou  speakesi?  wdl  of  fools  !^ 

■  K =-  no\  Iktter  than:  the  foolfe*  zaiiiesj     i.  e;  fools*  httaiks, 

■which  had  upon  the  top  of  thiem  the  head  of  afooi.     Do'VCE. 
^  Now  Mercury  endue  thee  with  leasing,  for  thou  speakest  laell  of 
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Re-enter  Mamia. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  13  at  the  gate  a  young  gen- 
tleman^ much  desires  to  speak  with  you. 

OIL  From  the  count  Orsino,  is  it? 

Mar.  I  know  not,  madam ;^  'tis  a  fair  young  man,, 
and  well  attended* 

Qli.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  ddayi 

Mar.  Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinsman. 

O/i,  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  yoii;  he  speaks  no- 
thing hut  madman:  Fye  on  him!  fEariV  Maria.] 
Go  you,  Mjdvolio:  if  it  be  a  suit  from  the  count, 
I  am  sick,  or  not  at  home;  what  you  will,  to  dis- 
miss it.  [Exit  T^Ahv Ohio. 1  Now  you  see,  sir,  how 
yonapfbohng  groups  dd,  andrpeople  doslikei/t 

Qi.  Thoii  haet  spokje-  for  us,  madonna,  as  if  thy 
^eldest  SGQfii  shouM  be  a  fool:  whose  jskuH  Jove  cnm 
with  brains^  for  here  fte  comes,  one  of  thy  kin,  has 
nmoAvistfjikpMTnater^ 

Mn^  Sir  Toby  Bjrmih. 

Oli.  By  mine  honour,  half  drynk. — ^What  is  ht 
^ttheMte,  cousin  ^ 

Sir  To.  A  gentleman.         ' 

OH.  Agenfleman?  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  Tb>.  *^s  a  gentleman  here — ^A  plague  o^tfaese 
pickle-herrings ! — ^Hbw  now,  sot? 

Clo.  Good  sir  Toby, 

Oli.  Cousin,  cou^in>  how  have  you  come  so  eirly 
by  this  lethargy;? 

Sir  To*  Lechery!  I  defy  lechery^r  There's^  one 
at  the  gate. 

faohf}'   u  e.  M/tif  MercuryJ^achthec  to  lie,  since  thou  liest  in 

«  -TTT-^a  most  •weak.p)^  naotej'J  The  pta  mater  is  the  raembraB« 
that  immediately  covers  the  substance  of  the  brain. 
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OH.  Ay,  marry;  what  is  he? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  devil,  an  he  will,  I  care 
not :  give  me  faith,  say  L  Well,  it's  all  one,  [Exit. 

OH.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman : 
one  draught  above  heat^  makes  him  a  fool;  the 
second  mads  him ;  and  a  third  drowns  him. 

OH.  Go  thou  and  seek  the  coroner,  and  let  \nni. 
sit  o'  my  coz ;  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink, 
he's  drown'd:  go,  look  after  him. 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  madonna ;  and  the  fool 
shall  look  to  the  madman.  [Exit  Clown. 

Re-enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  swears  he  will 
speak  with-  you.  I  told  him  you  were  sick;  he 
takes  on  him  to  understand  so  much,  and  therefore 
comes  to  speak  with  you:  I  told  him  you  were 
asleep;  he  seems  to  have  a  fore-knowledge  of  that 
loo,  and  therefore  comes  to  speak  with  you.  What 
is  to  be  said  to  him,  lady  ?  he's  fortified  against  any 
denial. 

OH.  Tell  him,  he  shall  not  speak  with  me. 

Mai.  He  has  been  told  so;  and  he  says,  he'll 
stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriff's  post,^  and  be  the 
supporter  of  a  bench,  but  he'll  speak  with  you. 

OH.  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

'Mai.  Why,  of  man  kind. 

OH.  What  manner  of  man? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manner;  he'll  speak  with  you, 
will  you,  or  no. 

*  —  above  heat  — "]    i.  e.  above  proper  heat. 

^ stand  at  your  door  like  a  sheriflrs,post,]  It  was  the 

custom  for  that  officer  to  have  large  posts  set  up  at  lus  door^  as 
an  indication  of  his  office ;  the  original  of  which  was,  that  the 
icing's  proclamation,  and  other  public  acts,  might  be  affixed 
thereon^  by  way  of  publication. 
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X)li.  Of  what  personage,  and  year^,  is  he? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young 
enough  for  a  boy;  as  a  squash  is  before  'tis  a 
peascod,  or  a  codling  when  'tis  almost  an  ^plej* 
'tis,  with  him  e'en  standing  water,  between  boy  and 
mani  He  is  very  well-favoured,  and  he  ^egks  very 
shrewishly;  one  would  think,  his  mother's  milt 
were  scarce  out  of  him, 

Oli.  Let  him  aj^roach:  Call  in  my  gditle- 
woman.     . 

Mai.  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  \^Exk. 

Re-enter  Maria* 

OIL  Give  me  my  veil:  come,  throw  it  o'er  my 
face; 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orsino's  embassy. 

Enter  Viola. 

Fio.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  house,  which 
is  she? 

Oli.  Speak  to  me,  I  shall  answer  for  her :  Your 
will  ? 

Fio.  Most  radiant,  exquisite,  and  unmatchaUe 
beauty, — I  pray  you,,  tell  me,  if  this  be  the  lady  of 
the  house,  for  I  never  saw  her:  I  would  be  loath  to 
cast  away  my  speech;  for,  besides  that  it  is  ex- 
cellently well  penn'd,  I. have  taken  great  pains  to 
con  it.  Good  beauties,  let  me  sustain  no  scorn; 
I  am  very  comptible,^  even  to  the  least  sinister 
usage. 

OH,  Whence  came  you,  sir? 

«.«-.^or  a  coc^ng  when  'tis  almost  an  ^)ple:]  A  codHog 
UDidoaily  meaat  an  immature  appk. 
*  /  am  very  comptible,]    Comptihle  for  8u|»aissiye; 

VOL.  II.  D 
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Fto.  I  can  say  little  more  than  I  have  studied, 
and  that  question's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle 
one,  give  me  modest  assurance,  if  you  be  the  lady 
of  the  house,  that  I  may  proceed  ih  my  ^eech* 

O/i.  Are  you  a  comedian? 

Fio.  No,  my  profoimd  heart:  and  yet,  by  the 
very  fangs  of  malice,  I  swear,  I  am  not  that  I  play. 
Are  you  the  lady  of  the  house? 

OIL  If  I  do  not  usurp  myself,  I  am..  : 

Fio.  Most  certain,  if  you  are  she,  you  do  usurp 
yourself;  for  what  \s  yours  to  bestow,  is  not  yours 
to  reserve.  But  this  is  from  my  commission :  I  will 
on  with  my  speech  in  your  praise,  and  then  shew 
you  the  heart  of  my  message. 

OH.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't:  I  forgive 
you  the  praise. 

Fio.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  study  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

OIL  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feigned;  I  pray 
you,  keep  it  in.  1  heard,  you  were  saucy  at  my 
gates;  and  allowed  your  approach,  rather  to  wonder 
at  you  than  to  hear  you.  If  you  be  not  mad,  be 
gone;  if  you  h^ve  reason,  be  brief:  'tis  not  that 
time  of  moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  so  skipping 
a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoist  sail,  sir  ?  here  lies  your  way. 

Plo.  No,  good  swabber;  I  am  to  hull  here^  a 
little  longer, — Some  mollification  for  your  giant,^ 
iweet  lady. 

OH.  Tell  me  your  mind. 

«  — —  T  am  to  hull  here  — "]  To  hull  means  to  drive  to  and  fto 
upon  the  water,  without  sails  or  rudder. 

7  ..  some  mollification  for  your  giant,']  Ladies,  in  ix)n:)ancex 
are  guarded  by  giants,  who  repel  all  improper  or  troublesome 
advance?.  Viola  may  likewise  allude  to  the  diminutive  size  of 
Maria,  who  is  called  on  subsequent  ogcasions^  iittif  vUlain, 
f/oimgeifi  viren  of  nine,  &c. 

t 
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f^o.  I  am  a  messenger. 

Oil.  Sure,  you  have  some  hideous  matter  to 
deliver,  when  the  courtesy  of  it  is  so  fearful.  Speak 
your  office* 

Fto.  If  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no 
overture  of  war,  no  taxation  of  homage;  I  hold 
the  olive  in  my  hand:  my  words  are  as  full  of 
peace  as  matter. 

Oii.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ? 
what  would  you? 

Fio.  The  rudeness,  that  hath  appearM  in  me, 
have  I  leam*d  from  my  entertainment.  What  I 
am,  and  what  I  would,  are  as  secret  as  miaiden- 
head:  to  your  ears,  divinity;  to  any  other's,  pro- 
pt^hation. 

OH.  Give  us  the  place  alone:  we  will  hear  this 
divinity.  [^Exit  Maria.]  Now,  sir,  what  is  your 
text? 

Fio,  Most  sweet  lady,-— 

OIL  A  comfortable  doctrine,  and  much  may  be 
3aid  of  it.    Where  lies  your  text  ? 

Fio.  In  Orsino's  bosom. 

on.  In  his  bosom?  In  what  chapter  of  his 
bosom? 

Fio.  To  answer  by  the  method,  in  the  first  of 
his  heart. 

OH.  O,  I  have  read  it;  it  is  heresy.  Have  you 
no  more  to  say? 

Fio.  Good  madam,  let  me  see  your  face. 

OH.  Have  you  any  commission  from  your  lord 
to  negociate  with  my  face?  you  are  now  out  of 
your  text:  but  we  will  dra^  the  curtain,  and  shew 
you  the  picture.  Look  you,  sir,  such  a  one  as  I 
was  this  present:  Is't  not  well  done?*      [VnveUing. 

« Look  ym,  sir^  such  a  me  as  I  was  thU  'present :  h't 

not  well  dojie  ^]  the  line  should  perhaps  run  thus : 

*^  Look  you^  sir,  such  as  once  1  was,  ^\s  presents'* 
D  2 
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Fio.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain,  sir;  'twill  endure  witid  and 
weather. 

Fio.  'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,^    whose    red  and 
white 
Nature's  own  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on: 
liady,  you  are  the  cruel'st  she  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  these  graces  to  the  grave. 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

OIL  O,  sir,  I  will  not  be  so  hard-hearted;  I  will 
^ve  out  divers  schedules  of  my  beauty :  It  shall 
oe  inventoried;  and  every  particle,  and  utensil, 
labelled  to  my  will:  as,  item,  two  lips  indifferent 
red;  item,  two  grey  eyes,  with  lids  to  them;  item, 
one  neck,  one  chin,  and  so  forth*  Were  you  sent 
hither  to  'praise  me  ? 

Fio.  I  see  you  what  you  are :  you  are  too  proud ; 
But,  if  you  were  the  devil,  you  are  fair. 
,My  lord  and  master  loves  you;  O,  such  love 
Could    be    but  recompens'd,    though    you    were 

crown'd 
The  nonpareil  of  beauty ! 

OH.  How  does  he  love  me  ? 

Fio.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears. 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  sighs  of  fire. 

OH.  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot 
love  him : 
Yet  I  suppose  him  virtuous,  know  hini  noble,/ 
Of  great  estate^  of  fresh  and  stainless  youth ; 
In  voices  well  divulg'd,^  free^  learn'd,  and  valiant. 
And,  in  dimension,  and  the  shape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  person :  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him; 
.  He  might  have  took  his  answer  long  ago.  ^ 

Fio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  master's  flame, 
With  such  a  suffering,  such  a  deadly  life, 

^  'Tis  beauty  trtdy  blent,"]  i.  e.  hlm^i,  mixed  together* 
'  In  voices  well  divulg'd,]  W^ll  spoken  of  by  the  world. 
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In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fense, 
I  would  not  understand  it. 

OH.  Why,  what  would  yqu? 

Fio.  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate. 
And  call  upon  my  soul  within  the  house; 
Write  loyal  cantons^  of  contemned  love. 
And  sing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night; 
Holla  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills. 
And  make  the  babbling  gossip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia!  O,  you  should  not  rest 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  should  pity  me. 

OH.  You   might  do  much:  What  is  your  pa- 
rentage ? . 

Fio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  state  is  well : 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

OIL  Get  you  to  your  Jord ; 

I  cannot  love  him :  let  him  send  no  mpre; 
Unless,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it.    Fare  you  well : 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains:  spend  this  forme. 

Fio.  I  am  nofee'd  post,  lady;  keep  yoiu*  purse; 
My  master,  not  myself,  lacks  recompense. 
Love  make  his  heart  of  flint,  that  you  shall  love; 
And  let  your  fervour,  like  my  master's,  be 
Plac'd  in  (Contempt !  Farewell,  fair  cruelty.      [^Exit. 

OK.  What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Above  my  fortunes^  yet  my  state  is  well: 
I  am  a  ^e?rt/eman.— — I'llbe  sworn  thou  ai:t; 
Thy  tongue,    thy   face,   thy   limbs,   actions^   ^d 

spirit. 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon: — ^Not  too  fast:— ^ 

soft!  soft! 
Unless  the  master  were  the  man. — ^How  now? 
Even  so  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague  ? 

*  Write  hyal  cantons]  for  cantoi. 
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Methinks,  I  feel  this  youth's  perfections. 
With  an  invisible  and  subtle  stealth, 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.     Well,  let  it  he,— • 
What,  ho,  Malvolio! — 

Re-enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. 

OIL  Run  after  that  same  peevish  messenger. 
The  county's  man:®  he  left  this  ring  behind  him. 
Would  I,  or  not;  tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Desire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord. 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  hopes ;  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow, 
I'll  give  him  reasons  for't.    Hie  thee,  Malvolio. 

Mai.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

OIL  I  do  I  know  not  what:  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye^  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Fate,  shew  thy  force:  Ourselves  we  do  not  owe;* 
What  is  decreed,  must  be ;  and  be  this  so !     [Emu 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  The  Sea-coast. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 

jint.  Will  you  stay  no  longer?  nor  wiU  you 
not,  that  I  go  with  you  ? 

Seb.  By  your  patience,  no :  my  stars  shine  darkly 
over  mes  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might,  per- 

*  The  county's  man :]  County  fbr  emmt, 

*  Mine  «ye,^&c.]  J  think  the  nu^smig  is,  I  fear  that  my  ejret 
will  seduce  my  understandmgj  that  I  am  indulging  a  passion  for 
this  beautiful  youths  which  my  reason  caniiot  approve.   Ma  lone. 

*  — —  Ourselves  v^e  do  not  owej]  i.  c;  we  9re  not  OUT  oWtt 
Piasters.    We  cannot  govern  ourselves. 
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haps,  distanper  yours;  therefore  1  shall  crave  of 
you  your  leave,  tiiat  I  may  bear  my  evils  alone:  It 
were  a  had  reccHupense  for  yoiu*  love,  to  lay  any  of 
them  on  you, 

Anu  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  are 
bound. 

SeJ).  No,  'sooth,  sir;  my  determinate  voyage  is 
mere  extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  so  ex- 
cellent a  touch  of  modesty,  that  you  will  not  extort 
from  me  what  I  am  willing  to  Keep  in ;  therefore 
it  charges  me  in  manners  the  rather  to  express  my- 
self.^ 1  ou  must  know  of  me  then,  Antonio,  my 
name  is  Sebastian,  which  I  called  Rodorigo;  my 
father  was  that  Sebastian  of  Messaline,  whom  I 
know,  you  have  heard  of:  he  left  behind  him, 
myself,  and  a  sister,  both  bom  in  an  hour.  If  the 
heavens  had  been  pleased,  'would  we  had  so  ended ! 
but,  you,  sir,  altered  that;  fbr,  some  hour  before 
you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the  sea/  was  my 
sister  drowned. 

uint.  Alas,  the  day! 

Seh.  A  lady,  sir,  though  it  was  said  she  much 
resembled  me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beau- 
tiful :  but,  though  I  could  not,  with  such  estimable 
wonder,®  overfar  believe  that,  yet  thus  far  I  will 
boldly  publish  her,  she  bore  a  mind  that  envy 
could  not  but  call  fair:  she  is  drowned  already, 
sir,  with  salt  water,  though  I  se^m  to  drown  her 
remembrance  again  with  more. 

jint.  Pardon  me,  sir,  yoiu-  bad  entertainment, 

Seb.  O,  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble* 

Ant.  If  you  will  not  murder  me  for  my  love, 
let  me  be  your  servant, 

•  — — >  to  express  myself, 1  Th^t  is,  to  reveal  myself. 
'  — *  the  breaeh  of  the  *ea  J  i.  e,  what  we  now  call  tho 
breaking  oi  the  sea. 
» -f— -  xifith  such  estimable  wonder,]  ^^mder  and  esteem. 
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Sebi  J£  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done^ 
that  185  kill  him  whom  you  have  recovered^  de^e 
it  not.  Fare  ye  well  at  once:  my  bosom  is  full 
of  kindness;  and  I  am  yet  so  near  the  manfiers  of 
n^  mother^  that  up<m  the  least  occaskm  n^iore, 
mine  eyes  will  tell  tales  of  me.  I  am  bound  to  the 
count Orsino*s court:  farewell.    -  [jS»tV, 

jint.  The  gentleness  of  all  the   gods  go  with 
thee! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orrino's  court. 
Else  would  I  very  shortly  see  thee  there: 
But,  come  what  may;  I  do  adore  thee  so. 
That  danger  shall  seem  sport,  and  I  will  go.   [E^U 


SCENE  Ih 
A  Street. 

Enter  Yioljl;  Mjllvolio  following, 

Mai.  Were  not  you  even  now  with  the  countess 
Olivia? 

Vio.  Even  now,  sir;  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have 
since  arrived  but  hither. 

MaU  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  sir;  you 
might  have  saved  me  my  pains,  to  have  taken  it 
away  yourself.  She  adds  moreover,  that  you  should 
put  your  lord  into  a  desperate  assurance  she  will 
none  of  him:  And  One  thing  more;  that  you  be 
never  so  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  affairs,  unless  it 
be  to  report  your  lord's  taking  of  this.  Receive  it 
to. 

Vio.  She  took  the  ring  of  me ;  I'll  none  of  it. 

Mai.  Come,  sir,  you  peevishly  threw  it  to  her; 
and  her  will  is,  it  should  be  so  returned:  if  it  be 
worth  stooping  for,  there  it  lies  in  your  eye;  if  not, 
be  it  his  that  finds  it.  [Exit. 
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Fio.  I  left  no  ring  with  her:  What  means  this 

lady? 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outside  have  not  charm'd  her! 
She  made  good,  view  of  me;  indeed,  so  much. 
That,   sure,   methought,    her  eyes  had  lost   her 

tongue. 
For  she  did  speak  in  starts  distractedly* 
She  loves  me,  sure;  the  cunning  of  her  passion 
Invites  me  in  this  churlish  messenger. 
None  of  my  lord's  ring!  why,  he  sent  her  none. 
I  am  the  man;— If  it  be  so,  (as  *tis,) 
Poor  lady,  she  were  better  love  a  dream- 
Disguise,  I  see,  thou  art  a  wickedness. 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy^  does  much. 
How  easy  is  it,  for  the  proper-false 
In  women's  waxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  !* 
Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  cause  not  we; 
For,  such  as  we  are  made  of,  such  we  be. 
JIow  will  this  fadge?^  My  master  loves  her  dearly; 
And  I,  poor  monster,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 
And  she,  mistaken,  seems  to  dote  on  me : 
What  will  become  of  this !     As  I  am  man. 
My  state  is  desperate  for  my  master's  love; 
As  I  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  i 
What  thrifUess  sighs  shall  poor  Olivia  breathe? 
O  time,  thou  must  entangle  this,-  not  I ; 
It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [^Exit. 

•— —  the  pre^iant  enemy  •<-»]    i.  e.  enemy  of  m^kind. 

*  How  easy  is  it  for  the  proper-^lise 

In  xvomens  waxen  hearts  to  set  their  forms  /]  How  easy  is  it,  for 
those  wha  are  at  once  proper  (i.  e.  fair  in  their  appearance)  and 
falsii  (i.  e.  deceit&l)  to  make  an  uD[»e6sk>n  on  the  easy  hesuits  of 
women? 

*  How  will  this  fedge  ?]     To  fadge^  is  to  suit,  to  fit. 
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SCENE  III. 

ji  Room  in  Olivia's  house. 

Enter  &r  Toby  Belch  and  Sir  Akdbbw  Agub- 

CHEEK* 

Sir  To.  Approach,  sir  Andrew:  not  to  be  a-bed 
after  midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes;  and  diluculo 
sur^ere^  thou  know'st, 

Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not:  but  I 
know,  to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  false  conclusion;  I  hate  it  ^s  an  unfill- 
ed can:  To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed 
then,  is  early;  so  that,  to  go  to  bed  after  midnight, 
is  to  go  to  bed  betimes.  Do  not  our  lives  consist  of 
the  four  elements  ? 

Sir  And.  Taith,  so  they  say;  but,  I  think,  it  ra- 
ther consists  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To.  Thou  art  a  scholar;  let  us  therefcnre  eat 
tod  drink. — ^Marian,  I  say! ^  stoop*  of  wine  I 

Enter  Clown. 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  i*faith. 

Clo.  How  now,  itiy  hearts?  Did  you  never  see 
the  picture  of  we  three? 

Sir  To.  Welcome,  ass.     Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent 
breast.*  I  had  rather  than  forty  shillings  I  had  such 
a  leg;  and  so  sweet  a  breath  to  sing,  as  the  fool  has. 
in  sooth,  thou  wast  in  very  gracious  fooling  last 
flight,  when  thou  spokest  of  Pigrogromitus,  of  the 
Vapians  passing  the  equinoctial  of  Queubus;  *twas 

*  —  diluculo  surgere,']    sahbemmum  est :  an  adage. 
4 ._  a  giQop  — ]  ^  g^QQjj  seems  to  have  been  scxnething  more 
ihan  half  a  gallon. 

'  — •  the  fool  has  (m  excellent  breast.]     i.  e.  voice. 
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Tery  good,  Tftdth*    I  sent  thee  sixpence  for  thy  le- 
manr  Hadst  it?, 

Clo.  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratillity ;  for  Malvolio*ft 
nose  is  no  whipstock:^  My  lady  has  a  white  hand^ 
and  the  Mymridons  are  no  bottk-ale  houses. 

Sir  And.  Excdfentl  Why,  this  is  the  best  fool- 
ing, when  all  is  done.    Now,  a  song. 

Sir  To.  Come  on;  there  is  sixpence  for  you:  let*« 
have  a  song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  testril  of  me  too:  if  one 
knight  give  a ^ 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-song,  or  a  song  of 
good  life?^ 

Sir.  To.  A  love-song,  a  love-song. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay;  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

SONG. 

Clo.  0  mistress  mne,  where  are  you  roaming  f 
0,  star/  and  hear ;  your  true  lovers  coming, 

That  can  sing  both  high  and  low  : 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  sweeting ; 
Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting, 

Every  wise  mans  son  doth  knowt 

Sir  And.  Excellent  good,  i'faith. 
Sir  To.  Good,  good. 

Clo.  fFhat  is  love?  *tis  not  hereafter  i 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter  \ 

Wlvais  to  come,  is  still  unsure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty ; 
Then  come  kiss  me,  sweet^and-twenty, 

YoutKs  a  stuff  will  not  endure. 

•  I  sent  thee  sixpence  for  thy  leman;]    i.  e.  na  istress. 

'  I  did  impeticos  thy  gratllliQrj  for  Malvolio*s  nose  is  no  whip- 
stockj]  i.  e.  I  did  impetticogt  or  impocket  thy  gratuity,  for  Mai* 
volio  may  waeH  out  our  connectioii. 

'—— Osgood  life?]  i.  e.  of  a  moral,  or  perhaps^  a  jovial 
torn. 
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Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  tra^ 
knight. 

&V  To.  A  coBtagious  breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  sweet  and  contagious,  i*fait^. 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  nose,  it  is  dulcet  in  con- 
tagion. But  shall  we  make  the  welkin  dance^  in- 
deed ?  Shall  we  rouse  the  night-owl  in  a  catch,  that 
will  draw  three  souls  out  of  one  weaver  ?^  shall  we  do 
that? 

Sir  And.  An  you  love  ipe,  let's  do't:  I  am  dog  at 
a  catch. 

Clo.  By'r  lady,  sir,  and  some  dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Most  certain  :  let  our  catch  be,  T^hm 
knave. 

Clo.  Hold  thy  peaccy  thou  linave,  knight?  I  shall 
be  constrain'd  in't  to  call  thee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And.  'Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  constrain'd 
one  to  call  me  knave.  Begin,  fool ;  it  begins,  Hohf 
thy  peace. 

Clo.  I  shall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 

Sir  And.  Good,  i'faith!    Come,  beg^. 

[They  sing  a  catch. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here!  If 
my  lady  have  not  called  up  her  steward,  Malvoliot, 
and  bid  him  turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  trust  me. 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Cataian,  we  are  politicians; 
Malvolio's  a  Peg-a-Ramsay,  and  Three  merry  men 
be  we.    *Am  not  I  consanguineous  ?  am  I  not  of  her 


9  —  make  the  welkin  dance  — ']  That  is,  drink  till  the  f/kj 
seems  to  turn  round. 

> draw  three  souls  out  oj  one  weavet?]     i.  e,  halg  the  soul 

out  of  a  weaver  (the  warmest  lover  of  a  song)  thrice  over  j  or,  in 
other  words,  give  him  thrice  more  delist  t£n  it  would  gpive  an* 
other  man.    Malons. 
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Wood?    Taiy-valley,  ladyP  There  dwelt  a  man  in 
Babylon,  lady,  lady!  [Singing. 

Clo.  Beshrew  me,^  the  knight's  in  admirable  fool- 
ing. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  he  does  well  enough,  if  he  be  dis- 
posed, and  so  do  I  too ;  he  does  it  with  a  better 
grace,  but  I  do  it  more  natmal. 

Sir  To.  0,  the  twelfth  day  of  December,^^ 

'  [Singing. 

Mar.  For  the  love  o'God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  My  masters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  ^re 
you  ?  Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honesty,  but  ' 
to  gabble  like  tinkers  at  this  time  of  night  ?  Do  ye 
make  an  alehouse  of  my  lady's  house,  that  ye  squeak 
out  your  coziers'  catches^  without  any  mitigation  or 
remorse  of  voice  ?  Is  there  no  respect  of  place, 
persons,  nor  time,  in  you  ? 

.     Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  sir,  in  our  catches. 
Snedtup!* 

Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  must  be  round  with  you.  My 
lady  bade  me  tell  you,  that,  though  she  harbours 
you  as  her  kinsman,  she's  nothing  allied  to  your  dis- 
orders. If  you  can  separate  yourself  and  your  mis- 
demeanors, you  are  welcome  to  the  house ;  if  not, 
an  it  would  please  you  to  take  leave  of  her,  3he  is 
very  willing  to  bid  you  farewell. 


*  Tilly-valley,  ladyf]  TUly^vaUey  W2a  an  interjection  of  con»- 
tempt;  or  as  Mr.  Ddoce  thinks,  isa  hunting  phrase  borrowed  from 
the  French. 

*  — ^  coziers*  catches  -r-]   A  cozier  is  a  tailor,  or  botcher. 

^  Sneckuf!']  Mr.  Malone  and  others  obseiTC,  that  from  the 
noanner  in  which  this  cant  phrase  is  employed  in  our  ancient  come- 
dies, it  seems  io  hdve  been  synonymous  to  the  modem  expression — 
Go  hang  yourself .    Stkevens. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


34  TWELFTH.NI6HT:  OR, 

Sir  To.  Farewell^  dear  hearty  since  I  must  n^^ 
be  gone. 

Mar.  Nay,  good  sir  Toby. 

Clo.  His  eyes  do  shew  his  days  are  almost  done^ 

Mai.  Is't  even  so  ? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

Mai.  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go  ?  [Singing. 

Clo.  fFhat  an  if  you  do  ? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go^  and  spare  not  ? 

Clo.  0  no,  wo,  wo,  noj  ym  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Out  o*time  ?  sir,  ye  lie. — ^Art  any  more 
than  a  steward  ?  Dost  thou  think,  because  thou 
art  virtuous,  there  shall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Clo.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne ;  and  ginger  shall  he 
hot  i*the  mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou'rt  i'the  right. — Go,  sir,  rub  your 
chain  with  crums  :* — A  stoop  of  wine,  Maria ! 

Mai.  Mistress  Mary,  if  you  prized  my  lady's  fa- 
vour at  any  thing  more  than  contempt,  you  would 
not  give  means  for  this  uncivil  rule  f  she  shall  know 
of  it,  by  this  hand.  [Exit^ 

Mar.  Go  shake  your  ears. 

Sir  And.  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when 
a  man's  a  hungry,  to  challenge  him  to  the  field ;  and 
then  to  break  promise  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of 
him. 

Sir  To.  Do't  knight;  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge; 
or  I'll  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of 
mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet  sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night ; 
since  the  youth  of  tjje  count's  was  to-day  with  my 

* rub  your  chain  uith  crums:']    Stewards  anciently  wore  a 

chain,  as  a  mark  of  superiority  over  other  servants.  And  the  best 
method  of  cleaning  any  gilt  plate,  is  by  rubbing  it  with  criims. 

« ruk ;]    Kale  is  method  of  lif 
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lady,  she  is  much  out  of  quiet.     For  monsieur  M al- 
volio,  let  me  alone  with  him :  if  I  do  not  gull  him  ^ 
into  a  nayword/  and  make  him  a  common  recrea- 
tion, do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough  to  lie  straight 
in  my  bed :  I  know,  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Possess  us,*  possess  us ;  tell  us  something 
of  him. 

Mar.  Marry,  sir,  sometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  Pu- 
ritan. 

Sir  And.  O,  if  1  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like 
a  dog.  , 

Sir. To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan?  thy  exqui- 
site reason,  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquisite  reason  for't,  but  I 
have  reason  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any 
thing  constantly  but  a  time  pleaser;  an  afFection'd 
ass,*^  that  cons  state  without  book,  and  utters  it  by 
great  swarths:^  the  best  persuaded  of  himself,  so 
crammed,  as  he  thinks,  with  excellencies,  that  it  i$ 
his  ground  of  faith,  that  all,  that  look  on  him, 
love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge 
find  notable  cause  to  work. 

Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  I  will  drop  in  his  way  some  obscure  epistles 
of  love;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the 
«hape  of  his  leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  ex- 
pressure  of  his  eve,  forehead,  and  complexion,  he 
shall  find  Tiimself  most  feelingly  personated :  I  can 
write  very  like  my  lady,  your  niece ;  on  a  forgotten 
.  matter  we  can  hardly  make  distinction  of  pur 
.hands. 

' a  nayword,]  a  byetoord. 

•  Pouess  us,]  That  is,  viform  us,  tell  us, 

9  _.  afi  a]fecf  ion*d  ass^^  AJectiond  means  affected. 

1 great  swarths  :]  A  swart h  iy  as  much  grasg  or  corn  as  ^ 

jmowcr  cuts  down  at  one  i|^rok^  of  his  scythe. 
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Sir  To.  Excellent!  I  smell  a  device. 

Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  nose  too. 

Sir  To.  He  shall  think,  by  the  letters  that  thoH 
wilt  drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that 
she  is  in  love  with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpose  is,  indeed,  a  horse  of  that 
colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  horse  now  would  make  him 
an  ass. 

Mar.  Ass,  I 'doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O,  'twill  be  admirable.    ' 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you:  I  know,  my 
physick  will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  two, 
and  let  the  fool  make  a  third,  where  he  shall  find 
the  letter;  observe  his  construction  of  it.  Fdr 
this  night,  to  bed,  and  dream  on  the  event. 
Farewell.  [ExiU 

Sir  To.  Good  night,  Penthesilea.^ 

Sir  And.  Before  me,  she's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  bea^e,  true  bred,  and  one  that 
adores  me ;  What  o'that  ? 

Sir  And.  I  was  adored  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  knight. — ^Thou  hadst  need 
send  for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am 
a  foul  way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  moneys  knight;  if  thou  hast 
her  not  i'the  end,  call  me  Cut.^ 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  trust  me,  take  it 
how  you  will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come;  I'll  go  bum  some  sack^ 
'tis  too  late  to  go  to  bed  now:  come,  knight ^ 
come,  knight.  •    [Exeunt. 

*  — —  Fenthesilea.']  i.  e.  Anoazon. 

'  — ' — call  me  Cut.]  i.  e.  call  me  horse. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  HvKE,  Viohh,  Cukio,  and.  others. 

Duke.  Give    me   some  musicki-^No^   goed 
morrow,  friends  ^i — -*- 
Now,  good  Cesario,  but  that  piece  of  song, 
That  old  and  antiaue  ?ong  we  heiard  last  n^ht ; 
Methoughtk  it  dia  relieve  my  passioji^  much^  ;  -   "  ' 
More  than  ligtit  airs  and  recollected*  termfe   .  : 

Of  these  most  brisk  and  giddy-paced  times;     . 
Gome,  but  one  verse. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  so  please  your  lordship,  ^laD 
should  singit. 

Duke»  who  was  it? 

Cttr.  !Peste,  thejester^  my  lord ;  a  fool>  that  the 
lady  Olivia's  father  took  piuch  delight  in:  he  id 
about  the  houSe, 

Duke.  Se^  hin)  out>  and  play  the  tune  the  while. 

[Exit  Curio. — Mustek. 
Come  hither,  boy;  If  evei*  thou  shalt  love. 
In  the  sweet  pangs  of  it,  remember  me: 
For,  such  as  I  am,  all  true  lovers  are ; 
Unstaid  and  skittish  in  all  motions  else. 
Save,  in  the  constant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd.-r— How  dost  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

Flo.  It  gives  a^ery  echo  to  the  seat 
Where  Love  is  throned.  ^ 

Duke.  Thou  dost  speak  masterly: 
My  life  upon*t,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  stay'd  upon  some  favour*  that  it  loves; 
jHath  it  not,  boy  ? 

*  —  recollected  — J    StttdSedi  or  perhaps  oft  repeated. 

*  — */mwr]   i.  e.  e^im^tenance. 
VOL.   II.  E 
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Vto.  "A  little,  by  your  favour. 

Duke.  What  kind  of  ^<M0an  is't  ? 

Vto.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.    What  years, 
i'feith? 

Flo.  About  your  year«,  my  lord.  ^ 

Duke.  Tooold,  by  heaven;  Let  still  the  wQmanljake 
An  elder  thsm  herself;  so  wears  she  to  liim. 
So  sways  she  level  in  her  husband's  heart. 
For,  bJoy,  however  we  do  praise  ourselves, 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm, 
More  longing,  wavering,  sooner  lost  ^nd'wom. 
Than  women's  are. 

VitT.  I  think  it  well,  hiy  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  thaji  thyself. 
Or  thy  affection  cannot  hold  the  bent: 
For  women  are  as  roses;  whose  fair  flower. 
Being  once  displayed,  doth  fall  that  very  hour. 

Vio.  And  so  they  are:  alas,  that  they  are  so ^ 
To  die,  even  when  they  to  perfection  ^ow ! 

Re-enter  Curio,'  and  Clown. 

Duke.  O  fellow,  come,  the  song  we   had  last 

night  :-^ 
Mark  it,  Cesario;  it  is  old,  and  plain: 
The  spinsters  and  the  knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free^  maids,  that  weave  their  thread  with 

bones. 
Do  use  to  chaunt  it;  it  is  silly  sooth,^ 
And  dallies  with  the®  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age.* 

Clo.  Are  you  ready,  sir? 
^  Duke.  Ay;  pr*ythee,  sing.  [Musick. 

•  — — /re<r  — ]    Is,  peiiiaps,  artless,  fice  fitxnart. 
7  «««.  «7/y  noolh^"]     It  is  plain,  simple  truth. 

•  And  dallies  witk  the  — ]    Plays  or  trifles. 

•  —— *  the  old  age.]    lie  ages  past,  times  of  simplicity. 
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SONG. 

Clo.  Come  away,  come  away,  death. 
And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid ; 

Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath ; 
1  am  slain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 
My  shroud  of  white,  stuck  all  with  yeWf 

0,  prepare  it; 
My  part  of  death  no  one  so  true 
Did  share  it. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  sweet. 
On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  strown ; 

Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 
Jkfy  poor  corpse,  where  my  bones  shall  be  thrown  : 
A  thousand  thousand  sighs  to  save, 

Lay  me,  0,  where 
Sad  true  lover  ne'er  flnd  my  grave, 
To  weep  there. 

Duke.  There's  for  thy,pains. 

Clo.  No  pains^  sir;  I  take  pleasure  in  singing,  sir. 
^    Duke.  I'll  pay  thy  pleasure  then. 

Clo.  Truly,  sir^  and  pleasure  will  be  paid,  one 
time  or  another. 

DuJie.  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee. 

Clo.  Now,  the  melancholy  god  protect  thee; 
and  the  tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable 
taffata,  for  thy  ipind  is  a  very  opal!' — ^I  would 
have  men  of  such  constancy  put  to  sea,  that  their 
business  might  be  every  thing,  and  their  intent  every 
where;  for  that's  it,  that  always  makes  a  good 
voyage  of  nothing. — Farewell.  [^Exit  Clown. 

Duke.  Let  all  the  rest  give  place.— 

[J^eunt  CtJRio  and  Attendants. 

*  — —  a  very  opal!]  A  precious  stone  of  almost  all 
colours. 

£   2 
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Once  more,  Cesario, 
Get  thee  to  yon*  same  sovereign  cruelty: 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  worlds 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands; 
The  parts  that  fortune  hath  bestow'd  upon  her. 
Tell  her,  I  hold  as  giddily  a&  fortune; 
But  'tis  that  miracle,  and  queen  of  gems. 
That  nature  pranks^  her  in,  attracts  my  aoul. 

Fio.  But,  if  she  cannot  love  you,  sir? 

Duke.  Icannotbesoanswer'd. 

Fto.  *Sooth,  but  you  must. 

Say,  that  some  hidy,  as,  perhaps^  thereby 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia:  you  cannot  love  her ; 
You  tell  her  so^  Must  she  not  then  be  answef^d?" 

Duke.  There  is  no  woman's  sides, 
Can  bide  the  beating  o£  so  strong  a\passion  » 

As  love  doth  give  ray  heart:  no  woman's  heart 
So  big,  to  hold  so  much ;  they  lack  retention* 
Alas,  their  love  may  be  call'd  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate,— 
That  suffer  surfeit,  cloyment,  and  revolt; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  sea. 
And  can  digest  as  much:  make  no<jompare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  me. 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Fto.  Ayj  but  I  know,— - 

Duke.  What  dost  thou  kno\^  ? 

Flo.  Too  weff  what  love  women  to   men  may 
owe: 
In  faith,  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we,. 
My  father  had  a  datighter  lov'd  a  man, 
A«  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  woman^ 
I  should  your  lordship. 

Duke.  And  -What's  her  history  I 

*  That  nature  pranh  ha*  in,]    i.  e.  adom^. 
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Fk.  AMaxJc,  my  lord:  Sh^nevef- told  her loVe, 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'the  bud. 
Feed  on  her  daoia^  cheek :  she  pinM  in  thought ; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy. 
She  sat  like  patience  ou  a  monument. 
Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love,  indeed? 
We  men  may  sa:y  ttiore,  swear  more:  hut,  indeed. 
Our  shows  are  more  than  Will ;  for  still  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  loVe. 

X)uie.  But  died  thy  sister  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Pto.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  fatW*s  hduse, 
And  all  the  brothers  too; — and  yet  I  know  not: — 
Sir,  shalll  to  this  lady? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 

To  her  in  haste ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  say. 
My  Ipve  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.' 


SCENE  V. 
Olivia's  Garden. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch^  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek, 
and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  signtof  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  I'H  come;  if  I  lose  a  scrmle  of  this- 
^rt,  let  me  be  bdiled  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir.  To.  Would'st  thou  not  be  gliad  to  have  thfe 
niggardly  rascally  sheep-biter  come  by  some  notable 
shame  ? 

Fab.  I  would  exuft^  man :  you  know,  he  broi^ht 
me  out  of  favour  with  my  lady,  about  a  bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him,  we'll  have  the  bear  again; 

—  bide  no  denay.]  Dtnay,  is  denial. 
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and  we  will  fool  him  black  and  blue:-— Shall  we  not, 
sir  Andrew? 

Sir  And.  An  we  do  not,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain: — ^How 
now,  my  nettle  of  India  ?* 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree:  Mal- 
volioV coming  down  this  walk;  he  has  been  yonder 
i'the  3un,  practising  behaviour  to  his  own  shadow, 
this  half  hour :  observe  him,  for  the  love  of  mock- 
ery; for,  I  know,  this  letter  will  inake  a  contem- 
plative ideot  of  him.  Close,  in  the  name  of  jest- 
ing! \The  men  hide  themselves^  Lie  thou  there; 
[throws  down  a  letter^  for  here  comes  the  trout 
that  must  b^  caught  with  tickling.       [Exit  Maria. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  'Tis  but  fortune;  all  is  fortune.  Maria 
once  told  me,  she  did  affect  me:  and  I  have  heard 
herself  come  thus  near,  that,  shovdd  she  fancy,  it 
should  be  one  of  my  complexion.  Besides,  she 
uses  me  with  a  more  exalted  respect,  than  any  one 
else  that  follows  her.     What  should  I  think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weening  rogue ! 

Fah.  O,  peace !  Contemplation  makes  a  rare 
turkey-cock  of  him;  how  he  jets*  under  his  ad- 
vanced plumes ! 

&>  And.  'Slight,  I  could  so  beat  the  rogue  :—► 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  say. 

Mai.  To  be  count  Malvolio; — 

Sir  To.  Ah,  rogue ! 

4  .  nettle  of  India  ?]  The  nettle  of  India  is  the  plant  that 
produces  what  is  called  cow-itch,  a  substance  only  used  for  the 
purpose  of  tormenting,  by  its  itching  quality. 

*  — -  h&w  ^e  jets  — ]  To  Jet  is  to  strut. 
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Sir  jiikd.  Kstol  him,  pistol  him.  i 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace! 

MuL  There  is  example  for^t;  the  lady  of  the 
strachy  ^married  the  yeoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Re  on  him,  Jezebel  t 
^  FaA.O,  peace!  ndw  he's  deq)lyin;  look,  hovr 
imagination  blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her, 
sitting  in  my  state, — ^ 

Sir  To.  O,  for  a  stone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the 
eye! 

Mal^  Calling  my  officers  about  me,  in  my 
branched  velvet  gown;  having  come  from  a  day- 
bed,*  where  I  left  Olivia  sleeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  brimstone ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace! 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  state:  and 
after  a  demure  travel  of  regard, — ^telling  them,  I 
know  my  place,  as  I  would  they  should  do  theirs,— 
to  ask  for  my  kinsman  Toby: 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  shackles! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace,  peace!  now,  now. 

Mai.  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedient  start, 
make  out  for  him:  1  frown  the  while;  and,  per-^ 
chance,  wind  up  my  watch,  or  play  with  some  ridi 
iewel.    Toby  apfwwudies;  court'sies  there  to  me : 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fab.  Though  our  silence  be  drawn  from  us  witK 
cars,^  yet  peace. 

Mdl.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching 


*  — * —  the  lady  of  the  strachy  ^  No  probable  meaning  hafi 
been  discovered  for  this  word  by  the  commentators. 

^ my  state/ — "]  A  state,  in  ancient  language,  signifies  a 

chair  with  a  canopy  over  it.  i 

^  —  come  from  a  day-bed,  ]  i.  e.  a  couch.     . 

*  Though  our  silence  be  drawn  from  us  wiMcdrs,]  i.  e.  though 
it  is  the  greatest  pain  to  us  to  keep  silence. 
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my  ^miliar  smile  with  m  amteve  rc^gaidof  con- 
trol: 

.   Sir  To.  Aiiddo^not  Tbby  take  you  a  blow  o'the 
lips  then? 

MaL  Saying,  Cbudn  Tohjf^  my  Jwtunea  hamng 
9as6  9iff  on  jfcatr  niece,  give  me  tfus  prerogcttive  of 
speech  :^ — 

5ir  To.  What,  what? 

Mai.  You  mmt  amend  your  drmAenneu. 

Sir  To.  Qiit,  scab ! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  sinews  of 
pur  piot. 

Mai.  Bmdfa,  you  waste  the  treasure  qf  your 
tim£  with  a  foolish  knight; 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew: 
'    Sir  Afd.  I  knew,  'twaa  I ;  for  many  do  call  me 
fool. 

MaL  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

:     [TaUng  ^  the  leUtr, 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gior 

Sir  T^,  O,  peace !  ainl  the  spirit  of  humoturs  in-r 
Ornate  reading  akmd  to  him  1 
.  Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lady's  hand :  ihest  be 
ber  v^y  ^'s,  her  U\  and  her  T's ;  and  thus  xaaka 
she  her  gre^t  /''s*  It  is,  in  contempt  of  questioiv 
her  hand.  , 

/  SirAM^  Her  C%  ber  U's,:s^d  her  T's:  Why 
that? 

M9I*  [re0^]>  To  th$  wdmownbehoedf  this,  and 
my  good  wishes:  her  very  phrases ! — ^By  your  leave, 
wax. — Soft ! — and  the  impressure  her  Luqrece,  with 
whidi  she  uses  to  seal :  'tis  my  lady :  To  whom 
should  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him,  liver  and  all. 
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M9}#  {reaJbi]  Jew  km(m$,  I  Unie : 
But  whaf 
Lips  do  n0t  meve. 
No  amn  vmst  know. 
No  man  must  know. — ^What  follows?  the  numbers 
altered! — No  man  miist  know  ;— If  this  should  be 
tibee^  Maivdio  ? 

Sir  To.  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock !' 

Mai.  /  may  command,  where  I  adore : 
But  silence,  like  u  Lucrece  knife, 
With  bloodless  stroke  my  heart  doth  gore ; 
M.  O,  A,  I,  doth  sway  my  life. 

fab.  A  fustian  riddle  ! 

Sir  To.  Excellent  wencTi,  say  L 

ikfe/.  M,  O,  A,  I,  doth  sway  my  life.^^Nuy,  bul 
first,  let  me  see, — let  me  see, — let  me  see. 

Fab.  What  a  dish  of  poison  has  she  dressed  him! 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  mng  the  stannyel^  checks 
at  it ! 

Mai.  Imay  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  she 
may  command  me ;  I  serve  her^  she  is  my  lady. 
Why,  this  is  evident  to  any  formal  capacity;^  There 
is  no  cA>stru(^ion  in  this ;- — ^And  the  end,-— What 
should  that  alphabetical  position  portend?  if  I 
could  make  that  resemble  something  in  me,— 
Softly!— 3f,  O,  A,  L— 

Sir  To.  O,  ay!  make  up  that : — ^he  is  now  at  a 
cold  scent. 

Fab.  Sowter*  will  cry  upon't,  for  all  this,  though 
it  be  as  rank  as  a  fox. 

Mai.  M, — ^Malvolio; — My^why,  that  begins  my 
name. 

*  —  brock  /]  i.  e.  badger;  a  term  of  contempt. 

* stannyel — "]  The  stannyel  is  the  common  stone-hawk, 

which  inhabits  old  buildmgs  and  rocks. 

'  "-^^  formal  cepucilyJ^  i.  e.  anj  one  whose  capacity  is  not  out 
of  form. 

*  Sowfer'^']  Sawter  is  here  perhaps  the  name  of  a  hound. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


46  TWELPTH^NIGHT  t  OR, 

Fab.  Did  not  I  sw,  he  would  work  it  oat  ?  Iflic 
cur  is  excellent  at  faults.  - 

M^l.  M, — But  then  there  is  no  consonancy  in  the 
sequel ;  that  suffers  under  probation :  ^^  should  fol- 
low, but  0  does. 

Fab.  And  0  shall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  FU  cudgel  hiniy  and  make  hiib 
cry,  0. 

Mai.  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  an  you  had  any  eye  behind  you,  you 
might  see  more  detraction  at  your  heels,  than  for- 
tunes before  you. 

Mai.  M,  0,  j4f  I; — ^This  simulation  is  not  as 
the  former : — and  yet,  to  crush  this  a  little,  it  would 
bow  to  me,  for  evenr  one  of  these  letters  are  in  my 
name.  Soft ;  here  tollows  prose. — If  tbisfcUl  info, 
thy  hand  J  revolve.  In  mf  stars  I  am  above  thee;  but 
be  not  afraid  of  greatness :  Some  are  bom  great, 
some  achieve  greatness^  and  some  have  greatness 
thrust  upon  them.  Thy  fates  open  their  hands ;  let 
thy  blood  and  spirit  embrace  them.  And,  to  inure 
thyself  to  what  thou  art  like  to  be,  cast  ihy  humble 
slough,  and  appearfresh.  Be  opposite^  wit^  a  kins^ 
man,  surly  with  servants:  let  thy  tongue  tang  argu^ 
ments  of  state  ;  put  thyself  into  the  trick  of  singu-- 
larity :  She  tkus  advises  thee,  that  sighs  for  thee.. 
Remember  who  commended  thy  yellow  stockings ;  and 
wished  to  see  thee  ever  cross-gartered:  I  say,  re-^ 
member.  Go  to  j  thou  art  inade,  if  thou  desirest  to 
be  so  ;  if  not,  let  me  see  thee  a  steward  still,  the 
fellow  of  servants,  and  not  worthy  to  touch  for  tune's 
fingers.  Farewell.  She  that  would  alter  services  with 

*  The  fortunate^nhappy. 

*  Bf  opposite— ]  Thatb,  beadcerse,  hostile. 

+ 
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Day-light  and'  champian*  cKscbvers  not  more:  this 
is  open.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  politick  au- 
thors, I  will  baffle  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wash  off  gross 
acquaintance,  I  will  be  point-de-vice,^  the  very  man. 
I  do  not  now  fool  myself,  to  let  imagination  jade 
me;  for  every  reason  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady 
loves  me.  She  did  commend  my  yellow  stockings 
of  late,  she  did  praise  my  leg  being  cross-gartered; 
and  in  this  she  manifests  herself  to  my  love,  and, 
with  a  kind  of  injunction,  drives  me  to  these  habits 
of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  stars,  I  am  happy. 
I  will  be  strange,  stout,  in  yellow  stockings^  and 
cross-gartered,  even  with  the  swiftness  of  putting 
on.  Jove,  and  my  stars  be  praised  !^ — ^Here  is  yet 
a  postscript.  Thou  canst  not  choose  but  know  who 
I  am.  If  thou  tntertainest  my  love,  let  it  appear  in 
thy  smiling  \  thy  smiles  become  thee  well:  therefore 
in  my  presence  still  smile,  dear  my  sweet,  Ipr^yfhee. 
Jove,  I  thank  thee. — I  will  smile;  I  w;ill  do  every 
thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [^Exit. 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  sport  for  a 
pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy.* 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device: 

Sir  j4nd.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To,  And  ask  no  other  dowry  with  her,  but 
such  another  jest. 

Enter  Makia. 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

^Day-light  and  champian]  i.  e.  broad  day  and  an  open 
country. 

^ 1  will  be  point-de-vicej  i.  e.  with  the  utmost  possible 

exactness, 

® a  pension  of  thousands  to  be  paid  from    the   Sophy,"] 

Alhiding,  as  Dr.  Farmer  observes,  to  Sir  Robert  Shirley,  who 
was  just  returned  in  the  character  of  embassador  from  the  Sophy, 
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Sir  T^.  Wilt  thou  set  thy  iooi  o'  my  ne^  ? 

Sir  And.  Oro'  ini»e  either? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  trpy-trip,^ 
9»nd  become  thy  bond^skve  ? 

Sir  And.  I'fiuth,  or  I  ^ther. 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou  hast  puthaniasiK^hadreaii^ 
that^  when  the  image  c^  it  leaves  him,  he  la^st  nan 
mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  say  true;  dbes  it  work  upon  him? 

Sir  To.  fdke  aqua-vitae^  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  wUl  then  see  the  fixiits  of  the  spcnl^ 
mark  his  first  approadi  before  my  lady:  he  will 
come  to  her  in  yellow  stockings,  and  'tis  a  odour 
she  ebhors;  zxA  cross*garterea,  a  fashion  s^ie  de^ 
tests;  and*  he  will  smile  upon  her,  which  will  now 
be  ,so  unsuitable  to  her  disposition,  being  ad(ticted 
to  a  melancholy  as  she  is,  that  it  cwnot  but  turn 
him  into  a  notable  eontempt :  if  you  will  see  i^ 
follow  me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  most  excel- 
lent devil  of  wit ! 

Sir  And.  V\k  make  <Mie  too.  [Exew^. 


He  IxuiBted  of  the  gi«at  rewards  be  had  ffeceived^  ^od  lived  in 
London  with  the  utmost  splendor. 

^ trat/'trip,']  some  kind  of  game. 

*  —  aqua-vUce  — "]  Is  the  old  name  of  strong  waters. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Olivia's  Garden. 
Enter  Viola,  and  Clown  with  a  Tabor. 

Pio*  Save  thee,  friend,  and  thy  musiek:  Do8t 
thou  live  by  thy  tabor? 

€bK  No,  sir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Flo.  Art  thou  a  churdiman  ? 

Clo.  No  such  matter,  ^;  I  do  live  by  the 
church:  for  I  do  live  at  my  house,  and  my  hduse 
dodi  stand  by  the  chwch. 

Pwv  So  thoa  may'st  say,  the  kvng  Keft  by  a  betf* 
gsr,  if  a  beggar  dwell  near  him:  or,  the  eburoi 
stands  by  thy  tabor,  if  thy  tabor  stand  by  the 
church. 

Clo.  You  have  said,  sir.— To  see  this  age  I — 
A  sentence  is  but  a  cheveril  gk>ve^  to  a  good  wit; 
HoiAr  quickly  the  wrong  side  may  be  turned  out- 
ward! 

Fio.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  thw,  that  dally  nicely 
with  words,  may  quickly  make  th^m  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore,  my  si»fcer  had  had  no 
naftie,  sir. 

Fio.  Why,  man? 

Clo.  Why,  sir,  her  name's  a  word ;  and  tor  dklly 
with  that  word,  might  make  my  sister  wanton: 
But,  indeed,  words  are  very  rascils,  since  bonds 
disgraced  them. 

rio.  Thy  reason,  man? 

Clo.  Troth,  sir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without 

*— —  a  chererU^fore— >]  i.  e.  a  glove  made  of  kid  leather. 

# 
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words;  and  words  are  grown  so  false,  I  am  loath 
to  prove  reason  with  them. 

Fio.  I  warrant,  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and 
carest  for  nothing. 

Clo.  Not  so,  sir,  I  do  care  for  something:  but 
in  my  conscience,  sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you;  if 
that  be  to  care  for  nothing,  sir,  I  would  it  would 
make  you  invisible.  / 

Fio.  Art  not  thou  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

CJoi  No,  indeed,  sir;  the  lady  Olivia  has  no 
folly:  she  will  keep  no  fool,  sir,  till  she  be  married  $ 
and  fools  are  as  like  husbands,  as  pilchards  are  to 
herrings,  the  husband's  the  bigger;,  lam,  indeed, 
not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter  of  words. 

Fio.  I  saw  thee  late  at  the  count  Orsino's. 

Clo.  Foolery,  sir,  does  walk  about  the  cwb,  like 
the  sun;  it  shines  every  where.  I  would  be  sorry, 
sir,  but  the  fool  should  be  a$  oft  with  your  masife^ji 
as  with  my  mistress:  I  think,  I  saw  your  wisdom 
there. 

Fio.  Nay,  an  thou  pass  upon  me,  I'll  no  more 
with  thee.     Hold,  there's  expences  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  o[  hair, 
send  thee  a  beard! 

Fio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee;  I  am  almost  sick 
for  one ;  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my 
chin.    Is  thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  these  have  bred,  sir  ? 

Fio.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  andfwit  to  use* 

Clo.  I  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phrygia, 
sir,  to  bring  a  Cressida  to  this  Troilus. 

Fio.  I  understand  you,  sir;  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo.  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  sir,  beg- 
ging but  a  beggar;  Cressida  was  a  b^gar.  My 
lady  is  within,  sir.  I  will  construe  to  them  whence 
you  come  ;  who  you  are,  and  what  you  would,  are 
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out  of  my  welkin  :  I  might  say,  element ;  but  the 
word  is  over-worn*  [Exit. 

Fio.  This  fellow's  wise  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit ; 
He  must  obsepre  their  mood  on  whom  he  jests. 
The  qua^ty  of  persons,  and  the  time ; 
And,  like  the  haggard,^  check  at  every  feather 
That  come9  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  practice. 
As  full  of  labour  as  a  wise  man's  art: 
For  folly,  that  he  wisely  shows,  is  fit ; 
But  wise  men,  folly-fallen,  quite  taint  their  wit. 
/I  '        .. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch  and  Sir  Andrew 
,  Ague-ohbrk. 

Sir  To.  Save  you,  gentleman. 

Fto.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  And.  Vieu  votes  ^arde,  monsieur. 

Vio.  Ei  voics  aussi\  votre  serviteur. 

Sir  And.  I '  hope,  sir,  you  are;  and  I  am 
yours. 

Sir  Toi  Will  you  encounter  the  house  ?  my 
niece  is  desirous  you  should  enter,  if  your  trade  be 
to  her. 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  sir :  I  mean,  she 
is  the  list*  of  my  voyage. 

Sir  To.  Taste  your  legs,  sir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Fio.  My  legs  do  better  understand  me,  sir,  than 
I  understand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  taste 
my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean,  to  go,  sir,  to  enter. 

Fto.  I  will  answer  you  with  gait  and  entrance: 
But  we  are  prevented. 

*— —  ^^c  haggard,']  The  hawk  called  the  haggard^  if  not 
well  trained  and  watched,  will  fly  after  evety  bird  without 
distinction. 

*  — —  the  U$t  — ]     is  the  bound,  Uviit,  farthest  point. 

JOHKSON. 
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Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Most  exceRent  aecbmpUshed  lady^  the  heavens  hthl 
odours  on  you  I 

Sir  And.  That  youth's  a    rare  eourtierf    Rdiii 
odours!  well. 

Plo.  My  matter  hath  no  Voice,  lady,  but  to  yoto^ 
own  mosfpregnant  and  vouchsafed  ear.* 

Sir  And.  Od&urs,  pregnant,   and   vouthsafed:^-^ 
T\\  get  'em  all  three  ready; 

OH.  Let  the  garden  door  be  shut,  and  leave  me 
to  my  hearing. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Tobt,  iSfr  Ane^ew,  and  Maria. 
Give  me  your  hand,  sir. 

Fio.  My  duty,  madam,  and  most  humble  service* 

Oli.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Fio.  Cesario  is  your  servant's  name^  fair  princess. 

Olii  My  servant,  sir !  'Twas  never  merry  worlds 
Since  lowly  feigning  wa^  call'd  compliment: 
Tou  are  servant  to  the  count  Or»no,  youth. 

Fio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  must  needs  be. 
yours; 
Your  servant's  servant  is  your  servant,  madtm. 

Oli.  For  him,   I  think  not  on   hiBCi^r  for    h»^ 
thoughts^ 
*Would  they  were  blanks,  rather  than  fiB'd  with 
me!  ' 

Fto.  Madam,    I   come    to   whet    your  gentle 
thoi]^hts 
On  his  behalf: — 

Oli.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you; 

I  bade  you  never  speak  again  of  him  : 
But,  would  you  undertake  another  suit. 


s    nufgt  pregDant  and  tauchsafed  car/}    Pregnant  for  r^utfy  : 

vouchsafed  for  vouchnqfing. 
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I  had  rather  hear  you  td  solicit  that^ 
Than  musick  from  the  spheres. 

VXp.  Dear  lady,-— * 

Oil.  Givejnc  leave,  I  beseech  you:  I  did  send, 
After  the  last  enchantment  you  did  here, 
A  ring  in  chase  of  you;  so  did  I  abuse 
Myself,  my  servant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you  i 
Under  your  hard  construction  must  I  sit> 
To  ioto^  th^t  on  you,  in  a  shs^neful  cunning. 
Which  you  knetv  none  of  yours  i  What  might  y^u 

think? 
Have  you  not  set  name  honour  at  the  ^ake. 
And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  thkA  ?  To  one  of  yOUr 

receiving* 
Enough  is  ihown;  aicyprtis,^  notabo^om. 
Hides  my  poor  heart:  So  let  me  hear  you  speak. 

FiQ.  I  pity  you, 

OIL  That's  a  degree  to  love- 

Vio.  No,  not  a  griscj®  for  'tig  a  vulgar  proof,* 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies* 

OIL  Why,   then,   methinks,   *tis  time  to  smile 
again: 
O  world,  how  apt  thepoor  are  to  be  proud  1 
If  on^  should  be  a  prey,  bow  much  the  better 
To  fall  before  the  Hon,  than  the  yfKM\ 

\Clock  striken. 
The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wartc  of  time.— ■ 
Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you: 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is;  eoifie  to  harve^^ 
Your  wife  is  like  to  resap  a  prcq?^  man: 

^  Tot  one  of  your  feceMftg— ]  i.  6.  f6  one  of  your  r<ad^ 
Qij^reh^nsion, 

^ a  Cyprus,']  is  a  transparent  stuff. 

• — - — a  grise/}  is  a  step,  sometimes  written  greese,  from 
iegres,  French. 

9  _.'>j,  a  vulgar  proof,']  That  is^  it  if  n  common  pwL 

\QL  lU  F 
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There  lies  your  way,  due  west.      . 

Vio.  Then  westward-hoe : 

Grace,  and  good  disposition 'tend  your  ladyship! 
You'll  nothing,  madam,  to  my  lord  By  me  ? 

OH.  Stay: 
I  prVthee,  tell  me,  what  thou  think'st  of  me. 

/^o.  That  you  do  think,  you  are  not  what  you  are.  ' 

Oli.  If  I  think  so,  I  think  the  same  of  you. 

Vioi  Then  think  you  right;  I  am  not  what  I  am. ' 

Oli.  I  would,  you  were  as  I  would  have  you  be ! 

Vio.  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  am, 
I  wish  it  might;  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 

OIL  O,  what  a  deal  of  scorn  looks  beautiful 
In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip ! 
A  murd'rous  guilt  shows  not  itself  more  soon 
Than  love  that  would  seem  hid :  love's  night  is  noon. 
Cesario,  by  the  roses  of  the  spring, 
By  maidhood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  so,  that,  naaugre  all  thy  pride. 
Nor  wit,  nor  reason,  can  my  passion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  reasons  from  this  clause. 
For,  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  hast  no  cause : 
But,  rather,  reason  thus  with  reason  fetter : 
Love  sought  is' good,'  but  given*  unsought,  is  better. 

Vio.  By  innocence  I  swear,  and  by  my  yofuth, 
I  have  one  heart,  one  bosom,  and  one  truth. 
And  that  no  woman  has  ;^  nor  never  none 
Shall  mistress  be  of  it,  save  I  aloiie.  . 

And  so  adieu,  good  madam ;  never  more 
WiH  I  my  master's  tears  to. you  deplore. 

Oli.  Yet  come  again:  for  thou,  perhaps,  may'st 
move 
That  heart,  which  now  abhors,  .to  like  his  love.    • 

[Exeunt. 


^  And  that  no  woman  hajs{\  And.  tliat  heart  bxlA  bosom  I  have 
never  yielded  to  any  wiMnan.' •       -   .'..••* 
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SCENE  IL 

A  Room  in  Olivia's  House. 

JErUer  Sir  Toby  Belch^  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek, 
and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  No,  faith,  I'll  not  stay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  To.  Thy  reason,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reason. 

Fab.  You  must  needs  yield  your  reason,  sir  An- 
drew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  saw  your  niece  do  more  favours 
to  the  count's  serving  man,  than  ever  she  bestowed ' 
upon  me;  I  saw't,i'the  orchard. 

Sir  To.  Did  she  see  thee  the  while,  old  boy?  teU 
me  that? 

Sir  And.  As  plain  as  I  see  you  now. 

Fal.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her 
toward  you. 

Sir  And.  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  ass  o'  me  ? 

Fab.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  sir,  upon  the 
oaths  of  judgment  and  reason. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  jury-men,  since 
before  Noah  was  a  sailor. 

Fab.  She  did  show  favour  to  the  youth  in  your 
sight,  only  to  exasperate  you,  to  awake  your  dor- 
mouse valour,  to  put  fire  in  ypur  heart,  and  brim- 
stone in  your  liver  :  You  shoiild  then  have  accosted 
her ;  and  ^vith  some  excellent  jests,  fire-new  from 
the  mint,  you  should  have  banged  the  youth  into 
dumbness.  This  was  looked  for  at  your  hand,  and 
this  was  baulked  T  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportu- 
nity you  let  time  wash  off,  and  you  are  now  sailed 
into  the  north  of  my  lady's  opinion ;  where  you  will 
hang  like  an  icicle  on  a  Dutchman's  beard,  unless 
you  do  redeem  it  by  some  laudablie  attempt,  either 
of  valour,  or  policy. 

p  2 
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Sir  jind.  And't  be  any  way,  it  must  be  with  va- 
lour ;  for  policy  I  hate  :  \  had  9A  lief  be  a  Brownist/ 
as  a  politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then,  biiild  me  thy  fortunes  upon 
the  basis  of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  count's 
youth  to  fight  with  him ;  hurt  him  in  elieven  places ; 
my  niece  shall  take  note  of  it :  and  assure  thyself, 
therq  is  no  love-broker  in  the  world  can  more  pre- 
vail in  man's  commejadation  with  woman,  than  re- 
port pf  valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way.  but  this,  sir  Andrew. 

Sir.  And.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challeoge 
4q  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Gk)  write  it  in  a  martial  hand;  be  curst* 
and  brief;  it  is  no.  matter  how  witty,  so  it  be  elo- 
quent, and  full  of  invention :  taunt  him  with  the 
licence  of  ink ;  if  thou  thou^st  him  some  thrice,  it 
shall  not  be  an^isa;  and  as  many  lies  as  will  lie  in 
thy  sheet  of  paper,  although  the  sheet  were  big 
enough  for  the  bod  of  Ware  in  England,  set  'em 
down;  go,  about  it.,  tiet  there  be  gall  enough  in 
thy  ink ;  though  thou  write  with  a  gOQse-pen,  no^ 
matter ;  About  it. 

Sir  And.  Where  shall  I  find  you  \ 

Sir  To^  We'll  call  thee  at  the  cubicuh ;  6a 

[^Exit  Sir  And&bw^ 

Fabn  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  sir  Toby. 

Sir  To^  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad;  some  two 
thousaud  strong,  or  so. 

Fab-.  We  shall  have  a  rar^  letter  from  him :  but 
you  11  not  deliver  it. 


*  — .(-^  <w  Ucf  be  a  Broiwniatjj  Tie.  Brommsts  were,  so.  caHed 
frcHu  Mr.,  Robert  Broviucy  a  oot^  separatist  in  Qu^a  Efizab^thr's 
reign.. 

^— —  m  a  martial  hand;  be  curst — ^]  Martial  hand,  seeing 
to  be  a  care|e6»  scrawl,  such  as  shewed  the  writer  to  neglect  cese- 
niony.    Cvrst,  is  petulant,  crabbed. 
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Sir  To.  Never  trust  me  then ;  and  by  all  means 
stir  on  the  youth  to  an  answer.  I  think,  oxen  and 
wainropes  cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew, 
if  he  were  opened,  and  you  find  so  much  blood  in 
his  liver  as  will  clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  V\\  eat  the 
rest  of  the  anatomy. 

FoZ'.  And  his  opposite,^  the  youth^  bears  in  his 
visage  no  great  presage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  Td.  Look,  where  the  youngest  wren  of  nine 
comes. 

Mar.  If  you  desire  the  spleen,  and  will  lau^ 
yourselves  into  stitches,  follow  me  t  yon*  ffull  MS-* 
vdio  is  turned  heathen,  a  very  renegado ;  for  there 
is  no  Christian,  that  means  to  be  saved  bv  believing 
rightly,  can  ever  believe  such  impossible  passages 
of  grossness.    He*s  in  yellow  stockings. 

Sir  To.  And  cross-gartered  ? 

Mar.  Most  villainously ;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps 
a  school  i'  the  church.— -I  have  dogged  him,  like  his 
murderer :  He  does  obey  every  pomt  of  the  letter 
that  I  dropped  to  betray  him.  He  does  smile  his 
face  into  more  lines,  than  are  in  the  new  map,  with 
the  augmentation  of  the  Indies  :*  vou  have  not  seen 
such  a  thing  as  *tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hurling 
things  at  him.  I  know,  my  lady  will  strike  him ;  if 
she  do.  he'll  smile,  and  take't  for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[£x€unU 

^  ^  And  his  opposite^]  Opposite  or  adterstny, 

*  He  does  srmie  his  face  wto  more  lines,  than  are  in  ike  new 
map,  with  the  augnaentatiOB  of  the  Indies :}  A  dedr  idh^oD  td 
a  Map  engraved  for  lioschoten^s  Voyages,  an  English  translation 
of  which  was  published  in  139S.  TIu»  M^  is  muitilirieal  in  the 
extreme,  and  is  die  first  in  v^hich  the  Eastern  Islands  are 
included.    Sts£T£KS« 
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SCENE  m, 
.   A  Street. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 

Seb*  I  would  not,  by  my  will,  have  troubled  you; 
But,  since  you  make  your  pleasure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

j4nt.  I  could  not  stay  behind  you;  my  desire. 
More  sharp  than  filed  steel,  did  spur  me  forth; 
And  ijiot  all  love  to  see  you,  (though  so  much. 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  voyage,) 
But  jealousy  what  might  befall  )K)ur  travel. 
Being  skilless  in  these  parts;  which  to  a  stranger, 
Unguided,  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhospitable:  My  willing  love. 
The  rather  by  these  arguments  of  fear. 
Set  forth  in  your  pursuit. 

Sel.  My  kind  Antonio, 

I  can  no  other  answer  make,  but,  thanks. 
And  thanks,  and  ever  thanks :  Often  good  turns 
Are  shuffled  off  with  such  uncurrent  pay: 
But;^  were  my  worth,^  as  is  my  conscience,  firm, 
You  should  find  better  dealine.    What's  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  go  see  the  reliques  pf  this  town  ? 

Ant.  To-morrow,    sir;    best,   first,   go  see  your 
lodging. 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night; 
I  pray  you,  let  us  satisfy  our  eyes  . 
With  the  memorials,  and  the  things  of  fame. 
That  do  renown  this  city. 

Ant.  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me  ; 

I  do  not  without  danger  walk  these  streets : 
Once,  in  a  sea-fight,  'gainst  the  Count  his  gallies, 

^  But,  'were  my  worth,]  Worth,  i.  e.  wealth  oxfortwie. 
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I  Tlid  some  service ;  of  v  such  note,  indeed. 

That,  were  I  ta'en  here,  it  would  scarce  be  answer'd. 

Seb.  Belike,  you  slew  great  number  of  his  people. 

^nt.  The  offence  is  nof  of  such  a  bloody  nature ; 
Albeit  the  quality,  of  the  time,  and  quarrel. 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  might  have  since  been  answer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took*  from  them ;  which,  for  traffict's  sake. 
Most  of  our  city  did:  only  myself  stood  out: 
For  which,  if  I  be  lapsed  in  this  place, 
I  shall  pay  dear. 

Seb^    *  Do  not  then  walla  too  open. 

^nt.  It  doth  not  fit  me.     Hold,  sir,  here's  my 
purse; 
In  the  south  suburbs,  at  the  Elephant, 
Is  best  to  lodge :  I  will  bespeak  our  diet. 
Whiles  you  begijile  the  time,  and  feed  your  know- 
ledge. 
With  viewing  of  the  town ;  there  shall  you  have  me. 
.  '  Seb.  Why^  I  your  purse  ? 

Ant.  Haply,  your  eye  shall  light  upon  some  toy 
You  have  desire  to  purchase';  and  your  store, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  sir. 

Seb.  I'll  be  your  purse-bearer,  and  leave  you  for 
An  hour. 

Ant,      To  the  Elephant. — 

Seb.  I  do  remember. 

'  '  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

,  Olivia's    Garden. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

OH.  I  have  sent  after  him:  He  says,  he'll  come;^ 
How  shall  I  feast  him  ?  what  bestow  on  him  ? 

'—  He  says,  he'll  come;"]  i.  e.  I  suppose  hcsa^fs,  &c. 
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For  youth  is  bought  mam  oft,  thtn  heggM,  or  bor- 

rowM. 
I  ^eak  too  loud.-*'-'^ 
Where  is  MalvoUo  ?-^he  i$  wJ,  m4  civil, 
And  suits  wdl  for  ft  pervmt  with  my  fortun^f ;— ^ 
Where  is  Malvoliq  ? 

Mar.  He's  ^ming,  madam; 

JkiX  in  strange  manner.    He  i«  sure  pQSsess'df 

0/f.  Why,  what's  the  matter?  doesherave^ 

Mar.  No,  madamt 

He  does  nothing  but  smile:  your  ladyship 
Were  best  have  guard  about  you;  if  he  come; 
For,  auf  e,  the  mm  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

OH.  Go  call  him  hither. — Fm  as  mad  as  he. 
If  sad  and  merry  madness  equql  be,-^ 

Enter  Malvolk). 

How  now,  Malvolio? 

Mai.  Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho,     [Snulee  fantastically. 

OIL  Sroil'stthou? 
I  sent  for  thee  upon  a  sad  occasion. 

Mai.  Sad,  lady?  I  could  be  sad:  This  does  make 
some  obstruction  in  the  blood,  this  crosstgartering; 
But  what  of  that,  if  it  please  the  eye  of  one,  it  is 
with  me  as  the  very  true  sonnet  is:  Please  one,  and 
please  all, 

OH*  Why,  how  dost  thou,  man?  what  is  the 
matter  with  thee  ? 

Mai.  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in 
my  legs:  It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands 
shall  be  executed.  I  think,  \^e  do  know  the  sweet 
Roman  hand. 

OH.  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  To  bed?  ay,  sweet-heart;  and  Fll  conac 
to  thee. 
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(Wi,  God  comfort  thee!  Why  dost  thou  smile 
so,  and  kiss  thy  hand  so  oft  ? 

Mar.  Howdoyou,.MalvoIio? 

Mat.  At  your  Inquest?  Yee;  Nightingales  answer 
daws. 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  bold* 
ness  brfore  my  lady  ? 

Md.  J5«  n^.  qfraid  qf  gre^ness: — Twas  well 
writ. 

OIL  What  mewiest  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Some  ar^  bom  greaij^^ 

Olu  Ha? 

Md.  Some  achieve  greatness^^ 

OH.  What  say  St  thou  ? 

MaU  ^nd  ^ome  hmfe  greatness  thrust  upon  them. 

OH.  Heaven  restore  thee  i 

Mai.  Remwkh^y  who  commended  iky  ytllow 
stockings  i-^-^ 

Olu  Thy  yellow  stockings  } 

Mai.  jind  wished  to  see  thee  eross^gcrtered. 

Olu  Cross-gartered? 

JV&L  Go  i^^  Men  urt  mmie,  tf  thou  desirest  to 
be  so }— 

Oli.  Am  I  mude  ? 

Mat.  If  not,  let  me  see  tkee  a  servant  still. 

Oli.  Why,  this  is  very  midsummer  madness.* 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  tlie  young  gentleman  of  the  count 
'Orsino*8  is  returned;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him 
back  :  he  attends  your  ladyship's  pleasure. 

QU.  rU  come  to  bhn.  [E^it  Servant.]  Good 
Maria,  let  this  fellow  be  looked  to.    Where's  my 

s  ,1,^  midsummer  nuulmss.^  *Tm  midsvmmet  moon  xdth  you, 
b  a  proverb  in  £ay*s    CoHuHon-,  ugnifyii^  yaa    are   mad. 

ST£XY£Bra. 
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cousin  Toby  ?  Let  some  of  my  people  have  a 
special  care  of  him  ;  I  would  not  have  him  miscany- 
for  the  half  of  my  dowry. 

^Exeunt  Oj^ivia  and  Maria. 
MaL  Oh,  ho !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no 
worse  man  than  sir^  Toby  to  look  to  me  ?  This 
concurs  directly  with  the  letter  :  she  sends  him  on 
purpose,,  that  I  may  appear  stubborn  to  him;  for 
she  incites  me  to  that  in  the  letter.  Cast  thy  hum^ 
ble  sloughy  says  she ; — be  opposite  with  a  kinsman, 
surly  with  servants, — let  thy  tongue  tang  with 
arguments  of  state, — put  thyself  into  the  trick   of 

singularity ; ^and,  consequently,  sets  down   the 

manner  how ;  as,  a  sad  face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a 
sljow  tongue,  in  thehibit  of  some  sir  of  note,  and 
so  forth.  I  have  limed  her;^  but  it  is  Jove's 
doing,  and  Jove  make:  me  tharikful !  And,  when 
she  went  away  now.  Let  this  fellow  be  looked  to  .• 
Fellow!'  not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but 
fellow.  Why,  every  thing  adheres  together;  that 
no  dram  of  a  scruple,  no  scruple  of  a  scruple,  no 
obstacle,  no  incredulous,  or  unsafib  circumstance,— 
What  can  be  said  ?  Nothing,  that  can  be,  can 
•come  between  me  and  the  full  prospect  of  my 
hopes.  .  WeU,  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and 
he  is  to  be  thanked. 

Re-enter  Maria,  wi/A  Sir  Toby  Belch,  and 
Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of 
sanctity  ?  If  all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in.little, 
and  Legion  himself  possessed  him,  yet  HI  speak  to 
him*  '       .  L 

• 1  hme  limed  her{\  I  have  entangled  or  caught  her. 

.  *  — —  FeUorm  /]  Tliis  word,  which  originally  signified  com- 
pardon,  was  not  jet  totally  degraded  to  its  present  meaning  5  and 
Malvolio  takes  it  in  the  favourable  sense.    Joh nson * 
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,    Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is: — ^How  is*t  with  you, 
.sir  ?  how  is*t  with  you,  man  ? 

Mai.  Go  off;  I  discard  you;  let  me  eiqoy  my 
private;  gooff. 

Mar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  fiend  speaks  within 
him ! .  did  BOt  I  tell  you  ? — Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays 
you  to  have  a  care  of.  him. 
.    JIfa/.  Ah,  ahJ  does  she  so? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to;  peace,  peace,  we  must 
deal  gently  with  him;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you, 
Malvolio?  how  is't  with  you?  What,  man!  defy 
the  devil :  consider,  he's  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  say  ? 

Mar.'  La  you,  an  you  speak  ill  of  the  devil,  how 
he  takes  it  at  heart!  Pttiy  God,  he  be  not  be- 
witched! 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wise  woman. 
.    Mar.  Marry,   and  it   shall  be  done  to-morrow 
morning,  if  I  live.    My  lady  would  not  lose  him  for 
more  than  FU  say. 

Mai.  How  now,  mistress? 

Mar.  Olonl! 

Sir  To.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace;  this  is  not  the 
way:  Do  you  not  see,  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone 
with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gentleness;  gently,  gently :  the 
fiend  is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  used. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  dost 
thou,  chuck? 
*    Mai.  Sir? 

Sir  To.  Ay,  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What,  man ! 
'tis  not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit'  with  Satan: 
Hang  him,  foul  collier!* 

« cherri/'pii — "}  Cherry-pil  is  pitching  cheny-stones  into 

a  little  hole. 

•.  ' Hang  kirn  J  foul  collier!]    ColHer  was,  in  our  author's 

time,  a  term  of  the  highest  reproach. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


64  TWELFTH-NIGHT:  OR, 

Mar.  Get  him  to  say  his  jmiyers;  good  sir  Toby, 
get  him  to  pray. 

MaL  My  prayers,  minx^ 

Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of 
godliness. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  yourseh^  all!  you  are  idle 
shallow  things:  I  am  not  of  your  elraoent;  you 
shall  know  more  hereafter.  \^Exit. 

Sir  To.  U\  possible  ? 

Fab.  If  this  were  played  upon  a  st2^  now,  I 
could  condemn  it  as  an  im{HY>bable  fiction. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infection 
of  the  device,  man. 

Mar.  N^,  pursue  him  now;  leist  the  device 
take  air,  and  taint. 

Fab.  Why,  we  shall  make  him  mad,  indeed* 

Mar.  The  house  will  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  well  have  him  in  a  dark  room, 
and  bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  diat 
he  is  mad  ;  we  may  carry  it  thus,  for  our  pleasure, 
and  his  penance,  till  our  vay  pastime,  tir^  out  of 
breath,  prompt  us  to  have  mercy  on  him :  at  which 
time,  we  will  bring  the  device  to  the  bar,  and 
crown  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen/  But  see, 
but  see. 

Enter  Sir  AirDasw  Agve^chksk. 

Fab.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 

Sir  JInd.  Here's  the  challenge,  read  it;  I  war- 
rant, there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  sosawcy? 

Sir  And.  Ay,  is  it,  I  warrant  him  :  do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [reads ^  Youth,  whatsoever 
thou  art, '  thou  art  but  a  scurvy  fellow . 

4 a  fitter  if  fnadmen.']  Imders   of  madman  must  have 

been  thos^  who  acted  under  the  writ  De  lunatico  inqukendo^ 
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Fab.  Good/  and  valiant* 

Sir  Ta  fVonder  noty  nor  admire  not  in  thy 
mindy  why  I  do  call  thee  so,  for  I  will  show  thee  no 
reason  for  t* 

Fab.  A  good  note:  that  ke^  you  from  the 
blow  of  the  law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  comest  to  the  lady  Olivia,  and  in 
my  sight  she  tises  t/iee  kindly :  btU  thou  liest  in  thy 
throat,  that  is  not  the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  sense-less. 

Sir  To.  /  will  way4ay  thee  going  home;  where 
if  it  be  thy  chance  to  kill  me, 

Fab.  Good. 

Sir  To.  Thou  killest  me  like  a  rogue  and  a 
villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'the  windy  side  of  the  law  : 
Good, 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well ;  jind  God  have  mercy 
upon  9ne  of  our  souls !  He  may  have  mercy  upon 
mine ;  but  my  hope  is  better,  and  so  look  to  thyself 
Thy  friend,  as  thou  usest  him,  and  thy  sworn  enemy. 
Andrew  Ague-chebk. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  can- 
not: ni  give't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occasion  for't ;  he  is 
i\ow  in  some  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by 
and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Go,  sir  Andrew;  scout  me  for  him  at  the 
comer  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailiflf:  so  soon 
as  ever  thou  seest  him,  draw;  and,  as  thou  drawest, 
swear  horrible;  for  it  comes  to  pass  oft,  that  a 
terrible  oath,  with  a  swaggering  iccent  sharply 
twanged  off,  gives  manhood  more  approbation  than 
ever  proof  itself  would  have  earned  him.     Away. 

Sir  j4nd.  Nay,  let  me  alo^ie  for  swearing.   \Eocit. 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter:  tor  the 
behaviour  of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him.  out  tp 
f 
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be  of  good  capacity  and  breeding;  his  employment 
between  his  lord  and  my  niece  confirms  no  less ; 
therefore  this  letter,  being  so  excellently  ignorant, 
will  breed  no  terror  in  the  youth,  he  will  find  it 
xohies  from  a  clodpole.  But,  sir,  I  will  deliver  his 
challenge  by  word  of  mouth ;  set  upon  Ague«cheek 
a  notable  report  of  valour ;  and  drive  the  gentleman, 
(as,  I  know,  his  youth  will  aptly  receive  it,)  into  a 
most  hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  skill,  fury,  and. 
impetuosity.  This  will  so  fright  them  both,  that 
they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  look,  like  cocka- 
trices. 


Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Fab.  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece :  give  them 
way,  till  he  take  leave,  and  presently  after  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  some  hor- 
rid message  for  a  challenge. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby,  Fabian,  and  Maria. 

Oli.  I  have  said  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  stone. 
And  laid  mine  honour  too  unchary  out : 
There's  something  in  me,  that  reproves  my  fault ; 
But  such  a  headstrong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Fio.  With  the  same  'haviour  that  your  passion 
bears. 
Go  on  my  master's  griefs. 

OH.  IJere,  wear  this  jewel  for  me,  'tis  my  picture  ;^ 
Refuse  it  n6t,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  viex  you  : 
And,  I  beseech  you,  come  again  to-morrow. 
What  shall  you  ask  of  me,  that  I'll  deny; 
Tliat  honour,  say'd,  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Fio.  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my 
master. 

Oli.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  him  that 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 
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Plb.  I  will  acquit  you 

Oli.  Well,   come  again  to-morrow:    Fare  thee^ 
well ; 
A  fiend,  like  thee,  might  bear  my  soul  to  hell.  [^Exit. 

Re^-enter  Sir  Toby  Bblch,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman,  God  save  thee. 

Fio.  And  you,  sir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  hast,  betake  thee  to't: 
of  what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  hast  done  him, 
I  know  not ;  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of  despight, 
bloody  as  the  hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard 
end :  dismount  thy  tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation, 
for  thy  assailant  is  quick,  skilful,  and  deadly. 

Fio.  You  mistake,  sir ;  I  am  sure,  no  man  hath 
any  quarrel  to  me ;  my  remembrance  is  very  free 
and  clear  from  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man.' 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwise,  I  assure  you: 
therefore,  if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake 
y9U  to  your  guard;  for  your  opposite  hath  in  him 
what  youith,  strength,  skill,  and  wrath,  can  furnish 
man  withal. 

Fio.  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  He  is  knight,  dubbed  with  unbacked 
rapier,,  and  on  carpet  consideration;*  but  he  is  a 
devil  in  private"  brawl :  souls  and  bodies  hath  he 
divorced  three;  and  his  incensement  at  this  moment 
is  so  implacable,  that  satisfaction  can  be  none  but 
by  pangs  of  death  and  sepulchre:  hob,  nob,^  is  his 
word;  give't,  ortake't. 

5  He  is  knight,  dubbed  with  unhacked  rapier,  and  on  caxpet 
consideration;']  That  is,  fie  is  no  soldier  by  proifession,  not  a 
knight  banneret,  dubbed  in  the  field  of  battle,  but,  on  carpet 
consideration y  at  a  festivity,  or  on  some  peaceable  occasion,  when 
knights  receive  their  di^ty  kneeling,  not  on  the  ground;  as  in' 
war,  but  ctti  a  carpet,  •' .  • 

« hob,  nob,'\  This  adverb  is  corrupted  ftom  hap  ne  hap;  as 
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Vio.  I  will  return  apun  into  the  house,  and  desire 
some  conduct  of  the  kdy.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  have 
heard  of  some  kind  of  men,  that  put  quarrels  pur- 
posely on  others>  to  taste  their  Talour:  belike^  this  1^ 
a  man  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no ;  his  indignation  derives  itself 
out  of  a  very  competent  injury ;  therefore,  get  you 
on,  and  give  him  his  desire.  Back  you  shall  not  to 
the  house,  unless  you  undertake  that  with  me, 
which  with  as  much  safety  you  might  answer  him  : 
therefore,  on,  or  strip  your  sword  stark  naked ;  for 
meddle  you  must,  that^s  certain,  or  forswear  to 
wear  iron  about  you. 

Flo.  TTiis  is  as  uncivil,  as  strange.  I  beseech 
you,  do  me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  know  of 
the  knight  what  my  offence  to  him  is;  it  is  some- 
thing of  my  negligence,  nothing  of  my  purpose. 

Sir  To.  I  wiU  do  so.  Signior  Fabian,  stay  yoil 
by  this  gentleman  till  my  return.      [Exit  Sir  TofiY. 

Fto.  Pray  you,  sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know,  the  knight  is  incensed  against  you, 
even  to  a  mortal  arbitrement;  but  nothing  of  the 
circumstance  more. 

Fio.  I  beseech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promise,  to 
read  him  by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him 
in  the  proof  of  his  valour.  He  is,  indeed,  sir,  the 
most  SKitful,  bloody,  and  fatal  opposite  that  you 
could  possibly  have  foimd  in  any  part  of  Illyria: 
Will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  wilt  make  your  peace 
with  him,  if  I  can. 

Fio.  I  shall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :  I  am 
one,  that  would  rather  go  with  sir  priest,  than  sir 

voM  nt  would f,  mil  nt  xcill;  that  k,  let  it  happen  or  not  j  and 
-ligiufies,,  at  random,  at  the  mece^  of  chafice;  and  k,  perhapB,  the 
origin  of  our  hob  nob,  or  challenge  to  drink  a  glass  of  wine  at 
dinuor. 
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kmghts  I  cdi«  not  who  knows  ^  much  ef  my 

mettle.  [Esew^^ 

Re-'tnter  Sir  ToftT^  with  Sir  AkBrbw. 

Sir  To.  Why,  pian,  he's  a  veiy  devil ;  t  have  not 
seen  such  a  virago.  I  had  a  pass  with  hlnv  rapier, 
scabbard,  and  all,  and  he  gives  me  tiie  stack-in,' 
with  such  a  mortal  motion,  that  it  is  ineviti^le } 
and  on  the  answer,  he  pays  you  *  as  surely  as  yout 
feet  hit  the  ground  they  step  on:  Tliey  say,  he  had 
been  fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  nl  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified:  Fa- 
bian can  scarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't;  an  I  thought  he  bad  heen 
valiant,  and  so  cunning  in  fence,  Fa  have  jeen  him 
damned  ere  I'd  have  challenged  him.  Let  him  let 
the  matter  slip,  and  I'll  give  him  my  horse,  grey 
Capilet- 

Sir  To.  I'll  make  the  motion:  Stand  here,  make 
a  good  show  on*t;  this  shall  end  without  the  perdi- 
tion of  souls:  Many,  I'll  ride  your  horse  as  well  a3 
I  ride  you.  {Aside. 

Re-enter  Fabian  mid  Viola. 

1  have  his  horse  [to  Fab.]  to  take  up  the  quarrel;  I 
have  persuaded  him,  the  youth's  a  devil. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and 
pants,  and  looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  remedy,  sir;  he  will  fight  with 
you  for  his  oath  sake:  marry,  he  hath  better  be- 
thought him  of  his  quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now 
scarce  to  be  worth  talking  of :  therefore  draw,  for  the 

^  -— ^  the  Btuck*^]  Ti)6  tfucJt:  n  a  corrnpted  abbMViition  of  the 
fttm^at^^  an  Italkn  tema  in  fenciBg. 
•  — —  he  payg  ^tm— ]  i.  e.  hits  you,  ddes  fys  jou* 
VOL.  II.  G 
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supportance  of  his  vow ;  he  protests,  he  will  not 
'  hurt  you. 

Vio.  Pray  God  defend  me!  A  little  thing  would 
make  me  tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

\Asidse. 

Fah.  Give  ground,  if  you  see  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy; 
the  gentleman  will,  for  his  honour's  sake,  have  one 
bout  with  you  :  he  cannot  by  the  duello  ^  avoid  it : 
but  he  has  promised  me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a 
^Idier,  he  will  not  hurt  you.     Come  on  ;  to't. 

Sir  And.  Pray  God,  he  keep  his  oath !    [Draws. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vio.  I  do  assure  you, 'tis  against  my  will.  [Drmvs. 

Ant.  Put  up  yOur  sword; — If  this  young  gentle- 
man 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me; 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.     [Drawing. 

Sir  To.  You,  sir  ?  why,  what  are  you  ? 

Ant.  One,  sir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,'  I  am  for 
you.  [Draws. 

Enter  two  Officers. 

Fah.  O  good  sir  Toby,  hold;  here  come  the 
officers. 

Sir  To.  I'll  be  with  you  anon.         [To  Antonio. 
Vio.  Pray,  sir,  put  up  your  sword,  if  you  please. 

[To  Sir  Andbew. 
Sir  And.   Marry,    will  I,    sir; — ^and,   for  that  I 

»  —  hy  the  duello  — "]    i.  e.  by  the  laws  of  the  duello, 
*  Nay,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,]    A  man  who  takes  upon  him- 
self the  quanrel  of  another. 
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protnised  you,  FU  be  as  good  as  my  word:  He  will 
bear  you  easily,  and  reins  wdl. 

1  Ojffl'  This  is  the  man;  do  thy  office. 

2  Of.  Antonio,  I  arrest  thee  at  the  suit 
Of  count  Orsino. 

^nL  You  do  mistake  me,  sir; 

1  Ojffl  No,  sir^  no  jot ;  I  know  your  favour  well^ 
Though  now  you  have  no  sea-cap  on  your  head. — ► 
Take  him  away;  he  knows,  I  know  him  wqlL 

^nt.  I  must  obey. — ^This  comes  with  seeking  you ; 
But  there's  no  remekiy;  I  shall  answer  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  necessity 
Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  purse:  It  grieves  me 
Much.mor6,  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you> 
Than  what  befalls  myself.     You  stand  amaz'd ; 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Qfl  Come,  sir,  away. 

j4nt.  I  must  entreat  of  you  some  of  that  money» 

Fio.  What  money,  sir? 
For  the  fair  kindness  yon  have  sh6wM  me  here. 
And,  part,  being  prompted  by  your  present  trouble^ 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
ni  lend  you  something:  my  having  is  not  much; 
I'll  make  division  of  my  present  with  you: 
Hold,  there  is  half  my  coffer. 

^nt.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 

Is't  possible,  that  my  deserts  to  you 
Can  lack  persuasion?  Do  not  tempt  my  misery. 
Lest  that  it  make  me  so  imsound  a  man. 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  those  kindnesses 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

P^io.  I  know  of  none; 

Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature  j 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man. 
Than  lying,  vainness,  babbling,  drunkenness. 
Or  any  taint  of  vice,  whose  strong  corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

O  2 
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Ant.  O  heavens  themsdresf 

2  Off.  Come,  sir,  I  pray  you,  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  i^eak  a  litae.    This  youth  that  you 
seehere^ 
I  snatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death; 

Reliev'dhim  with  such  sanctity  of  love, 

And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  did  promise 
Mo^t  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

1  Off.  What's  that  to  us?   The  time  goes  byi 
aw^. 

Ant.  But,  O,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  thb  god  l^^ 
Thou  hast,  Sebastian,  done  good  feature  sfa^me.^^ 
In  nature  there's  no  blemish,  but  the  mind; 
None  can  be  calPd  daform'd,  but  the  unkind : 
Virtue  is  beauty;  but  the  beauteous-evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflourish'd  by  the  devil. 

1  Off.  The  man  grows  mad ;  away  with  him. 
Come,  come,  sir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on. 

[Exeunt  Officers,  with  ktxromo. 

Fio.  Mediiqks,  his  words  do  from  such  paasioa 
fly. 
That  he  believes  himself;  so  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  iinagination,  O,  prove  tnie. 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you  ! 

Sir  Ta.  Come  hither,  knight;  come  hither, 
Fabian ;  we'll  whisper  o'er  a  couplM  or  two  of  most 
sage  saws. 

Fio.  He  nam'd  Sebastian ;  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glass ;  even  such,  and  so. 
In  favour  was  my  brother ;  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  fashion,  colour,  ornament. 
For  him  I  imitate :  ,0,  if  it  prove. 
Tempests  are  kind,  and  salt  waves  fresh  in  love ! 

[Exit. 

Sir  To.  A  v^  dishonest  paltry  boy,  and  more  a 
coward  than  a  hare:   his  dishonesty  appears,  in 
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Icavii^  hi»  friaid  here  in  necessity,  aiid  den^ng 
him;  and  for  hia  cQwardship^  a^  Fabian. 

JFab.  A  coward^  a  most  devout  coward^  relinoui 
init 

Sir  An4.  'Slid>  Dl  after  him  ag^  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To.  Do>  cuff  him  soi&nd^j  but  never  draw 
thy  sword. 

Sir  And.  An  I  do  not,—  \Epoit. 

Pab.  Come,  let's  see  the  event. 

Sir  Tq,  I  dare  lay  any  money,  'twill  be  nothing 
yet.  \Exwru^ 


ACTIV. 

SCENE  I.    The  Street  before  Olivia's  Home, 

EvUer  Sebastian  and  Clown. 

Cfo.  Will  you  malce  me  believe,  that  I  am  not 
«ent  for  you  ?. 

Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  fooli9h  Mow ; 
Let  me  he  clear  of  thee« 

Ch.  Well  held  out,  Tfoth  \  No,  I  4p  not  know 
you ;  nor  I  am  not  sent  to  you  by  my  lady,  to  bkl 
you  come  speak  with  her ;  »or  your  naoie  is  not 
meeX^  Gesario ;  nor  this  ia  not  my  aose  wither. — 
^[ot}u^g,  thatiasQ,  isso. 

Seb.  I  pr*ythee,  vent  thy  folly  somewhere  else  i 
Thau  know*st  not  rae. 

Clo.  Vent  my  folly !  He  ha$  heard  that  word  of 
some  great  man,  and  now  appli^  it  to  a  foot 
Vent  my  folly!  I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber,  the 
world,  will  prove  a  cockney.— 3  pr'ytliee  now, 
ungird  thy  strangeness,  and  teU  me  what  I  shall 
vent  to  my  lady  v  Shall  I  vent  to  her,  that  thxni  art 
coming  ? 
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Seh.  I  pr*ythee,  foolish  Greek/  depart  from  me  j 
There's  money  for  thee ;  if  you  tarry  linger, 
I  shall  give  worse  payment. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  thou  hast  an  open  hand  :— 
These  wise  men,  that  give  fools  money,  get  them- 
selves a  good  report  after  fourteen  years'  purchase. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And,  Now,  sir,  have  I  met  you  again? 
there's  for  you.  [Striking  Sebastian. 

iSe^.  Why,  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there: 
Are  all  the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andeew. 

Sir  To.  Hold,  sir,  or  I'll  tnrow  your  dagger  o'er 
the  house. 

Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  straight :  I  would 
not  be  in  some  of  your  coats  for  two-pence. 

;  [Exit  Clown. 

Sir  Tof  Come  on,  sir ;  hold. 

[Holding  Sebastian. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another 
way  to  work  with  him ;  Til  have  an  action  of 
battery  against  him,  if  there  be  any  law  in  lUyria : 
though  I  struck  him  first,  yet  it's  no  matter  for 
that. 

Seh.  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come, 
my  young  soldier,  put  up  your  iron :  you  are  well 
flashed ;  come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.     What  wouldst 
thou  now  ? 
If  thou  dar'st  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  sword. 

[Draws. 


•  I  fr* y thee ,  foolish  Greek,]  Greek,  was  as  much  as  to  sa^ 
bawd  or  pander,  Ifc  understood  the  Clown  to  be  acting  in  that 
Pffice, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


WHAT  YOU  WILL.  75 

Sir  To.  What,  what?  Nay,   then  I  must  have 
an  oonce  or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  fix)m  you. 

Enter  Olivia. 

OH.  Hold,  Toby;   on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee, 

hold. 
Sir  To.  Madam  ? 

OH.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungracious  wretch. 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves. 
Where  manners  ne*er  were  preached  !  out  of  my 
sight ! 

Be  not  offended,  dear  Cesario : 

Rudesby,  be  gone ! — ^I  prVthee,  gentle  friend, 

[Ecceunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and 
Fabian. 
Let  thy  fair  wisdom,  not  thy  passion,  sway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjust  extent^ 
Against  thy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  house ; 
And  hear  thou  there  how  many  fruitless  pranks' 
This  ruffian  hath  botch'd  up,  *  that  thou  thereby 
May'st  smile  at  this :  thou  shalt  not  choose  but  go ; 
Do  not  deny :  Beshrew  his  soul  for  me. 
He  started  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Seb.  What   relish    is  in  this  ?    how    runs    the 
stream  ? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  else  this  is  a  dream  :— 
Let  fancy  still  my  sense  in  Lethe  steep ; 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  still  let  me  sleep  ! 

OH.  Nay,   come,   I  pr'ythee:   'Would  thou'dst 

be  rul'd  by  me ! 
Seb.  Madam,  I  will. 
OH.  O,  say  so,  and  so  be ! 

[Exeunt. 

*  In  this'uncml  and  unjust  extent  — ]    Extent  in  law,  is  taken 
here  for  violence  in  general.    Joh n  so n  . 
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SCENE  IL 
A   Room    in   Olivia's    House. 

Enter  Mafia  and  Qown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  put  on  this  gown,  and 
this  beard;  make  him  believe,  thou  ait  sir  Topas 
the  citttitej  4o  k  quickly:  FU  call  sir  Toby  the 
whilst  lExit  Maria. 

O^.  Well,  III  put  it  on,  aod  I  will  dis$eii>ble 
myself  in't ;  and  I  would  I  were  the  first  that  ever 
dissembled  in  such  a  ^own.  I  am  not  fat  eoough 
to  become  die  function  well ;  noi'  lean  eno^h  to 
be  thought  a  good  atudent;  but  to  be  said,  an 
honest  man,  and  a  good  housekeeper,  goes  as  fairly, 
as  to  say.  a  earefid  man^  and  a  greett  scholar* 
The  competitors  enter.* 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Bbi/Ch  and  Mama. 

Sir  To.  Jove  bless  thee,  master  parscm. 

Clo.  Bonos  diee^  sir  Tc^ :  for  as  the  old  hermit 
of  Prague,  that  never  saw  pen  and  ink,  very  wit- 
tily said  to  a  wieoe  of  king  Gorboduc,  That,  that 
is  J  is:  so  I,  being  master  parson,  am  master  parson: 
For  what  is  that,  but  that  ?  and  U,  but  is  } 

Sir  To.  To  him,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What,  hoa,  I  say,r-Peace  in  this  prison ! 

Sir  To,  Ttie  knave  countarfeita  well ;  a  good 
knave. 

Mai.  [in  an  inner  chamber/]  Who  calls  tfiere  i    . 

Cla,  Sir  Topas^  the  curate,  who  comes  to  wit 
Malvolk)  the  lunatick. 


,  *  Tie  conyetitm  eater.]    Hbat  ia,  tba  ixmMm^  or  $sao- 
ciates. 
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Mai.  SirTopas,  sir  Topas,  good  sir  Topas^  go 
to  my  lady. 

Clo.  C)ut,  hyperbolical  fiend !  how  vexest  thou 
this  man  i  talkest  thou  nothii^  but  of  ladies  ? 

Sir  To..  Well  said,  master  parson. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wronged : 
good  sir  TopAS^  do  not  think  I  am  mad ;  they  have 
laid  me  here  in  hideous  darkness. 

Qo.  Fye,  thou  dishonest  Sathan !  I  call  thee  by 
the  most  modest  terms ;  for  I  am  one  of  those 
gentle  <mes,  that  will  use  the  devil  himsdf  with 
courte^ :  Say'st  thou,  that  house  is  dark  } 

MaL  Ashdl,  sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay-windows,*  transparent  as 
Imrricadoes,  and  the  clear  stones  towards  the 
$Duth-north  are  as  lustrous  as  ebony ;  and  yet  com- 
plainest  thou  of  obstruction  ? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  sir  Topas ;  I  say  to  you, 
this  house  is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  errest:  I  say,  ther?  is  no 
darkness,  but  ignorance ;  in  which  thou  art  more 
puzzled,  than  the  Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  say,  this  house  is  as  dark  as  ignorance, 
though  ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  say, 
there  was  never  man  thus  abused :  I  am  no  more 
mad  than  yxm  are ;  make  the  trial  of  it  in  any  con- 
stant question.* 

Clo.  What  Is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  con- 
cerning wild-fowl  ? 

Mai.  That  the  soul  of  our  grandam  might  haply 
inhabit  a  bird. 

Clo.  What  thinkest  thou  of  his  opinkm  ? 

Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  soul,  and  no  way  ap- 
prove his  opinion. 

*  "*—•  it  huth  hajr-wiiidows  — ]    A  bay-windtrw  is  the  same  as  a 
hcnMsindow;  a  wmdow  in  a  recess,  or  bay, 
fi   ■■■■  constant  question »']    i.  e.  regyiar  conversation. 
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Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  still  in  dark- 
ness :  thou  shalt  hold  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras, 
ere  I  will  allow  of  thy  wits ;  and  fear  to  kill  a 
woodcock,  lest  thou  dispossess  the  soul  of  thy 
grandam.     Fare  thee  well. 

MqL  Sir  Topas,  sir  Topas,— r 

Sir  To.  My  most  exquisite  sir  Topas  ! 

Clo.  Nayj  I  am  for  all  waters/ 

Mar,  Thou  might'st  have  done  this  without  thy 
beard,  and  gown;  he  sees  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring 
me  word  how  thou  findest  him  :  I  would,  we  were 
well  rid  of  this  knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveni- 
ently delivered,  I  would  he  were  ;  for  I  am  now  so 
far  in  offence  with  my  niece,  that  I  cannot  pursue 
with  any  safety  this  sport  to  the  upshot.  Come  by 
and  by  to  my  chamber. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Maria. 

Clo.  Hey  Robin,  jolly  Robin, 

Tell  me  hotv  thy  lady  does.  [Singing. 

Mai.  Fool, — 

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdy. 

Mai.  Fool, — 

Clo.  ^lasy  why  is  she  so? 

Mai.  Fool,  I  say; — 

Clo^  She  loves  another — ^Who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  desenre  well  at 
my  hand,  help  me  to  a  candle,  and  pen,  ink,  and 
paper;  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thank- 
ful to  thee  for't. 

Glo.  Master  Malvolio ! 

Mai.  Ay,  good  fool. 
.    Clo.  Alas,    sir,    how  fell  you  besides  your  five 
wits  ? 

"^  Na^,  I  am  for  all  waters,']  Shakspeare  b  supposed  to  allude 
to  the  sense  of  the  word  ivattr  as  used  by  jewellers,  which  makef 
a  play  of  words  with  Topas. 
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Mai.  Poel,  there  was  never  man  so  notoriously 
abused :  I  am  as  well  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Clo.  But  as  well  ?  then  you  are  mad,  indeed,  if 
you  be  no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

MaL  They  have  here  propertied  me  ;*  keep  me 
in  darkness^  send  ministers  to  me,  asses,  and  do  all 
they  can  to  face  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advise  you  what  you  say;  the  minister  is 
here. — ^Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  re- 
store !  endeavour  thyself  to  sleep,  and  leave  thy 
vain  bibble  babble. 

MaL  SirTopas, 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow. — 
Who,  I,  sir?  not  I,  sir.  God  bVi'you,  good  sir 
Topas. — ^Marry,  amen. — I  will,  sir,  I  will. 

MaL  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  say, — 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  be  patient.  What  say  you,  sir? 
I  am  shent^  for  speaking  to  you. 

MaL  Good  fool,  help  me  to  some  light,  and 
some  paper ;  I  tell  thee,  I  ^m  as  well  in  my  wits  a$ 
any  man  in  Illyria. 

Clo.  Well-a-day,-7-that  you  were,  sir  ! 

MaL  By  this  hand,  I  am  :  Good  fool,  some  ink, 
paper,  and  light,  and  convey  what  I  will  set  down 
to  my  lady  ;  it  shall  advantage  thee  more  than  ev^ 
the  bearing  of  letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are 
you  not  mad  indeed  ?  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

MaL  Believe  me,  I  am  not ;  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  a  madman,  tilH  see  his 
brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  hik. 

MaL  Fool,  I'll  requite  it  in  the  highest  degree :  I 
pr'ythee,  be  gone. 


• propertied  me  i]    They  have  taken  possession  oi  me,  u 

q(  a  poan  unable  to  look  to  himself,  . 

^  J  am  shent,  SfC,"]  i.  e.  scolded,  reproved. 

.     t 
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Clo.  1  em  gone,  sir. 

And  anon,  sir, 
Til  be  with  you  again. 
In  a  trice. 

Like  to  the  old  vice,^ 
Your  need  to  sustain ; 

Who  with  dagger  of  lath. 
In  his  rage  and  his  wrath% 

Cries,  ah,  ha!  to  the  devil: 
Like  a  mad  lad. 
Pare  thy  nails,  dad. 

Adieu,  goodrmn  drivel.  [Exit* 

SCENE  III.     • 
Olivia's  Garden. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Seh.  This  is  the  air ;  that  is  the  glorious  sun ; 
This  pearl  she  gave  me,  I  do  feeFt,  and  see't ; 
And  though  *tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madness.    Where's  Antonio  then? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elegant : 
Yet  there  he  was ;  and  there  I  found  this  credit/ 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  seek  me  out 
His^  counsel  now  might  do  me  golden  service : 
For  though  my  soul  disputes  well  with  my  sense^ 
That  this  may  be  some  error^  but  no  madness^ 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  fer  exceed  all  instance,  all  discourse/ 

'  lAke  to  the  old  vice,]     The  vice  was  the  fool  of  the  old  mo- 
ralities. 

*  Yet  there  he  was;  and  th^re  I /otmd  this  credit,'}   i.  e.  ac- 
eoont,  intbrmatton. 

*  — —-  all  instance,  all  difcounej    Discourse,  far  reaion,  Jn* 
stance  is  examplem 
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That  I  am  ready  to  distrast  mine  eyes^ 
And  wrangle  with  my  reason^  that  persuades  me 
To  any  otner  trusty  bt^  that  {  am  mad^ 
Of  else  the  lady's  mad ;  yet,  if  'twere  so. 
She  GfxAd  not  sway  her  houae,  command  her  fol- 
lowers. 
Take,  and  give  back,  aflfairs,  and  their  despatch. 
With  such  a  smooth,  discreet,  and  stable  bearings 
Aa^  I  perceive,  she  does:  there's  something  in'^ 
That  is  deceivable/    But  here  comes  the  lady, . 

Enter  Olivia  and  a  Priest. 

OH.  Blame  not  this  haste  of  mine :  If  you  mean 
well. 
Now  go  with  me,  taid  with  this  holy  man. 
Into  3ie  chantnr  by  :  there,  before  him. 
And  underneath  that  consecrated  roof. 
Plight  me  Uie  fuU  assurance  of  your  faith  t 
That  my  most  jealous  and  too  doubtful  soul 
May  live  eA  peace :  He  shall  conceal  it. 
Whiles*  you  are  willing  it  shall  come  to  note; 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth. — ^What  do  you  say  ? 

Seb.  ru  foHow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you ; 
And,  having  sworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

OIL  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father  j— — And 
heavens  so  shine. 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  act  of  mine ! 

[JSxeunt. 

*  •-*«•  ddcewable.^    For  deapiious. 

*  Wk^  m^  b  mi|0|  and  ftliU  80  uiod  io  tbe  QortherocouolrifiB, 
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ACT  V. 
SCENE  1.  The  Street  before  Oima's  House. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

Fab.  Now,  as  thou  lovest  me,  let  me  see  his 
letter. 

Clo.  Good  master  Fabian,  grant  me  another 
request. 

Fab.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  desire  to  see  this  letter. 

Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and,  in  recoQQpense^ 
desire  my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke^  Viola,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  ? 

Ch.  Ay,  sir;  we  are  some  of  her  trappings. 

l)uke.  I  know  thee  well;  How  dost  th^u,  ray 
good  fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  sir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the 
wbrse  for  my  friends. 

Duke.  Just  the  contrary ;  the  better  for  thy 
friends. 

Clo.  No,  sir,  the  worse. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  they  praise  me,  and  make  an 
ass  of  me ;  now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly  I  am  an  ass : 
so  that  by  my  foes,  sir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of 
myself;  and  by  my  friends  I  am  abused  :  so  tliat, 
conclusions  to  be  as  kisses,  if  your  four  negatives 
make  your  two  affirmatives,  why,  then  the  worse 
for  my  friends,  and  the  better  for  my  foes. 

Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. . 
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Clo.  By  my  troth,  sir,  no;  though  it  please  you 
to  be  one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  shalt  not  be  the  worse  for  me ; 
there's  gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  sir,  I 
would  you  could  make  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counsel. 

Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  sir,  for 
this  oAce,  and  let  your  flesh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  so  much  a  sinner  to  be  a 
double  dealer;  there's  another. 

Clo.  PriTTWy  secundoj  tertio,  is  a  good  play;  and 
the  old  saying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  the  triplex, 
sir,  is  a  good  tripping^^  measure ;  of  the  bells  of  St. 
Bennet,  sif,  may  put  you  in  mind ;  One,  two, 
three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me 
at  this  throw :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know,  I  ar^i 
here  to  speak  with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with 
you,  it  may  awake  my  bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  sir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty,  till  I 
come  again.     I  go,  sir ;  but  I  would  not  have  you 
to  think^  that  my  desire  of  having  is  the^sin  of' 
covetoushess  :  but,  as  you  say,  sir,,  let  your  bounty 
take  a  nap,  I  will  awake  it  anon.  [^Exitdoym. 

Enter  AkTONib  and  Officers. 

Fio.  Here  comes  the  man,  sir,  that  did  rescue 
me. 

Duke.^  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well^; 
Yet,  when  I  saw  it  last,  it  was  besmear'd 
As  black  as  Vulcan,  in  the  smoke  of  war: 
A  bawbling  vessel  was  he  captain  of. 
For  shallow  draughtj  and  bulk,  unprizable: 
With  which  such  scathful^  grapple  did  he  make 

^  ■        scaihful — ]  i.  e.  mischievous,  destructive. 
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With  the  most  nobl^  boitom  of  our  fket. 
That  very  envy,  and  the  tongue  of  lorn, 
Cry*d.  fame    mid  honour   on  hiin.r~What'8   the 
matter  ? 

1  Of.  Or»no,  this  is  that  Antonio, 
That  took   the  Phoenix,   and  her  fraught^   from 

Candy ; 
And  this  is  he,  that  did  the  Tiger  board. 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  lost  his  leg : 
Here  in  the  streets,  desperate  of  shame>  and  state. 
In  private  brabble  did  we  a[^rehend  him. 

Fio.  He  did  me  kindness,  sir ;  drew  on  my  side ; 
But,  in  conclusion,  put  stnmge  speech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  butctistraction* 

Duke^  Notable  pirate !  thou  salt-water  thief  1 
What  foolish  boldness  brought  thee  to  their  merci^ 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  so  Woody,  and  so  dear. 
Hast  made  thine  enemies  ? 

jfnt.  Orsino,  noble  wr. 

Be  pleas'd  that  I  shake  olf  these  names  you  give  me; 
Antonio  never  yet  waa  thief,  or  pirate. 
Though,  I  oonless,  on  base  and  gromid  enoi^h, 
Orsino's  enemy •    A  witchcraft  drew  me  hiihei;: 
That  most  ingrateful  boy  there,  by  your  side. 
Prom  the  rude  sea's  enraged  and  wamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem ;  a  wreck  past  hope  he  was : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  th^eto  add 
My  love,  without  retention,  or  restraint. 
All  his  in  dedication :  for  his  sake. 
Did  I  expose  myself,  pure  for  his  love, 
Into  the  danger  of  this  adverse  town  ; 
.  Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  beset ; 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  false  cunm'ng, 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger,) 
Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  acquaintance^ 
And  grew  a  twenty^years-removed  thing. 
While  one  would  wink  5  denied  me  mine  own  purse. 
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Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  use 
Not  half  an  hour  b^ore« 

Kio.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Duke.  When  came  he  to  this  town  ? 

Jul  To-day,  my  lord;   and  for  three  months 
before, 
(No  interim,  toot  a  minute's  vacitncy,) 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants. 

Duke*  Here  comes  the  countess ;  now  heaven 
walks  on  earth* 
But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellow,  thy  words  are  madness: 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  upon  me ; 
But  more  of  that  anon. Take  him  aside. 

OIL  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not 
have, 
Wherein  Olivia  may  seem  serviceable  i — 
Cesario,  you  do  not  keep  promise  with  me. 

Fio.  Madam  ? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia, 

,  OH.  What  do  you  say,  Cesario  ? Good  my 

lord,  '      ' 

Fio.  My  lord  would  speak,  my  duty  hushes  me. 

on.  If  it  be  aught  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord. 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulsome^  to  mine  ear. 
As  howling  after  musick. 

Duke*  Still  so  cruel  ? 

OIL  3till  so  constant,  lord. 

Duke.  What !  to  perverseness  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  whose  ingrate  and  unauspidous  altars 
My  soul  the  faithfuU'st  oflferings  hath  breathed  out, 
That  e'er  devotion  tendered  !  What  shall  I  do  ? 

"^  -— -  as  £sLt  and  fulsome  — ]  Fat  means  duIL 
VOL.    II.  H 
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OH.  Even  what  it  please  my  lord,  that  shall  be- 
come him. 

Duke.  Why  should  I  not,  had  I  the  he»t  to 
do  it, 
liike  to  the  Egyptian  thief/  at  point  (rf  death. 
Kill  what  I  love ;  a  savage  jealousy. 
That  sometime  savours  nobly  ? — ^Bnt  hear'TOethlj: 
Since  you  to  nom-reg^rdancc  cast  my  Mdni^ 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  instrument 
That  screws  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour, 
Live  you,  the  marble-breasted  tyrant,  still ; 
But  this  your  minion,  wh6m^  I  know,  you  lov«*. 
And  whom,  by  heaven  I  swtear,  I  tcndia^deariy. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  tlvat  crud  eye. 
Where  he  sit s*  crowned  irt  his  master^s  spite.***- 
Come  boy,  with  me ;  my  thoughts  ace  ripein^mii^ 

chief: 
ril  sacrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love. 
To  spite  a  raven's  heart  within  a  6atei  [^Ching. 

Flo.  And  I,  most  jocund,  aptv  and  wittingly. 
To  do  you  rest,  a  thousand  deaths  would  die. . 

[^Following. 

OH.  Where  goes  Cesario  ? 

Fto.  After  him!!  love, 

More  than  I  love  these  eyes,  more  than  my  life. 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  shall  lov^wtfe: 
If  I  do  feign,  yeu  witnesses  above. 
Punish  my  life,  for  tainting  of  my  love  I 

OH.  Ah  me,  detested  !  how  am  I  beguil'd  ! 

Fio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you 
wrong? 

OH.  Hast  t^u  foi^ot  thyself  ?  Is  it  so  loilg^? — 
Call  forth  the  holy  father.  [Exit  an  Attewtant. 

Duke.  Owne  away.    [To  Viola. 

OH.  Whither,  my  lord  ?  Cesario,  husband,  stay. 

•  Uke  to  the  Egyptian  thief,   2)cc.']  This  Egyptian  thief  was 
Tliyamis,  recorded  in  Heliodorus*  iEthiopics. 
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Duke.  Husband? 

QH^  Ay,  husband ;  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duk^  H»  hmha»4  <»irmh  ? 

Fio.  No,  my  lord,  not  L 

OZi.  Alas,^  it  is  the  baseness  of  thy  fear. 
That  makes  thee  strangle  thy  propriety  :* 
Fear  not,  Cesario,  take  thy  fortunes  up ; 
Be  that  tjiQu  kno-w'st  thou  5^rt,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'st. — 0>  welcome,  father  ! 

Re-ei^er  AU^wla^  andrVvif^t.  • 

Fathei:,  I  charge  thee>  by  thy  reyerejipe. 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  d^kwess^,  wh^t  pco^siojv  now 
Reveals  t>efoT^  'tis  ripe,)  what  tho^  dost,  know^ 
Hathn^wlyp^^t  between  this  youth  and  me*. 

Priest.  A  contract  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutu^:  joinder  of  your  hands, 
Attestfs4  by  the  holy  close  of  lips, 
StreJigthou'd  by  interchai^em^nt  of  your  rings  ;* 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compapt 
Seal'd  in  piy  function,  by  my  testimony ; 
Since  wheij,  n^y  watch .  hatjbi .  toJd  me,  toward  my 

grave, 
I  have  travelled  but  two  hqurs. 

DitJie*  Q,    thou  dissembling   ctjb  I    what    wilt 
thou  be, 
When  time  hath  sow'd  a  grizzle  on  thy  case  ?* 
Or  will  not  else  thy  craft  so  quickly  grow. 
That  thine  own  trip  shall  be  thine  overthrow  ? 
Farewell,  and  tajke  her ;  but  direct  thy  feet, 
Wh^r^  thpu  and  I  h^^efprth  may  n^ver  meet. 

• strange  thy  propriety:  [^Suppress,  or  disown  thy  property. 

^  — —  interchangement  of  your  rings ;]  In  our  ancient  marriage 
ceremony,  the  man  received  as  well  as  gave  a  ring,    ' 

«  ,     ,n  e^sc^l  Case  is  a  word  used  conten^tuQi^y  for  *^*«- 

H  2 
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Flo.  My  lord,  I  do  protest, — 
OH.  O,  do  not  swear; 

Hold  little  faith,  though  thou  hast  too  much  fear. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,   with   his  head 

broke. 

Sir  And.  For  the  love  of  God,  a  surgeon ;  send 
one  presently  to  sir  Toby. 

Oli.  What's  the  matter? 

Sir  And.  He  has  broke  my  head  across,  and  has 
given  sir  Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too  :  for  the  love, 
of  God,  your  help  :  I  had  rather  than  forty  pound, 
I  were  at  hoitie. 

Oli.  Who  has  done  this,  sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cesarip : 
we  took  him  for  a  coward,  but  he's  the  very  devil 
incardinate^ 

Duke.  My  gentleman,  Cesario  ? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings,  here  he  is  : — You  broke 
my  head  for  nothing ;  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was 
set  on  to  do't  by  sir  Toby. 

Flo.  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  ?  I  never  hurt  you : 
You  drew  your  sword  upon  me,  without  cause,; 
But  I  bespake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Sir  And.  If  a  bloody  coxcomb  be  a  hurt,  yo\r 
have  hurt  me  ;  I  think,  you  set  nothing  by  a  bloody 
coxcomb. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  Belch^  druni,  led  hy  the  Clovm* 

Here  comes  sir  Toby  halting,  you  shall  hear  more : 

but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have 

tickled  you  othergates  than  he  did. 

Duke.  How  now,    gentleman?   how    is't   with 

you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one;   he  has  hurt  me,  and 
* 
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there's  the  end  on't. — Sot,  did*8t  see  Dick  surgeon, 
sot? 

Clo.  O  he*s  drunk,  sir  Tbby,  an  hour  agone; 
his  eyes  were  set  at  eight  i'the  morning. 

&V  To.  TTien  he's  a  rogue.    After  a  passy-mea^ 
sure,  or  a  pavin,'  I  hate  a  drunken  rogue. 

Oli.  Away  with  him :  Who  hath  made  this  ha- 
vock  with  them  ? 

Sir  And.  Til  help  you,  sir  Toby,   because  we'll 
be  dressed  together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  ass-head,  and  a  cox- 
comb, and  a  knave  ?  a  thin-faced  knave,  a  gull  ? 

OH.  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd . 
to. 
[Exeunt  Clown,  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrbw. 

Enter  Sebastian. 

Sel.  I  am  sorry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kins- 
man; 
But,  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  must  have  done  no  less,  with  wit,  and  safety. 
You  throw  a  strange  regard  upon  me,  and 
By  that  I  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you ; 
Pardon  me,  sweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  so  late  ago. 

Duke.  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two 
persons; 
A  natural  perspective,*  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  racVd  and  tortur'd  me. 
Since'  I  have  lost  thee. 

'  Then  he's  a  rogue.  After  a  passy-measure,  or  a  pavin,  I  hate 
a  drunken  roguej]  i.  e.  next  to  a  patiy^meature  or  a  pavin,  &c^ 
It  is  in  character^  t;hat  sir  Toby  should  express  a  strong  dislU^  of 
serious  dances,  such  as  the  passamezzo  and  the  pavan  axe  described 
to  be.    Tyrwhitt. 

^  A  Ao^vra/  perspective^]  A  glass  used  for  optica}  deception. 
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j4Ht.  S^ba^ian  ^re  you  ? 

Seb.  Fear'st  thou  that,  Antoriia? 

jint.  How  have  you  made  division  of  yourself  ?— 
An  apple,  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  these  two  creatures.    Which  is  Sebastian  ? 

OIL  Mdsti;eonderfiil ! 

Seb.  Do  I  stand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  brother : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  hatnre. 
Of  here  and  every  where.     I  bad  a  sister. 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  surges  httve  devoBr'd:-"— 
Of  charity,*  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?      [To  Vioxa. 
What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  whatpiMWitage  ? 

Fio.  OfMe^ine:  Seb«istianwasmy'fetfier; 
Such  a  Sebastian  was  my  brother  too. 
So  went  he  suited  to  his  watery  toriib  : 
If  spirits  can  assume  both  form  and  suit 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb,  A  spirit  I  am,  indeed : 

But  am  in  that  dimension  grossly  clad, 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman,  as  the  rest  goes  even, 
I  should  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  say — ^Thrice  welcome,  drowned  Viola ! 

Fio.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow. 

Seb.  And  so  had  mine. 

Fio.  And  died  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  numbered  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  soul  I 
He  finished,  indeed,  his  mortal  act, 
That  day  that  made  my  sister  thirteen  years. 

Fio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both. 
But  this  my  masculine  usurp'd  attire. 
Do  not  embrace  me,  till  each  circumstance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere,  and  jumpj 
That  I  am  Viola ;  which  to  confirm, 

*  Of  charitjii]  i,  e.  out  rf  charity,  tell  roe,  &c, 

t 
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ni  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town, 

Where  lie  my  maiden*  weeds ;  by  whose  gentle  help 

I  was  preserved,  to  serve  this  noble  count: 

All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  since 

Hath  been  between  this  lady,  and  this  lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  mistook : 

[To  Olivia. 
But  nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contracted  to  a  maid ; 
Nor  are  you  therein,  T)y  my  life,  deceived, 
You^re  betrothM  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz*d ;  right  noble  is  his  blood.-— 
If  this  be  so,  as  yet  the  glass  seems  true, 
I  shall  have  share  in  this  most  happy  wreck : 
Boy,  thou  hast  said  to  me  a  thousand  times, 

[To  Viola. 
Thou  never  should*st  love  woman  like  to  me. 

Flo.  And  all  those  sayings  will  I  over-swear ; 
And  all  those  swearings  keep  as  true  in  soul. 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  severs  day  from  night. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand ; 

And  let  me  see  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Fio.  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  first  on  shore. 
Hath  my  maid's  garments :  he,  upon  some  action. 
Is  now  in  diu-ance;  at  Malvolio's  suit, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

OH.  He  shall   enlarge    him: — Fetch   M^alvolio 
hither : — 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me. 
They  say,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  distract. 
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Re-enter  Clown,  with  a  letter. 

A  most  extracting  frenzy^  of  mine  own 
From  my  rememorance  clearly  banish'd  his. — 
How  does  he,  sirrah  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the 
stave's  end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  case  may  do : 
he  has  here  writ  a  letter  to  you,  I  should  have  given 
it  you  to-day  morning ;  but  as  a  madman's  epistles 
are  no  gospels,  so  it  sKills  not  much,  when  they  are 
delivered. 

OH.  Open  it,  and  read  it. 

Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edified,  when  the  fool 
delivers  the  madman : — By  the  Lord,  madam, — 

on.  How  now !  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  madam,  I  do  but  read  madness:  an 
your  ladyship  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you 
must  allow  vox.^ 

OH.  Pr'ythee,  read  i'thy  right  wits. 

Clo.  So  I  do,  madonna;  but  to  read  his  right 
wits,  is  to  read  thus :  therefore  perpend,  my  prin- 
cess, and  give  ear. 

OH.  Read  it  you,  sirrah.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  [reads.J  By  the  Lord,  madam,  you  wrong 
me,  and  the  world  shall  know  it :  though  you  have 
put  me  into  darkness,  and  given  your  drunken  cousin 
rule  over  me,  yet  have  I  the  benefit  of  my  senses  as 
well  as  your  ladyship.  I  have  your  own  letter  that 
induced  me  to  the  semblance  I  put  on ;  with  the 
which  I  doubt  not  but  to  do  myself  much  right,  or 
you  much  shame.  Think  of  me  as  you  please.  I 
leave  my  duty  a  little  unthought  of,  and  speak  out 
of  my  injury.  The  madly-med  Malvolio. 

•  A  most  extracting/renzy  — ^]  i.  e.  a  firenzy  that  drew  me  away 
£rom  every  thing  but  its  own  object. 
7  ...I*  you  must  allow  vox.]  i.  e.  my  tone  or  voice. 
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OIL  Did  he  write  this? 

Clo.  Ay,  mad^m. 

Duke.  This  savours  not  much  of  distraction. 

OH.  See  him  delivered,  Fabian ;  bring  him  hither- 

\_Exit  Fabian. 
My  lord,  so  please  you,  these  things  further  thought 

on, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  sister  as  a  wife, 
One  day  shall  crown  the  alliance  on't,  so  please  you^ 
Here  at  my  house,  and  at  my  proper  cost. 

Duke.  Madam,  I  am  most  apt  to  embrace  your 
offer. — 
Your  master  quits  you;  ^To  Viola.]  and,  for  your 

service  done  him. 
So  much  against  the  mettle  of  your  sex. 
So  far  beneath  your  soft  and  tender  breeding. 
And  since  you  calFd  me  master  for  so  long. 
Here  is  my  hand ;  you  shall  from  this  time  be 
Your  master's  mistress. 

Oli.  A  sister  ? — ^you  are  she.  . 

Re-enter  Fabian,  with  Malvolio. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  madman  ? 

OH.  Ay,  my  lord,  this  same : 

Ho>y  now,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  Wrong, 

Notorious  wrong. 

OIL  Havel,  Malvolio?  no. 

MaL  Lady,  you  have.     Pray  you,  peruse   that 
"letter : 
You  must  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand. 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand,  or  phrase ; 
Or  say,  *tis  not  your  seal,  nor  your  invention  : 
You  can  say  none  of  this :  Well,  grant  it  then. 
And  tell  me,  in  the  modesty  of  honour. 
Why  you  have  given  me  such  clear  lights  of  favour ; 
Bade  me  come  smiling,  and  cross-garterM  to  you. 
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To  put  on  yellow  stockings^  andb  tojfrown 
Upon  sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  peoples 
And,  acting  tl^  in  an  obedient  bope> 
Whji  have  you  aufferU  me  to  hepimpriaon'd. 
Kept  in  a  dark  house,  visited  by  the  priest. 
And  made  the  moat  natorbus.geck^"  and  giill> 
That  e'er  invention  play'd  on  ?  tell  me  why. 

OH.  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  notmy  writing. 
Though)^  lomfess^  amdi.tike.tha  elutractes : 
But,  out  of  cpiestioiv  'tis.  Mm^BimA. 
And  now  I  do  fa^hi^k  me^.  it^was  shft 
First  told  me,    thou  wast  mad  5    tbeiD  cam'st  in 

smiling^ 
And  in  such  forms  which  here:were  presupposed 
Upon  thee  in  the  ktter.^    iV-ytheCi  he  conteint : 
This  practice  hath  most  shrewdly  passed  upcHi  thee  r 
But,  when  we  know  the  grouods  and  authons  of  it. 
Thou  shall  be  both  tbe  plaintiff  and  the  Judge 
Of  thine  own  cause. 

Fad.  Geood  madam,  hear  me  speak ; 

And  let  no  quarrel,  nor  no  brawl  to  come. 
Taint  the  condition  of  thia  present  hour. 
Which  I  have  wonder'd  at.     In  hope  it  shall  not. 
Most  freely  I  confess,  myself,  and  Toby, 
Set  this  device  against  Malvolio  here. 
Upon  some  stubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceived  against  him  :  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  sir  Toby's  great  importance  ;^ 
In  recompense  whereof,  he  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  sportful  malice  it  was  followed. 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  revenge ; 
If  that  the  injuries  be  justly  weigh'd. 
That  have  on  both  sides  past. 

Oil.  Alas,  poor  fool !    how    have   they  baffled 
thee! 

« geek,"]  A  fool. 

«  —  at  sir  Toby*9  great  in^KHtance  5]  importmacf. 
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Clo.  Why,  swte  (xre  born  greaty  some  achieve 
greatness^  and  some  have  greatness  thrown  upon 
them.  I  \«as  one,  sir,  in  this  interlude ;  one  sir 
Topas,  sir ;  but  that's  aJl  one : — By  the  Lord,  fooly 
lam  not  mad; — But  do  you  remember?  Madam, 
why  laugh  you  at  such  a  barren  rascal?  an  you 
smile  not,  he's  gagged:  And  thus  the  whirligig  of 
time  brings  in  his  revenges. 

Mai.  FlI  be  revenged  on  the  whole  pack  of  you. 

[Exit. 

OH.  He  hath  been  most  notoriously  abusM. 

Duke.,  Pursue  him,  and  fentreat  him  to  a  peace : — 
Ife  hath  not  told  us  o£  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known  and  goldea  time  convents,* 
A  solemn  combination  shall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  souls — Mean  time,  sweet  sister. 
We  will  not  part  from  hence.: — Cesario,  come ; 
For  so  you  shall  be,  while  you  are  a  man  i 
But,  when  in  other  habits  you  are  seen, 
Orsino's  mistress,  and  his  fancy's  queen.     [Exeunt. 

SONG. 

Clo.   ffli^en  that  I  ivas  and  a  little  tiny  boy, 
PPith  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 
ji  foolish  thing  was  but  a  toy. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came  to  marHs  estate, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  tvind  and  the  rain, 

^Gainst  knave  and  thief  men  shut  their  gate. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

But  when  I  came,  alas  I  to  wive, 

TVith  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

By  stvaggering  could  I  never  thrive. 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 

V  — -  convents, "]  i.  e.  shall  serve,  agree,  be  convenient. 
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But  when  I  came  unto  my  bed. 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

With  tosS'pots  still  had  drunken  head, 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every,  day. 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain, 

But  that^s  all  one,  our  play  is  done, 
And  we'' II  strii^e  to  please  you  every  day. 

[Exit. 

This  play  is  in  the  graver  part  elegant  and  easy^  and  in  some 
of  the  lighter  scenes  exquisitely  humorous.  Ague-cheek  is 
drawn  with  great  propriety^  but  his  character  b>  in  a  great  mea- 
8ure>  that  of  natural  hXmtf,  and  is  tha:efore  not  the  proper  prey 
of  a  satirist.  The  soliloquy  of  Mahrolio  is  truly  comic  >  he  is  be- 
trayed to  ridicule  merely  by  his  pride.  The  marriage  of  OMvia, 
and  the  succeeding  perplexity^  though  well  enough  contrived  to 
divert  on  the  stage^  wants  credibility,  and  fails  to  produce  the 
proper  instruction  required  in  the  drama>  as  it  exhibits  no  just  pic- 
ture of  life.    JoHNSoy. 
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Q)a^i;j^//iou  ^  ? 

iMilifhH  by  J'.  teC\  Hiving  to  nJsOftdpn.JHiin  4S.  1803. 
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*  Measure  for  Measure.]  The  story  is  taken  fiom 
Cinthio's  Naoek,  Decad.  8,  Novel  5.    Pope. 

We  are  sent  to  Cinthio  for  the  plot  of  Measure  for  Measure, 
and  Shakspeare's  judgment  hath  been  attacked  for  some  devia- 
tuMis  from  him  in  the  conduct  cf  it,  when  probably  all  he  knew 
of  the  matter  was  fipom  Madam  Isabella,  in  The  Ueptatneron  of 
Whetstone,  Lond.  4to.  1582.^She  reports,  in  the  iourth  dayes 
Exercise,  the  race  Historie  of  Promos  and  Cassandra.  A  mar« 
ginal  note  informs  us,  that  Whetstone  was  the  author  of  the  Comt* 
die  on  that  subject;  which  likewise  had  probably  Men  into  the 
hands  of  Shak^ieare.    Farmer. 

There  is  perhaps  not  one  of  Shakspeare's  plays  more  darkened 
than  thb  by  the  peculiarities  of  its  author,  and  the  unskilfulness 
of  its  editors,  by  (^tortious  of  phrase,  or  negligence  of  transcrip- 
tion.   Johnson: 

Dr.  Johnson's  remark  is  so  just  Tespecting  the  corruptions  of 
(his  i^y,  that  I  shall  not  attempt  much  reformation  in  its  metre, 
which  is  too  often  rough,  redundant,  and  irregular.  Additicms 
and  omissions  (however  triifiing)  cannot  be  made  \nthout  con- 
stant notice  of  them ;  and  such  notices,  in  the  present  instance, 
would  so  frequenUy  occur,  as  to  become  equally  tiresome  to  the 
commentator  and  the  reader. 

Shakspeare  took  the  fable  of  this  play  from  the  Promos  and 
Cassandra  of  George  Whejtstone,  published  in  157&. 

A  hint,  like  a  seed,  is  more  or  less  prolific,  according  to  the 
qualities  of  the  soil  on  which  it  is  thrown.  This  story,  which 
in  the  hands  of  Whetstone  produced  littie  more  than  buren  insi- 
pidity, under  the  culture  of  Shakspeare  became  fertile  of  enter- 
tainment. The  curious  reader  will  find  that  the  old  play  of  Fro- 
mos  and  Cassandra  exhibits  an  almost  complete  embryo  oi  Measure 
for  Measure  5  yet  the  hints  on  which  it  is  formed  are  so  slight, 
that  it  is  nearly  as  impossible  to  detect  them,  as  it  is  to  point  out 
\fi  the  acom  the  fiiture  ramifications  of  the  oak. 

Measure  for   Measure  was,   I    believe,     written   in    l603. 

Mai«on£, 
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Vicentio,  duke  of  Vienna. 

Angelo,  lord  deputy  in  the  duke*s  absence. 

Escalus^  an  ancient  lord,  joined  with  Angelo  in  the 

deputation. 
Claudio,  a  young  gentleman. 
Lucio,  a  fantastich. 
Two  other  like  gentlemen. 
Varrius,*  a  gentleman,  servant  to  the  duie. 
Provost. 

Thomas,     7  ^      ^  . 
Peter,         }  i«>ofnars. 

A  Justice. 

Elbow,  a  simple  constable. 
Froth,  a  foolish  gentleman. 
Clown,  servant  to  Mrs.  Over-done. 
Abhorson,  an  executioner. 
Barnardine,  a  dissolute  prisoner. 

Isabella,  sister  to  C^audio* 
Mariana,  betrothed  to  Angelo. 
Juliet,  beloved  by  Claudio. 
Francisca,  a.  nun. 
Mistress  Over-done,  a  bawd. 

Lords,    Gentlemen,    Guards,    Officers,   and  other 
Attendants. 

SCENE,  Vienna. 


•  Varrius  might  be  omitted,  for  he  is  only  once  spoken  io, 
and  says  nothing.    Jo  h  n  so  n  • 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  An  Apartment  in  the  Duke*s  Palace*, 

Enter  Duke^  Escalus,  Lords^  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Escalus,— 

Escal.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold. 
Would  seem  in  me  to  affect  speech  and  discourse ; 
Since  I  am  put  to  know/  that  your  own  science. 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lists^  of  all  advice 
My  strength  can  give  you  i  Then  no  more  remains 
But  that  to  your  sufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  able. 
And  let  them  work.®    The  nature  of  our  people. 
Our  city's  institutions,  and  the  terms 
For  common  justice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in. 
As  art  and  practice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember:  There  is  our  commission, 

'  Since  L  am  put  to  ibtou;>]  may  mean,  I  am  compelled  to 
acknowledge. 

* lists — ^]  Bounds,  limits. 

' Then  no  more  remains 

But  that  to  j^our  sufficiency,  as  your  worth  is  aible, 
And  let  them  work  J]  Something  is  wanting  in  this  passage, 
which  the  commentators  have  not  been  able  to  supply.  Ti^ 
meaning  may  be,  your  skill  in  gooemment  is,  in  ability  to  serve  me, 
equal  to  the  integrity  of  your  heart,  and  let  them  co-operate  in 
your  future  ministry, 

VOL.   II.  K     * 
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From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp. — Call 

hither, 
I  say,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. — 

l^Exit  an  Attendant. 
What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  wjll  bear  ? 
For  you  must  know,  we  have  with  special  soul 
Elected  him*  our  absence  to  supply; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  drest  him  with  our  love ; 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power:  What  think  you  of  it? 

EscaL  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  sudi  ample  grace  and  honour. 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enter  Angblo. 
Duke.  Look,  where  he  comes* 

j4ng.  Always  obedient  to  your  gracie's  will, 
I  comp  to  l^npw  your  pleaijiure. 

Duhs.  ,  Angelo, 

Thereis  a  kind  of  character  in  thy  life. 
That,  to  the  observer,,  doth  thy  history 
Foully  unfold;  Thyself  and  thy  oelongings* 
Are  not  thin^  own  so  proper,^  as  to  waste 
Thyself  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  uis,  as  we  with  torches  do; 
Not  light  them  for  themselves:  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.     Spirits  are  not  finely 

touch'd. 
But  to  fine  issues  *J  nor  nature  never  jends 
The  smallest  scruple  of  her  excellence, 

4 'o^th  special  soul 

Elected  him;^    By  these  words  the  poet  perhaps  means  that 
he  was  the  immediate  choice  of  his  heart. 

*  —  thif  belongings — "]  i.  e.  endowments. 

•  Are  not  thine  awn  so  proper,']  i.  e.  are  not  so  much  thy  own 
property.     Steevens. 

I  —  to^ne  issves ;]  To  great  consequences. 
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But,  Uke,  a  thrifty  goddess,  she  determiws 

Herself  the  glory  of  a-creditor^ 

Both  thanks  and  use, ;  But  I  do  bend  my  speech 

To  one  that  can, my  part  in  him  advertise  ;* 

Hold  therefore^  Aiigeb;     ,     . 

In  our  remove,  be  thott  at  fidl  ourself : 

Mortality  jaml  mercy  in  Vienna 

live  in . thy  tongue  and, heart:  Old  EScalus, 

Though  fir^t  in  question,^  is  tl^  secondary : 

Take  thy  commission. 

.   ^g.  Now,  good  my  lord, 

Letitfeje  be  some  mcwre  test  made  of  my  metal. 

Before  so  noble  and  so  great  a  figure 

Be  stamp'd  upon  it. 

Duhd ,  ,     :  No  more  evasions 

We  have  with  aleaven'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to^you;  therefore  take  honours. 
Our  haste  from  hence  is  of  so  quick  condition^ 
That  it  prefers  itself,  and  leaves  unquestion'd 
Matters  of  needful  value.     We  shall  write  to  you, 
A3  time^nd  our  concerniiigs  shall  impdrtune. 
How  it  goes  with  us;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.     So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commissions. 

^ng.  Yet,  give  leave,  my  lord. 

That  we  may  bring  you  something  on  the  way. 

Duke.  My  haste  may  not  admit  it; 
Norneed/you,  on  mine  honour,  have  to  do 
With  any  scruple:  your  scope  is  a^  mine  own; 
So  to  enforce,  or  qualify  the  laws, 

^  I  do  bend  my  speech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  adv6rtisei\  This  is  obscure.     I 
believe   the  meaning  is — I  am  talking  to  one  who  is  himself 
already-  sufficiently  conversant  with  the  nature  and  duties  of  my 
office.    Malone. 

* Jint  in  question,']  Th2it  is,  £rst  <Jalled  fer  j  first  appoitited. 

K  2 
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As  to  your  soul  seems  good.    Give  me  your  hand  j 
I'll  privily  away :  I  love  the  people. 
But  do  not  like  to  stage  me  to  their  eyes: 
Though  it  do  well,  I  do  not  relish  well 
Their  loud  applause,  and  aves  vehement; 
Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  safe  discretion. 
That  does  affect  it.     Once  more,  fare  you  well. 

j4ng.  The  heavens  give  safety  to  your  purposes ! 

Escal.  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  happi- 
ness. 

Duke.  I  thank  you:  Fare  you  well.  [ExiU 

Escal.  I  shall  desire  you,  sir,  to  give  me  leave 
To  have  free  speech  with  you ;  and  it  concerns  me 
To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place : 
A  power  I  have;  but  of  what  strength  and  nature 
I  am  not  yet  instructed. 

j4ng.  'Tis  so  with  me : — ^Let  us  withdraw  toge- 
ther. 
And  we  may  soon  our  satisfaction  have 
Touching  that  point. 

Escal.        ,  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour. 

[^ExeunL 

SCENE  IL 

j4  Street. 

Enter  Lucio  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Lucio.  If  the  duke,  with  the  other  dukes,  come 
not  to  composition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  why, 
then  all  the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

1  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the 
king  of  Hungary's ! 

2  Gent.  Amen. 

Lncio.  Thou  concludest  like  the  sanctimonious 
pirate,  that  went  to  sea  with  the  ten  commandments, 
l^ut  scraped  one  out  of  the  table. 
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^  Gent.  Thou  shalt  not  steal? 

Lucio.  Ay,  that  he  razed. 

1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  cgmnlandment  to  com- 
mand the  captain  and  all  the  rest  from  their  func- 
tions ;  they  put  forth  to  steal :  There's  not  a  sol- 
dier of  us  all,  that,  in  the  thanksgiving  before 
meat,  doth  relish  the. petition  well  that  prays  for 
peace. 

Qi  Gent,  I  never  heard  any  soldier  dislike  it. 

Lucio.  I  believe  thee;  for,  I  think,  thou  never 
lyast  where  grace  w^s  said, 

(J  Gent.  No  ?  a  dozen  times  at  least. 

1  Gent.  What?  in  metre? 

Lucio.  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  language. 

1  Gent.  I  think,,  or  in  any  religion. 

J^upio.  ^\y !  why  not  ?  Grace  is  grace,  despite  of 
all  controversy:  As  for  example ;  Thou  thyself  art  a 
wjicjeed  villain,  despite  of  all  grace. 

1  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  sheer3 
between  us." 

Lucio.  I  grant;  as  there  may  between  the  lists 
^nd  the  velvet:  Hiou  art  the  list. 

1  Gent.  And  thou  the  velvet;  thou  art  good  vel- 
vet;  thou  art  a  three-pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee:  I 
had  as  lief  be  a  list  of  an  English  kersey,  as  be 
pird,  as  thou  art  pil'd,  for  a  French  velvet.  Do  I 
speak  feelingly  now  ? 

Lucio.  I  think  thou  dost;  and,  indeed,  with  most 
painful  feeling  of  thy  speech :  I  will,  out  of  thine 
own  confession,  learn  to  begin  thy  health ;  but, 
whilst  I  live,  forget  to  drink  after  thee. 

1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myself  wrong; 
have  I  not  ? 

2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  ha^t;  whether  thou  art 
tainted,  or  free. 

*  —  there  went  but  a  pair  of  sheers  between  vs.]  We  are  both 
pf  the  same  piec^. 
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Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  ^here  madam  Mitigation 
comes !  I  have  purchased  as  many  diseases  under  her 
roof,  as  come  to-^ 

2  Gent.  To  what,  I  pray? 

1  Gent.  Judge. 

2  Gent.  To  three  thousand  dollars  a-year. 
1  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

Lucio.  A  French  crown  more. 

1  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  diseases  in  me: 
but  thou  art  full  of  error;  I  am  sound. 

Lucio.  Nay,  not  as  one  wouM  say,  healthy;  but 
so  sound,  as  things  that  are  hollow :  thy  bones  are 
hollow;  impiety  has  made  a  feast  of  thee. 

Enter  Bawd. 

1  Gent.  How  now?  Which  of  your  hips  has  the 
most  profound  sciatica? 

Bawd.  Well,  well;  there's  one  vOnder  arrested, 
and  carried  to  prison,  was  worth  nve  thousand  of 
you  all. 

1  Gent.  Who's  th^t,  I  pray  thee? 

Bawd.  Marry,  sir,  that's  Claudio,  signior  Claudio. 

1  Gent.  Claudio  to  prison !  'tis  not  so. 

Bawd.  Nay,  but  I  know,  'tis  so :  I  saw  him  ar- 
rested; saw  hiip  carried  away;  and,  which  is  more, 
within  these  three  days  his  head's  to  be  chopped  off. 

Lucio.  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not 
have  it  so:  Art  thou  sure  of  this? 

Bawd.  I  am  too  sure  of  it :  and  it  is  for  getting 
madam  Julietta  with  child. 

Lucio.  Believe  me,  this  may  be :  he  promised  to 
meet  me  two  hours  since;  and  he  was  ever  precise  in 
promise-keeping. 

2  Gent.  Besides,  you  know,  it  draws  something 
near  to  the  speech  we  had  to  such  a  purpose. 

1  Gent.  But  most  of  all,  agreeing  with  the  pro- 
clamation. 
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Lucio.  Away;  let'$  go  learn  the  truth  of  it. 

[Ed^etmt  Luqio  an4  Gieptlepien. 

Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the 
sweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  po- 
verty, I  am  custom-shrunk.  How  now  ?  whafs  the 
news  with  you  ? 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  Yonder  man  is  carried  to  prison. 

Bawd.  Well;  what  has  he  done ? 

Clo.  A  woman. 

Bawd.  But  what*s  his  offence? 

Clo.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

Bawd.  What,  is  there  a  maid  wkh  child  by  him  } 

Clo.  No;  but  th^r^^s  a  woman  with  maid  by  him: 
You  have  not  heafd.of  the  proclamation,  have  you  ? 

Bawd.  What  procbunation,  man? 

Clo.  All  houses  in  the  suburbs  of  Vienna  must  be 
plucked  down. 

Bawd.  And  what  shall  become  of  those  in  the 
city? 

Clo.  They  shall  stand  for  seed:  they  had  gone 
down  too,  but  that  a  wise  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

Bawd.  But  shall  fell  our  houses  of  resort  in  the 
suburbs  be  pulPd  down? 

Clo.  To  the  ground,  mistress. 
Bawd.  Why,    here*s  a  change,    indeed,  in  the 
commonwealth!  Whfct  shall  become  of  me? 

Clo.  Confie;  fear  not  you :  good  counsellors  lack 
no  clients :  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need 
not  change  your  ttsAii  I'll  b^.  yo^r  tapster  still. 
Coiira^;  there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you:  you  that 
have  worn  your  eyes  almost  out  in  the  service,  you 
will  be  considered. 

Bawd.  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapster? 
Let's  withdraw. 
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Clo.  Here  comes  signior  Claudio^   led  by  the 
provost  to  prison:  and  there's  madam  Juliet. 

[Exeuvi. 


SCENE  III. 

The  same. 

Enter  Provost,   Claudio,   Juliet,   c^nd  Officers; 
Lucio,  and  two  Grentlemen. 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  dost  thou  show  me  thus  to 
the  world? 
Bear  me  to  prison,  where  I  am  committed. 

Prm).  I  do  it  not  in  evil  disposition. 
But  from  lord  Angelo  by  special  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi-god.  Authority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  ofFence  by  weight. — 
The  words  of  heaven;— on  whom  it  will,  it  will; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  so;  yet  still 'tis  just. 

Lucio.  Why,  how  now,  Claudio?  whence  comes 
this  restraint  ? 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,   my  Lucio,  li- 
berty: 
As  surfeit  is  the  father  of  much  fast. 
So  every  scope  by  the  immoderate  use. 
Turns  to  restraint:  Our  natures  do  pursue, 
(Like  rats  that  ravin^  down  their  proper  bane,) 
A  thirsty  evil ;  and  when  we  drint,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  speak  so  wisely  under  an  arrest, 
I  would  send  for  certain  of  my  creditors:  And  yet, 
to  say  the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of 
freedom,  as  the  morality  of  imprisonment. — ^What's 
thy  ofFence,  Claudio  ? 


*  (lake  rats  that  ravin  — ^]   To  rcpoin  was  fonneriy  used  for 
eagerly  or  voraciously  devouring  any  thing. 
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Claud.  What,    but  to  speak  of  would   ofEbnd 
again. 

Lucio.  What  is  it?  murder? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery? 

Claud.  Call  it  so. 

Prov.  Away,  sir;  you  must  go. 

Claud.  One  word,  good  friend:-— Lucio,  a  word 
with  you.  [Takes  him  aside. 

Lucio.  A  hundred,  if  they*!!  do  you  any  good.^ — 
Is  lechery  so  looked  after? 

Claud.  Thus  stands  it  with  me: — ^Upon  a  true 
contract, 
I  got  possession  of  Julietta's  bed; 
You  know  the  !ady ;  she  is  fast  my  wife. 
Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack 
Of  outward  order:  this  we  came  not  to, 
On!y  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends;® 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love. 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances. 
The  stealth  of  our  most  mutual  entertainment. 
With  character  too  gross,  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lucio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  so. 
And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpse  of  newness  ;* 

*  — » this  -we  came  not  tOf 

Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 

Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends  i]  I  suppose  the  speaker 
loeans—- for  the  sake  of  getting  such  a  dow^  as  her  friends  might 
hereafter  bestow  on  her^  when  time  had  reconciled  them  to  her 
clandestine  marriage.     Steevens. 

*  — —  the  fault  and  glimpse  of  newness;"]  The  fault  and  glimpse 
is  the  same  as  thefavlty  glimpse.  And  the  meaning  seems  to  be — 
Whether  it  he  the  feult  of  newness,  a  fault  arising  frmn4he  mind 
being  dazzled  by  a  novel  authority,  of  which  the  new  governor  has 
yet  had  only  a  glimpse, — has  yet  taken  only  a  hasty  survey;  or 
whether,  &c.  Shakspeare  has  many  similar  expressions.  .Malome. 
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Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be  .        .^ 

A  horse  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride. 

Who,  newly  in  the  seat,  that  it  n»ay  know. 

He  can  command,  lets  it  straight  feel  the  spur : 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place. 

Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 

I  stagger  in : — But  this  new  governor 

Awakes  ifte  all  the  enrolled  penalties, 

Which  have,  like  unscour'd  armour,  hung  by  the 

wall 
So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round. 
And  none  of  them  been  worn  ;  and,  for  a  name, 
Now  puts  the  drowsy  and  neglected  act 
Freshly  on  me : — 'tis  surely,  for  a  name. 

Lucio.  I  warrant,  it  is :  and  thy  head  stands  so 
tickle^  on  thy  shoulders,  that  a  milk-maid,  if  she 
be  in  love,  -may  sigh  it  off.  Send  after  the  duke, 
and  appeal  to  him. 

Claud.  I  have  done  so,  but  he's  not  to  be  found. 
1  pr'ythee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  service : 
This  day  my  sister  should  the  cloister  ^nter. 
And  there  receive  her  approbation  :^ 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  state ; 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  she  make  friends 
To  the  strict  deputy ;  bid  herself  assay  him ; 
\  have  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 
There  is  a  prone  and  speechless  dialect,^ 
Such  as  moves  men  ;  beside,  she  hath  prosperous  art 
When  she  will  play  with  reason  and  discourse. 
And  well  she  can  persuade. 

Lucio.  I  pray,  she  may :  as  well  for  the  encou- 
ragement of  the  like,  which  else  would  stand  under 
grievous  imposition  ;  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy 

i io  tickle — ']  i.  c.  tickHsh« 

«  _-^  her  approbadoQ :]  i.  e.  enter  on  hsx  frobation. 
f  — —  prone^  ami  speecMess  diafecti]  Prane^  peiiu^^  may  stand 
£oT  humble,  as  a  prone poetwr  is  a  posture  qf  suppUcaiion. 
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l^fe,  who  Iwbuld  .beisoriy  diould  be  thus  foolishly 
lost  at  a  game  of  tick-tack,     FU  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  good  friend  Ludo. 

JLucio.  Within  two  hoursy     ■■■ 

Claud.  Come,  officer^  away.  ^Exeu/nL 


SCENE  IV. 
y^  Monastery* 

BrUer  DuKs  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No;     holy     father;    throw    away    that 
thought ; 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart®  of  love 
Can  pierce  a  complete  bosom :  why  I  desire  thee 
To  give  me  secret  harbour,  hath  a  purpose 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

Fri.  May  your  grace  speak  of  it  ? 

Duke.  My  holy  sir,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lov'd  the  life  remov'd;^ 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  assemblies. 
Where  youth!,  and  cost,  and  witless  bravery^  keeps.' 
I  have  delivered  to  lord  Angelo 
(A  man  of  stricture,  and  finn  abstinence,) 
My  absolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  supposes  me  travelled  to  Poland ; 
For  so  I  have  strew'd  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  so  it  is  received  :  Now,  pious  sir. 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

•  Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart,']  A  dribber,  in  archery, 
"was  a  tenn  of  contempt. 

• the  Ufe  remov'd;]  i.  e.  a  life  of  retirement. 

'  —  witless  bravery  — "]  Bravery,  or  showy  dress. 

*  —  keeps."]  i.  e.  dwells^  resides. 
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Duke.  We  have  strict  statutes,  and  most  biting 
laws, 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-strong  steeds,) 
Which  for  these  fourteen  years  we  have  let  sleep ; 
Even  like  an  o'er-grown  lion  in  a  cave. 
That  goes  not  out  to  prey :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 
Having  bound  up  the  threatening  twigs  of  birch. 
Only  to  stick  it  in  their  children's  sight. 
For  terror,  not  to  use ;  in  time  the  rod 
3eQomes  more  mock'd,  than  fear*d:    so  our   de* 

crees. 
Dead  to  infliction,  to  themselves  are  dead ; 
And  liberty  plucks  justice  by  the  nose ; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurse,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorupi. 

Fri.  It  rested  in  yoiir  grace 

To  unloose  this  tiedr  up  justice,  when  you  pleas'd: 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  seem'd. 
Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke.  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful : 

3ith^  twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  scope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  strike,  and  gall  them 
For  what  I  bid  them  do  :  For  we  bid  this  be  doi[ie, 
When  evil  deeds  have  their  permissive  pass. 
And  not  the  punishment.    Therefore,  indeed,  my 

father, 
I  have  on  A^^g^lo  imposed  the  office  ; 
Who  may,  in  the  ambu^  of  my  name,  strike  home, 
And  yet  my  nature  never  in  the  sight. 
To  do  it  slander :  And  to  behold  his  sway, 
I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order. 
Visit  both  prince  and  people ;  therefore,  I  pr'ythcc, 
Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  instruct  me 
How  I  may  formally  in  person  bear  me 
Like  a  true  friar.     More  reasons  for  this  action,     - 

'  Sith  — 1  i.  e.  since. 
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At  our  more  leisure  shall  I  render  you ; 

Only,  this  one :— Lord  Angelo  is  precise  ; 

Stands  at  a  guard*  with  envy ;  scarce  confesses 

That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 

Is  more  to  bread  than  stone :  Hence  shall  we  see. 

If  power  change  purpose,  what  our  seemers  be. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

^  Nunnery. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Francisca. 

Isab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  further  privileges  ? 

Fran.  Are  not  these  large  enough  ? 

Isab.  Yes,  truly  :  I  speak  not  as  desiring  more  ; 
But  rather  wishing  a  more  strict  restraint 
Upon  the  sister-hood,  the  votarists  of  saint  Clare. 

Lucio.  Ho!  Peace  be  in  this  place !  [JVithin. 

Isab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Fran.  It  is  a  man's  voice  :  Grentle  Isabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  business  of  him  ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unsworn : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  must  not  speak  with 

men. 
But  in  the  presence  of  the  prioress : 
Then,  if  you  speak,  you  must  not  show  your  face  ; 
Or,  if  you  show  your  face,  you  must  not  speak. 
He  calls  again;  I  pray  you,  answer  him. 

[Exit  Fkancisca, 

Isab.  Peace  and  prosperity  !  Who  is't  that  calls  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be;  as  those  cheek- 
,    _  roses 

*  Stands  at  a  guard  ^^1  Stands  oia  his  drfence. 
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ProclaTm  you  are  no  less-J  :Cto  yo\;i  ^  jstwd  me. 
As  bring  me  to  the  sight  of  Ipab^lla,:    ,, 
A  novice  of  this  place^  and  tiiefair  lister 
To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ?      . . 

Isfxh.  Why  her  urrfiappy  brother:  ?;  Jtet  me  ^k ; 
The  rathor,  for  I  now  must  make  you  kndw 
I  am  that  Isabella,  and  his  sister. 

Lucio,  Gentle    and   fair,   your    brother    kindly 
greets  you: 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prison. 

Isab.  Woe  me  !  For  what  ? 

Lucio.  For  that,  which,  if  myself  might  be  his 
judge. 
He  should  receive  his  punishment  in  thanks  : 
He  hatht  got  his  friend  with  child* 

Isab.  Sir,  make  me  not  your  story.* 
"  Lucio.  It  is  true. 

I  would  not— though  *tis  my  familiar  sin 
With  maids  to  seem  the  lapwing,*  and  to  jest. 
Tongue  far  from  heart, — play  with  all  virgins  so  : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  ensky'd,  and  sainted  '^ 
By  your  renouncement,  an  immortal  spirit ; 
And  to  be  talk'd  with  in  sincerity. 
As  with  a  saint. 

Isab.  You  do  blaspheme  the  good,  in  mocking 
me. 

Lucio.  Do  not  believe  it.     Fewness  and  truth, 
'tis  thus : 

*  —  make. me  noti/otfr  story.']  Perhaps,  Do  not difvert  povrseff' 
mcith  w€y  as  ijou  xcfudd  with  a  story;  but  Mr.  Ma  lone  thinks  we 
i)Ught  to  read, — Sir,  mock  npe  not : — your  story. 
•  ^  '■-^^tis  my  familidr  sin  ;  ' 

With  maids  to  seem  the  lapwing,]  The  modem  editors  have  not 
taken  in  the  whole  similitude  hete:  they  have  taken  notice  of  the 
lightness  of  a  spark's  behaviour  to  his  mistre^,  and  compared  it  to 
the  loftbing's  havering  and  fluttering  as  it  flies.  But  the  chief,  of 
which  no  notice  is  taken,  is, — ''  —  and  toje^t"  [See  Ray'i 
Froverbs,']  "  The  lapwing  dries,  tonguis  far  fouu  heart  /' 
i.  e.  most  farthest  from  the  nest. 
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Your  brother.and  his  lover-have, embraey : 
As  those  that  feed  grow  full ; .  *3  blossoming  tim^ 
That  fronr  the  see&esd  tjbe  bare  fallow  brings 
To  teeming  fpison  ;^  even  so  her  plenteous  womb 
Expresseth  his  full  tilth  ^  and  husbandry. 

Isab.  Some  one  with  child  by  him  ? — ^My  cousin 
JuUeti 

Lucio.  Is  she  your  cousin  ? 

Isub.  Adoptedly ;  as  school-maids  change  their 
nameSy 
By  vain  though  apt  affection, , 

Lucio.  She  it  is» 

Isab.  O,  let  him  marry  her  ! 

Lucio.  This  is  the  point. 

The  duke  is  very  strangely  gone  from  hence ; 
Bore  many  gentle^nen^  myself  being  one. 
In  hand,  and  hope  of  action  :^  but  we  do  leam 
By  those  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  state. 
His  givinga  out  were  of  an  infinite  distance 
*  From  his  tme-meant  design.     Upon  his  place, 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority. 
Governs  lord  Angelo ;  a  man,  whose  blood 
Is  very  snow-broth ;  one  who  never  feels 
The  wanton  stings  and  motions  of  the  sense ; 
But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
With  profits  of  the  mind,  study  and  fast. 
He  (to  give  fear  to  ttseVand  liberty. 
Which  have,  for  lon^,  run  by  the  liideouslaw. 
As  mice  by  lions,)  hath  picked  out  an  act, 

'  To  teeming  foisotiy'\  Fakon'isjflenty, 

•  mh.}  im  hi  tillage. 

•  Bore  many  gentlemen. 

In  hand,  arid  hope  of  action:']  To  beqr  in  hand  is  a  common 
phrase  for  to  keep  in  expectation  and  dependance;  but  we  should 
read  : 

— —  with  hope  of  aetiom,    Johnsot*". 

> to  groe  fear   to  use  — ]  To   intimidate  use,    that   is, 

practices  long  countenanced  by  custom. 
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Under  whose  heavy  sense  your  brother's  life 
FaUs  into  forfeit :  he  arrests  him  on  it ; 
And  follows  close  the  rigour  of  the  statute. 
To  make  him  an  example:  all  hope  is  gone. 
Unless  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  soften  Angelos  ^d  that's  my  pith 
Of  business  'twixt  you  and  your  poor  brother. 

Isab.  Doth  he  so  seek  his  life? 

Lucio^  Has  censur'd  him* 

Already;  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provost  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Isab.  Alas!  what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lucioi  Assay  the  power  you  have. 

Isab.  My  power!  Alas!  I  doubt, — 

Lucio.  '  Our  doubts  are  traitors. 

And  make  us  lose  the  good  we  oft  might  win, 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Gk)  to  lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  sue, 
Men  give  like  gods;    but  when  they  weep  and 

kneel. 
All  their  petitions  are  as  freely  theirs 
As  they  themselves  would  owe^  them. 

Isab.  I'll  see  what  I  can  do. 

Lucio.  But,  Bpeedily. 

Isab.  I  will  about  it  straight; 
No  longer  staying  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  my  affair.     I  humbly  thank  you: 
Commend  me  to  my  brother:  soon  at  night 
I'll  send  him  certain  word  of  my  success. 

Lucio.  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Isab.  Good  sir,  adieu. 

[Exeunt. 

*  Has  censured  him  — ]  i.  e.  sentenced  him. 

3  «.-«» xw>tt/rf  owe— ]  To  owe,  inthisplace^  istohave^ 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  L     A  Ball  in  Angelo's  I^ouse. 

Enter  ANGELOi    Escalus^    a   Justice^    Provost/ 
Offieer$>  and  ether  Attendants. 

Ang.  We  must  not  make  a  scare-crow  of  the  law. 
Setting  it  up  to  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  shape,  till  custom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror, 

EscaL  Ay,  but  yet 

Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little. 
Than  fall,  and  Imiise  to  death:  Alas !  this  gentlemaUj 
Whom  I  would  save,  had  a  most  noble  father. 
Let  but  your  honour  know, 
(Whom  I  believe  to  be  most  strait  in  virtue,) 
That,  in  the  working  of  your  6wn  affections. 
Had  tkne  cohered  with  place,  or  place  with  wishing. 
Or  that  the  resolute  actii^  of  your  bk)od 
Could  have  attained  the  effect  of  your  own  purpose, 
Whether  you  had  not  sometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  censure  him. 
And  pull*d  the  law  upon  you, 

Ang.  'Tis  one  thing  to  be  tempted,  Escalus, 
Another  thing  td  M .     I  not  deny. 
The  jury,  passing  on  the  prisoner's  life. 
May,  in  the  sworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 
Guiltier  thail  him  they  try :  What's  open  miade  to 

justice. 
That  justice  seizes.     What  know  the  laws, 

^^ Provost,']    The  Provost  here,  is  noi  2i  mUfaenf  cfficer,  btfta 
told  of  sheriff  or  gaoler. 


VOL.   II. 
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That  thieves  do  pass  on  thieves  ?*  TTis  very  preg- 
nant,* 
The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  stoop  and  take  it. 
Because  we  see  it ;  but  what  we  do  not  see. 
We  tread  upon,  and  never  thin^L  of  it. 
You  may  not  so  extenuate  his  offence. 
For  I  have  had  such  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me. 
When  I,  that  censure  him,  do  so  offend, 
Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death, 
And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  must  die. 

EscaL  Be  it  as  your  wisdom  will. 

Ang.  Where  is  the  provost  ? 

Prov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Ang.  See  that  Claudio 

Be  executed  by  nihe  to-iporrow  morning  : 
Bring  him  his  confessor,  let  him  be  prepared  ;    ; 
For  thiat^s  the  utmost  of  his  pilgrimage. 

[Exit  Provost 

EscaL  Well,  heaven  forgive  him !  and  forgive 
us  all ! 
Some  rise  by  sin,  and  some  by  virtue  fall :  .     . 
Some  run  from'brakes  of  vice,'  and  answer  none; 
And  some  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

Enter  Elbow,  Froth,  Clown,  Officers,  6fc. 

Elb.  Come,  bring  them  away  :  if  these  be  good 
people  in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  use 
their  abuses  in  common  houses,  I  know  no  law; 
bring  them  awa}^ 

^  That  thieves  dp  pass  on  thieves?']    pass  or  decide. 

*  *Tis  very  pregnant,']  Tis  plain  that  we  must  act  with  bad  as 
with  good;  we  punish  the  &ults^  as  we  take  the  advantages  that 
lie  in  our  way,  and^what  we  do  not  see  we  cannot  note. 

7 brakes  of  vice,  — ]  The  commentators  have  riot  de- 
cided the  meaning  of  this  word.  By  Brakes  of  viae  may  be  meant 
^  collection,  a  thicket  of  vices.  Brake  was  also  the  name  of  an 
engine  ot  torture. 
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Ang.  How  now,  sir !  What's  your  name  ?  and 
what's  the  matter  ? 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor 
duke's  constable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow;  I  do 
lean  upon  justice,  sir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before 
your  good  honour  two  notorious  benefactors. 

Ang.  Benefactors  ?  Well ;  what  benefactors  are 
they  ?  are  they  not  malefactors  ? 

Elb.  If  it  please  your  honour,  I  know  not  well 
what  they  are  :  but  precise  villains  they  are,  that  I 
am  sure  of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the 
world,  that  good  christians  ought  to  have. 

EscaL  This  comes  off  well ;  here's  a  wise  officer. 
.  Ang.  Go  to :  What  quality  are  they  of  ?  Elbow 
is  your  name  ?  Why  dost  thou  not  speak.  Elbow  ? 

Clo.  He  cannot,  sir ;  he's  out  at  elbow. 

Ang.  What  are  you,  sir  ? 

Elh.  He,  sir?  a  tapster,  sir ;  parcel-bawd ;  one 
that  serves  a  bad  woman;  whose  house,  sir,  was,  as 
they  say,  pluck'd  down  in  the  suburbs ;  and  now 
she  professes  a  hot-house,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very 
ill  house  too. 

EscaL  How  know  you  that  ? 

Elb.  My  wife,  sir,  whom  I  detest®  before  heaven 
and  your  honour, — 

EscaL  How!  thy  wife? 

Elb.  Ay,  sir;  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  an 
honest  woman, — 

EscaL  Dost  thou  detest  her  therefore  ? 

Elb.  I  say,  sir,  I  will  detest  myself"  also,  as  well 
as  she,  that  this  house,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  house, 
it  is  pity  of  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  house. 

EscaL  How  dost  thou  know  that,  constable? 

Elb.  Marry,  sir,  by  my  wife ;  who,  if  she  had 
been  a  woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been 

•  — ^  'wh(m  I  detest  — ]    He  designed  to  say  pratett. 
l2 
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accused  in  fonucaticm,  adultery,  and  all  uncleanli- 
ness  there. 

EscaL  By  the  woman's  means  ? 

JElb.  Ay,  sir,  by  mistress  Overdone's  means; 
but  as  she  spit  in  his  face,  so  she  defied  .him. 

Clo.  Sir,  if  it  please  your  honour,  this  is  not  so, 

Elb.  Prove  it  before  these  varlets  here,  thou 
honourable  man,  prove  it. 

EsocU.  Do  you  hear  how  he  misplaces  ? 

[To  Angelo. 

Clo.  Sir,  she  came  in  great  with  child;  and 
longing  (saving  your  honour's  reverence,)  for  stew'4 
prunes ;  sir,  we  had  but  two  in  the  house,  which 
at  that  very  distant  time  stood,  as  it  were,  in  a 
fruit-dish,  a  dish  of  some  three-pence ;  your  ho- 
nours have  seen  such  dishes ;  they  are  not  China 
dishes,  but  very  good  dishes. 

Escal.  Go  to,  go  to  ;  no  matter  for  the  dish,  sir. 

Clo.  No,  indeed,  sir,  not  of  a  pin ;  you  are 
therein  in  the  right :  but,  to  the  point :  As  I  say, 
this  mistress  Elbow,  being,  as  I  say,  with  child,  and 
being  ^eat  belly'd,  and  longing,  as  I  said,  for 
prunes  ;  and  having  but  two  in  the  dish,  as  I  said, 
inaat^  Froth  here,  this  very  man,  having  eaten  the 
rest,  as  I  said,  and,  as  I  say,  paying  for  them  very 
honestly; — ^for,  as  you  know,  master  Froth,  I  could 
not  give  you  three-p^c^  again. 

Froth.  No,  indeed. 

Clo.  Very  well :  you  heiqg  then,  if  you  be  re- 
membered, cracking  the  stones  of  the  foresaid 
jHrunes. 

Froth.  Ay,  so  I  did,  indeed. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well :  I  telling  you  then,  if  you 
be  remembered,  that  such  a  one,  and  such  a  one, 
were  past  cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  vmle^  they 
kept  very  good  diet,  as  I  told  you. 

Frof  A*  All  this  is  true. 
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Ch.  Why,  very  W€B  then. 

£»»/.  Come^  you  are  a  tedioiis  fool :   to  the 
purpose. — ^What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  hd 
hath  cause  to  complain  of  ^  Come  me  to  what  was 
done  to  her. 
'  Clo.  SiVy  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

BscaL  No,,  sir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

Clo.  Sir,  but  you  shall  come  to  it,  by  your 
honour's  leave :  And,  I  beseech  you,  look  into 
master  Froth  here,  sir ;  a  man  of  KHirscore  pound 
8 year;  whose  father  died  at  Hallowmas: — ^Was't 
IK>t  1^  Hallowmas,  master  Froth  ? 

Froth.  AU-hollond  eve. 

Cto.  Why,  very  well ;  I  hope  here  be  truths : 
He,  sir,  sitting,  as  I  'say,  in  a  lower  chair,  sir  i^^ 
?kwas  in  the  Bunch  of  GrapeSy  where,  indeed^  you 
have  a  delight  to  sit :  Have  you  not  ? 

Froth.  I  have  so ;  because  it  is  an  open  room^ 
tad  good  for  winter. 

Clo.  Why,  very  well  then; — ^I  hope  here  b^ 
truths. 

^g.  This  will  last  out  a  night  in  Russia, 
When  nights  are  longest  there :  Til  take  my  leave, 
Atid  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  cause ; 
Hoping,  you'll  find  good  cause  to  ^Anp  them  all. 

EstaL  I  think  no  less:   Gk>od  morrow  to  your 
lordship.  [Eask  Angblo* 

Now,  sir,  come  on:  What  was  done  to  Elbow's 
wife,  once  more? 

Clo.  Once,  sir?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her 
once. 

Elb.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  ask  him  what  this  man 
did  to  my  wife. 

Clo.  I  beseech  your  honour,  ask  me^ 
•  Escal.  Wdl,   sir:   what  did  this  gentleman  to 
her? 

Clo.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  look  in  this  gentlernan^s 
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face: — Gkxxl  master  FVoth,  look  upon  his  honour; 
'tis  for  a  good  purpose:  Doth  your  honour  mark  his 
face? 

Escal.  Ay,  sir,  very  well. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  mark  it  well. 

Escal.  Well,  I  do  so. 

Clo.  Doth  your  honour  see  any  harm  in  his  face? 

Escal.  Why,  no. 

Clo.  ni  be  supposed^  upon  a  book,  his  face  is 
the  worst  thing  about  him :  Good  then ;  if  his  fac6 
be  the  worst  thing  about  him,  how  could  master 
Froth  do  the  constable's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would 
know  that  of  your  honour. 

Escal.  He's  in  the  right:  Constable,  what  say 
you  to  it  ? 

Elb.  First,  an  it  like  you,  the  house  is  a  respected 
house;  next,  this  is  a  respected  fellow;  and  his 
mistress  is  a  respected  woman. 

Clo.  By  this  hand,  sir,  his  wife  is  a  more  respected 
person  than  any  of  us  all. 

Elb.  Varlet,  thouliest;  thou  liest,  wicked  varlet: 
the  time  is  yet  to  come,  that  she  was  ever  rei^cted, 
with  man,  woman,  or  child. 

Clo.  Sir,  she  was  respected  with  him  before  he 
married  with  her. 

Escal.  Which  is  the  wiser  here?  Justice,  or 
Iniquity?^ — Is  this  true  ? 

Elb.  O  thou  caitiff!  O  thou  varlet!  O  thou 
wicked  Hannibal!^  T  respected  with  her,  before  I 
was  married  to  her  ?  If  ever  I  was  respected  with 
her,  or  she  with  me,  let  not  your  worship  think  me 
the  poor  duke's  officer  ;-^Prove  this,  thou  wicked 

®  rilbe  supposed  — ]     He  means  deposed. 

*  Justice,  or  Iniquity  ?]  i.  e.  The  Constable  or  the  Fod.  Esca- 
lus  calls  the  latter.  Iniquity,  in  allusion  to  the  old  Pice,  a  ^uniliar 
character  in  the  ancient  moralities  and  dumb-shews.  . 

« .— .,^  Hannibal/}    Mistaken  by  the  Constable  for  CamUbal. 
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Hannibal^  or  Til  have  mine  action  of  battery 
on  thee. 

Escal.  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  ear,  you  might 
have  your  action  of  slander  too. 

Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  ^ood  worship  for  it: 
What  is't  your  worship's  pleasure  I  should 'do  with 
this  widced  caitiff? 

;  JB^ca/.Tnily  officer,  because  he  hath  some  of- 
fences in  him,  that  thou  wouldst  discover  if  thou 
couldst^  let  him  continue  in  his  courses,  till  thou 
knpw'st  what  they  are. 

t  Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your -worship  for  it:— 
Thou  seest,  thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what's  come 
upion  thee;  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet ; 
thou  art  to  continue. 

Escal.  Where  were  you  bom,  friend? 

[To  Froth. 

\Froth.  Here  in  Vienna,  sir. 

Escal.  Are  you  of  foufscore  pounds  a  year? 

Froth.  Yes,  and't  please  you,  sir. 

Escal.  So. — ^What  trade  are  you  of,  sir? 

[To  the  Clown. 

Clo.  A  tapster  5  a  poor  widow's  tapster. 

Escal.  Your  mistress's  name? 

Clo.  Mistress  Over-done. 

Escal.  Hath  she  had  any  more  than  one  hus- 
band? 

Clo.  NinCj  sir ;  Over-done  by  the  last. 
^  Escal.  Nine  !-^— Come  hither  to  me,  master  Froth. 
Master  Froth,  I  would  not  have  you  acquainted 
with  tapsters;  they  will  draw  you,  master  Froth, 
and  you  will  hang  them :  Gret  you  gone,  and  let  me 
hear  no  more  of  you. 

Froth.  I  thank  your  worship:.  For  mine  own  part, 
I  never  come  into  any  room  in  a  taphouse,  but  I 
am  drawn  in. 

Escal.  Well;-   no  more  of  it,    master    Froth:. 
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|iwew€il.    [Emi  FKora.] — Ccrtn^  ypu  bith^  to  m^ 
master  tapster;  what's  yoxir  name,  master  tapster? 

Ch.  Pompey. 

Escal.  What  else? 

Clo.  Bum»  iir. 

Escid.  Trethi  imd  your  bum  is  the  greatest 
thing  about  you;  so  that,  in  the  beastliest  sense, 
you  are  Pompey  the  great*  Pompey,  you  ve  p^y 
«  bawd,  Pofi^M^,  howsoever  you  colour  it  in  bemg 
a  tapster.  Are  yaa  not  i  oome,  tell  me  true ;  it 
shall  be  the  better  for  you. 

C&.  Thily,  sir,  I  am  a  poor  fallow,  that  would 
Kve- 

EscuL  How  would  you  live,  Pompey  ?  by  being 
a  bawd  ?  What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey? 
is  it  a  lawful  trade  ? 
/  Ch*  If  the  law  would  allow  it,  sir. 

EscaL  But  the  law  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey ; 
nor  it  shall  not  be  flowed  in  Viafinat 

Clo.  Does  your  worship  mean  to  geld  and  ^y  all 
the  youth  in  the  city  ? 

EscaL  No,  Pompey. 

Clo.  Truly,  sir^  in  my  po^r  opinion,  they  will 
to*t  then:  If  your  worship  will  take  ordei^  for  the 
drabs  and  the  knaves,  you  need  not  to  fear  the 
bawds, 

Escal.  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can 
tell  you:  It  is  but  heading  and  bunging. 

Ch.  If  you  head  aoFid  hai^  aU  that  pffend  that 
way  but  for  ten  year  togethef,  you*ll  be  glad  to  give 
out  a  commission  for  moi^  heads.  If  this  law  hold 
in  Vi^na  t^n  year,  I'll  rent  th^  fairest  hous^  in  it, 
after  three-pence  a  bay  :^  If  you  live  to  see  thisccanei 
to  p^ss,  say,  Pompey  toW  you  so. 

*  —  ^flA:e  ordfer — ]     i.e.  take  measures » 
^  '     ■  ■  ril  rent  tiefairesi  house  in  it,  after  tkree^pence  a  b^y:] 
A  baj/  of  buflding  is,  itt  many  parts  of  Ebgland,  a  common  tenn. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.         I2S 

EscaL  Thank  you^  good  Pomp^:  and>  in  re- 
quital of  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — ^I  advise  you, 
let  me  not  find  you  before  me  again  upon  any  com- 
plaint whatsoever,  no,  not  for  dwelling  wh^  you 
do;  if  I  do,  Pompey,  I  shall  beat  you  to  your  tent, 
and  prove  a  shrewd  Caesar  to  you;  in  plain  dealing, 
PcMHpey,  I  shall  have  you  whipt :  so  for  this  time, 
Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

Clo.  I  thank  your  worehip  for  your  good  counsel ; 
but  I  shall  follow  it,  as  the  flesh  and  fortune  shall 
Jbetter  determine. 

Whip  me?  No,  no;  let  carman  whip  his  jade; 
The  valiant  heart's  not  whipt  out  of  his  trade. 

lExit. 

EscaL  Come  hither  tor  me,  master  Elbow;  come 
hither,  master  Constable.  How  long  have  you  been 
in  this  place  of  constable  ? 

Elb.  Seven  year  and  a  half,  sir. 

EscaL  I  thought,  by  your  readiness  in  the  office, 
you  had  contipfiuad  in  it  some  time :  You  aay,  seven 
years  together  ? 

Elb.  And  a  half,  sir. 

EscaL  Alas  1  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you ! 
They  do  you  wrong  to  put  you  so  oft  upon't;  Are 
there  not  men  in  your  ward  sufficient  to  serve  it  ? 

Elb*  Faith,  sir,  few  of  any  wit  in  such  matters: 
as  they  are  chosen,  they  are  glad  to  choose  me  for 
them;  I  do  it  for  some  piece  of  money,  and  go 
through  with  all. 

EscaL  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of 
some  six  or  seven>  the  most  sufficient  of  your  parish. 

Elb.  To  your  worship's  house,  sir? 

EscaL  To  my  house:  Fare  you  well,  [Exit  El- 
bow.] What's  o'clock,  think  you? 

which  perhapa  roeans>  tlie  ^ce  between  the  -main  beams  of  th« 
roof;  so  that  a  bam  crossed  twice  with  beams  is  a  barn  of  thr^e 
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Just.  Eleven,  sir. 

E$caL  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

Just.  I  humbly  thank-you. 

EscaL  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio ; 
But  there's  no  remedy. 

Just.  Lord  Angelo  is  severe. 

E^ccU.  It  is  but  needful: 

Mercy  is  not  itself,  that  oft  looks  so ; 
Pardon  is  still  the  nurse  of  second  woe : 
But  yet,^— PoorCljttidio ! — ^Hiere's  no  riwnedy. 
Come,  sir.  «  [Exmint^ 


SCENE  IL 

Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Provost  and  a  Servant. 

Serv.  He's  hearing  of  a  cause ;    he  will  come 
straight. 

I'll  tell  him  of  you. 

Prov.  Pray  you,  do.    [Exit  Servant.]   I'll  know 
His  pleasure  ;  maybe,  he  will  relent :  Alas, 
He  hath  but  as  offended  in  a  dream  ! 
AH  sects,  all  ages  smack  of  this  vice ;  and  he 
To  die  for  it ! — 

Enter  Angelo.  * 

Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provost? 

Prov.  Is  it  your  will  Claudio  shall  die  to-morrow? 

Ang.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  y^a  ?  hadst  thou  not 
order? 
Why  dost  thou  ask  again  ? 

Prov.  Lest  I  might  be  too  rash : 

Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  seen. 
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When,  after  execution,  judgment  hath 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Aug.  Go  to  ;  let  that  be  mine : 

Do  you  your  office,  or  give  up  your  place, 
And  you  shall  well  be  sparM. 

Prcv.  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon.— 

What  shall  be  done,  sir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet  ? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Dispose  of  her 

To  some  more  fitter  place ;  and  that  with  speed. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Serv*  Here  is  the  sister  of  the  man  condemn'd, 
Desires  access  to  you. 

Aug.  Hath  he  a  sister  ? 

Pr(yD.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  a  very  virtuous  maid. 
And  to  be-shortly  of  a  sisterhood. 
If  not  already. 

Ang.  Well,  let  her  be  admitted. 

[Exit  Servant. 
See  you,  the  fornicatress  be  remov'd ; 
Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavish,  means ; 
There  shall  be  order  for  it. 

Entkr  Lucio  and  Isabella. 

Trcyv.  Save  your  honour !        \Pffering  to  retire, 

Ang.  Stay  a  little  while. — [To  Isab.J  You  are 
-  welcome  :  What's  your  will  ? 

Isab.  I  am  a  woeful  suitor  to  your  honour. 
Please  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well ;  what's  your  suit  ? 

Isc^.  Tljere  is  a  vice,  that  most  I  do  abhor. 
And  most  desire  should  meet  the  blow  of  justice ; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  must ; 
For  which  I  must  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  'twixt  will,  and  will  not. 
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'Aug.  Wdl;  the  mister? 

Isab.  I  have  a  brother  is  condaiui'd  to  (fie : 
I  do  beseedi  jou>  let  it  be  his  faulty 
And  not  my  brother.* 

Prov.  Heaven  give  thee  moving  graces ! 

.    Aug.  Condemn  the  fkult,  and  not  the  actor  c^  it ! 
Why,  every  fault's  comiemn'd,  ere  It  be  done : 
Mine  were  the  very  cipher  of  a  function. 
To  find  the  faults,  i;(4i06e  fine  stands  in  record^ 
And  let  go  l^  the  actor. 

Isab.  O  just,  but  severe  law ! 

I  had  a  brother  then. — ^Heaven  keep  your  honour ! 

[Retiring. 

Luci(y.  [T0  Isab.]  Give^t  not  o'er  so :  to  him 
again,  intreat  him ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  j 
Y^i  are  too  cold :  if  you  should  need  a  pin. 
You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  desire  it : 
To  him,  I  say. 

Isab.  Must  he  needs  die  ? 
.    Ahig.  Maiden,  no  remedy. 

Isab.  Yes ;    I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon 
him, 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  msm,  grieve  at  the  mercy. 

Ang.  I  will  not  do't. 

Isab.  But  can  you,  if  you  would  ? 

Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  da 

Isab.  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  World  no 
,  wrong. 
If  so  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorse® 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang.  He's  sentenc'd ;  'tis  too  late: 

Lucio.  You  are  too  cold.  [To  IsAbblla. 

?  ^-— ^  let  it  be  his  fault, 
An4  iwt  my  hrntker!]    i.  e.  kt  his  &ult  be  ccmdenmed^  or  el* 
tirpated^  but  let  not  my  brother  biioself  su^ftar. 
0 .«««.  touched  with  that  remorse  — |j    Bemorx,  ioxpitt/. 
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f  Isab.  Too  bte?  why,  no;  I,  that  do  speak  aword. 

May  call  it  back  again :  Wdl  believe  this. 

No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  *long% 

Not  the  1^^'s  crown,  nor  the  deputed  swon^ 

The  mar^hal'd  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe. 

Become  them  with  one  half  so  good  a  grace. 

As  mercy  does.    If  he  bad  been  as  you. 

And  you  as  he,  you  would  have  slipt  like  him  ; 

But  he,  like  you,  would  not  have  been  so  stem. 

Aug.  Pray  you,  begone. 

Isab.  I  would  to  hesiven  I  had  your  potency. 
And  you  were  Isabel !  should  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No ;  I  would  tell  what  *twere  to  be  a  judge. 
And  what  a  prisoner. 

Lucio.  Ay,  touch  him  :  there's  the  veini    [y&wfc. 

^ng^  Your  broth«*  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law. 
And  you  i)ut  waste  your  words. 

Isab.  Alas  !  alas  ! 

Why,  all  the  souls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  best  have  took. 
Found  out  the  remedy :  How  would  you  be. 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  should 
But  judge  you  as  you  are  ?  O,  think  on  that ; 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
like  man  new  made.' 

Afig.  Be  you  content,  fair  mai<^ ; 

k  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother : 
Were  he  my  kinsman,  brother,  or  my  son. 
It  should  be  thus  with  him; — ^he  must  die  to-mor- 
row^ 

Isab.  To-morrow  ?  O,  that's  sudden !  Spare  him, 
spare  him : 

'  /Ind  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips. 
Like  man  new  made.]     Js  amiable  as  a  man  come  fresh  out  qf 
Ae  hfjnds  of  his  Creator ;  or,  as  tender-hearted  and  merciful  as 
the  first  man  was  in  his  days  of  innocence,  immediately  after  his 

<a'eatiori. 
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He's  not  prepar  d  for  death !  Even  for  our  kitdiens 
We  kill  the  fowl  of  season ;  -shall  we  serve  heaven 
With  less  respect  than  we  do  minister 
To  oi^P  gross  selves  ?  Oood^  good  my  lord,  bethink 

you : 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Litcio.  Ay,  well  said. 

^g.  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,  though  it 
hath  slept : 
Those  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil. 
If  the  first  man  that  did  the  edict  infringe. 
Had  answer'd  for  his  deed :  now,  'tis  awake ; 
Takes  note  of  what  is  done ;  and,  like  a  prophet, 
Lpok«  in  a  glass,®  that  shows  what  future  evils, 
(Either  now,  or  by  remissness  new-c<MiceivM, 
And  so  in  progress  to  be  hatch'dand  hpm,) 
Are  now  to  hive  no  s6ccessive  degrees. 
But,  where  they  live,  to  end.* 

Isab.  Yet  show  some  pity. 

^ng.  I  show  it  most  of  all,  when  I  show  justice  ; 
For  then  I  pity  those  I  do  not  know. 
Which  a  dismiss'd  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  dp  him  right,  that,  answering  one  foul  wrong. 
Lives  not  to  act  another.     Be  satisfied ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow ;  be  content. 

IsaLSo  you  must  be  the  first,  that  gives  this 
sentence; 
And  he,  that  suffers :  O,  it  is  excellent 
To  have  a  giant's  strength ;  but  it  is  tyrannous 
To  use  it  like  a  giant. 

' like  a  prophet. 

Looks  in  a  glass,"]  This  alludes  to  the  fopperies  of  the  berif,  a 
kind  of  crystal,  which  hath  a  weak  tincture  of  red  in  it.  AmcMig 
other  tricks  of  Astrologers,  the  discovery  of  past  or  future  events 
y^as  supposed  to  be  the  consequence  of  looking  into  it. 

*  But,    where    thej/    live,    to    end.]    i.    e.   they   should    end 
WHERE  they  began,  i.  e.  with  the  criniinal. 
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Lucio.'  That's  well  said. 

hdb.  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himself  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 
For  every  pelting,^  petty  officer, 
Would  use  his  heaven  for  thunder :   nothing  but 

thimder.: 

Merciful  heaven ! 

Thou  rather,  with  thy  sharp  and  sulphurous  bolt, 

Split'st  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  o^k^ 

Than  the  soft  myrtle ; — O,  but  man,  proud  man ! 

Drcst  in  a  little  brief  authority ; 

Most  ignorant  of  what  he's  most  assured. 

His  glassy  essence, — like  an  angry  ape. 

Plays  such  fantastick  tricks  before  high  heaven. 

As  make  the  angels  weep  ;  who,  with  our  spleens. 

Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal.' 

Lucio.  O,  to  him,  to  him,  wench :  he  will  relent; 
He's  coming,  I  perceive't. 

Prov.  Pray  heaven,  she  win  him  ! 

Lab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  with  ourself : 
Great  men  may  jest  with  saints :  'tis  wit  in  them  ; 
But,  in  the  less,  foul  profanation. 

Lucio.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl ;  more  o'  that* 

Isab»  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word. 
Which  in  the  soldier  is  flat  blasphemy. 

Lucio.  Art  advis'd  o*  that  ?  more  on*t. 

Arig.  Why  do  you  put  these  sayings  upon  me  ? 

Isab.  Because  authority,  though  it  err  Hke  others. 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itself, 

>  — r^pelting,']     i.  e.  paltry. 

* gnarled  oak,"]    Gnarre  is  the  old  English  word  for  a  knot 

in  "Wood,, 

*  ■  I  who,  with  our  spleens. 
Would  all  themselves  laugh  mortal.'}  By  spleens,  Shakspeare 
moans  that  peculiar  turn  of  the  human  mind^  that  always  inclines 
it  to  a  spitefiil,  unseasonable  mirth.  Had  the  angels  that,  says 
Shakspeare,  they  would  laugh  themsdves  out  of  their  inamortality, 
by  indulging  a  pwsion  whi<J  does  not  deserve  that  prerogative* 

+       ' 
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That  skins  the  vice  o*  the  top  :  Go  toyoirf  bosom ; 

Knock  there ;  and  ask  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 

That's  like  my  brotha-'s  fault :  if  it  confess 

A  natural  guiltiness,  such  as  is  his. 

Let  it  not  sound  a  thought  upon  your  tonguiB 

Against  my  brother's  life, 

jing.  She  speaks,  and  'tis 

Such  sense,  that  my  sense  breeds  witifi  it        'Fare 
you  welL 

Isab.  Gentle  my  lord,  turn  bad^. 

Ang.  I  will  bethink  me :— Come  again  to-mor- 
row. 

Isah.  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you:  Grood  my  Icwrd^ 
turn  back. 

Ang.  How !  bribe  me  ? 

Isab.  Ay,  with  such  gifts,  that  heaven  shall  rfvare 
with  you. 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all  else. 

Isab.  Not  wth  fond  shekels*  of  the  tested  gold,^ 
Or  stones,  whose  rates  we  either  rich,  or  poor. 
As  fancy  values  them :  but  with  true  prayers. 
That  shall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there. 
Ere  sun- rise ;  jwayers  from  preserved  souls,^ 
PVxMn  lasting  maids,  whose  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Ang.  Well:  come  to  me 

To-morrow. 

Lueie.  Go  to  ;  it  is  well ;  away. 

\Aside  te  Isabel* 

Isab.  Heaven  keep  your  honour  ^afe  ! 
.   Ang.  Amen:  fori 

Am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  [Aside* 

♦  —  fond  sHehk  — }    Fond  means  very  frequently  in  our 
author,  foolish.   It  signifies  in  this  place  iaiued  or  prized  hp  folly. 
*  *  -^ —  tested  gotd,"]     i.  e.  brought  to  the  test,  or  cupelled. 

.  * preserved  touts,'}    i.  e.  preserved  from  the  corruption  of 

the  worlds 
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Where  prayers  cross.^ 

Isab.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 

Shall  I  attend  your  lordship  ? 
Ang.  At  any  time  *fore  noon. 

hah.  Save  your  honour  ! 

[Exewit  Lucio,  Isabella^  and  Provost. 
'    Ang.  FrcMfn  thee ;  even  from  thy  virtue  ! — 

What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine  ? 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  sins  most  ?  Ha ! 
Not  she ;  nor  doth  she  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 
That  lying  by  the  violet,  in  the  sun. 
Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  the  flowcf , 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  season.     Can  it  be. 
That  modesty  may  more  betr^  otif  sense 
Than  woman's  lightness?    Having  waste  ground 

enough. 
Shall  w6  desire  to  raze  the  sanctuary. 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  O,  fy,  fy,  fy ! 
What  dost  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 
Dost  thou  desire  her  foully,  for  those  things 
That  make  her 'good  ?  O,  let  her  brother  livet 
Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 
When  judges  steal  themselves.    What?  do  I  love 

her. 
That  I  desire  to  hear  her  speak  again. 
And  feast  upon  her  ey^s  ?  What  is't  I  dream  on  ? 
0  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  saint. 
With  saints  dost  bait  thy  hook !  Mogt  dangerous 
Is  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 
To  sin  in  loving  virtue :  never  could  the  strumpet. 
With  all  her  double  vigour,  art,  and  nature,  . 
Once  stir  my  temper;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

' I. am  that  waygoing  totefnptatimi^ 

Where  prayers  cross.]  T^s  appointment  of  his  for  the  mor- 
row's meeting,  being  a  premeditated  exposure  of  himself  to 
temptation,  which  it  was  the  general  object  of  prayer  to  thwart. 

Henley. 
VOL.  II,  M 
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Subdues  me  quite; — ^Ever,  till  now. 
When  men  were  fond,  I  smiled,  and  wonder*d  how.. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  III. 
ji  Room  in  a  Prison. 

Enter  Duke,  habited  like  a  Friary  and  Provost 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provost !  so,  I  think  you  a^'e. 
Prov.  I  am  the  provost :  What's  your  will,  good 

friar? 
Duke.  Bound  by  my   charity,    and  my  bless'4 
order, 
I  come  to  visit  the  afflicted  spirits 
Here  in  the  prison :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  see  them ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minister 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prov.  I  would  dp  more  than  that,  if  more  were 
needful. 

Enter  Juliet. 

Look,  here  comes  one;  a  gentlewoman  of  mine. 
Who  falling  in  the  flames  of  her  own  youth. 
Hath  blister'd  her  report:  She  is  with  child; 
And  he  that  got  it,  sentenc*d :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to*  do  another  such  offence. 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  must  he  die  ? 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to-morrow. — 
I  have  provided  for  you;  stay  a  while,  [To  Juliet. 
And  you  shall  be  conducted. 

Duke.  Repent  you,    fair  one,    of  the  sin  you 
carry? 

Juliet.  I  do;  and  bear  the  shame  most  patiently. 
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Duke.  V\\  teach  you  how  you  shall  arraign  your 
conscience. 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  sound. 
Or  hollowly  put  on. 
•    Juliet.  rU  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  ^he  maa  that  wrong'd  you  ? 

Juliet.  Yes,  as,  I  loVe  the  woman  that  wrong*d 
him. 

Duke.  So  then,  it  seems,  your  most  offenceful  act 
Was  mutually  committ^  ? 

Juliet.  Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  sin  of  heavier  kind  than 
his. 

Juliet:  I  do  confess  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  *Tis  meet  so,  daughter:  But  lest  you  do 
repent,* 
As  that  the  sin  hath  brought  you  to  this  shame, — 
Which    sorrow    is   always  toward    ourselves,    not 

heaven;  ^>' 

Showing,  we'd  not  spare  h^ven,*  as  we  love  it. 
But  as  we  stand  in  fear, — 

Juliet.  I  do  rep  Alt  me,'  as  it  is-  an  evil ; 
And  take  the  shame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  rest.* 

Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  must  die  to-morrow. 
And  I  am  going  with  instruction  to  him. — 
Grace  go  with  youl  Benedicite!  \jExit. 

Juliet.  Must  die  to-mprrow !  O,.  injurious  love,? 
That  respites  me  a  life,  whose  v^ry  coqifbrt   . 
Is  still  a  dying  horror! 

Ptov.  TTis  pity  of  him.    [Exeunt.^ 


•  — T-  But  kst  ym  do  repent, 1  i.  e./'  Takecare>  lest  you  rc- 
pe^i  [pQt  so.  mucli  of  your  faulv  as  it  is  an  evil,]  as  thfli  tlie  m, 
kath  brought  you  to  this  shame. 

•  Showing,  we*d  not  spare  heaven,"]  i.  e.  spare  to  of  end  heaven. 

•  There  red.']  Keep  yourself  in  this  temper. 

— —  0,  injurious  loxt,]  probably  should  be  law. 
M  2 
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SCENE  IV. 

A  Room  in  Angelo*s  House. 

Enter  Angelo. 

Ang.  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  think  and 
pray 
To  several  subjects:  heaven  hath  my  empty  words ^ 
Whilst  my  invention,®  hearing  not  my  tongue, 
Anchors  on  Isabel:  Heaven  in  my  mouth. 
As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  his  name; 
And  in  my  heart,  the  strong  and  swelling  evil 
Of  my  conception:  The  state,  whereon  I  studied. 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious;  yea,  my  gravity. 
Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride. 
Could  I,  with  boot,*  change  for  an  idle  plume, 
Whidi  the  air  beats  for  vain.*    O  place!  O  form! 
How  often  dost  thou  with  thy  case,®  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiser  souls 
To  thy  false  seeming?  Blood,  thou  still  art  blood: 
Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  horn, 
'Tis  not  the  devil's  crest.^ 

^  WhiUt  mv  invention^  i.  e.  imagination. 

4 ^th  boot,]  Boot  is  profit,  advantage,  g^n. 

^  Which  the  air  beats  for  vain.]  or  vanity. 

^  case,']  For  outside;  garb. 

^  Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devil's  hom^ 
*Tis  not  the  devits  crest  J]  This  whole  passage,  as  it  stands, 
^appears  to  me  to  mean  ;  *'  O  place !  O  form]  though  you  wrench 
awe  from  fools,  aud  tie  even  wiser  souls  to  your  false  seeming,  yet 
you  make  no  alteraticm  in  the  niinds  or  constitutions  of  those  who 
possess,  or  assume  you.  Though  we  should  write  good  angel  on 
the  devil's  hom,  it  will  not  change  his  nature,  so  as  to  give  him  a 
right  to.  wear  that  crest.    M.Mason. 
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Enter  Servant. 

Mow  now,  who*s  there? 

Sera.  One  Isabel,  a  sister. 

Desires  access  to  you. 

^ng.  Teach  her  the  way.  [Exit  Serf. 

O  heavens! 

Why  does  my  blood  thus  murter  to  my  heart; 
Making  both  it  unable  for  itself, 
And  dispossessing  all  the  other  parts 
Of  nec^sary fitness? 

So  play  the  foolish  throngs  with  one  that  swoons ; 
Come  all  to  help  him,  and  so  stop  the  air 
By  which  he  should  revive:  and  even  so 
The  general,®  subject  to  a  well-wish'd  king. 
Quit  their  own  part,  and  in  obsequious  fondness 
Croud  to  his  presence,  where  their  untaught  love 
Must  needs  appear  offence. 

Enter  Isabella. 

How  now,  fair  maid? 
Jsab^  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleasure. 

^ng.  That  you  might  know  it,    would  mudi 
better  please  me. 
Than  to  demand  wjiat  'tis.    Your  brother  cannot 
live. 
Isab.  Even  so? — ^Heaven  keep  your  honour  1 

[Retiring, 
^ng.  Yet  may  he  live  awhile;  and,  it  may  be. 
As  long  as  you,  or  I :  Yet  he  must  die. 
Isab.  Under  your  sentence? 
Ang.  Yea. 
L(^.  When,  I  beseech  you  ?  that  in  his  reprieve, 

*  The  general^  — ]  i.  e.  geneniUty. 
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Longer,  or  shorter,  he  may  be  so  fitted. 
That  his  soul  sicken  not. 

Ang.  Ha!    Fye,   these  filthy  vices!    It  were  as 
good 
To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  stolen 
A  man  already  made,*'  as  to  remit 
Their  sawcy  sweetwi^ss,  tfiit  do  coin  heaven's  iniiage, 
In  stamps  that  are  forbid:  'tis  all  as  easy 
Falsely  to  take  away  a  life  true  m«ie, 
As  to  put  mettle  in  restrmned  means, 
To  make  a  false  one. 

Isab.  'Tis  set  down  so  in  lieaven^  btat  not  in 
earth.  ' 

Ang.  Say  you  so?  theh  I  shall  poze  you  quicddy. 
Which  had  you  rathfer.  That  the  most  just  law 
Now  took  jrour  brother's  Hfe  j  lor,  to  rb^eewi  him. 
Give  up  your  body  to  such  Sweet  uncleMness, 
As  she  that  he  hath  stain'd  ? 

Isab,  *Sir,  believfe  this, 

I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  soul.^ 

Ang.  I  talk  not  of  your  soul ;  Our  compell'd  sins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  ^ccompt. 

Isab.,  How  say  you ? 

Ang.  Nay,  111  ndt  warrant  that;  for  I  casi  speak 
Ag'ainst  the  thing  I  say.     Answer  to  this  ;*— 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  kw, 
Pronofurtce  a  «ent«lee  on  your  bi'other'is  life: 
Might  there  not  be«a  charity  in  sin. 
To  save  this  brothter'^  life? 

Isab.  Please  you  to  do't, 

ril  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  soul. 
It  is  no  sin  at  ^1,  btlt  charity. 


^  —  that  hath  from  nature  stolen,  c^c.]  i.  e.  that  hUfih  killed 
a  tnan. 

*  /  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  soul."]  She  means,  I 
think,  /  had  rather  die,  than  foifeit  my  eternal  happiness  by  the 
prostitution  of  my  person.    Ma  LdH!& . 

t 


.  Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


ME^URE  FOR  MEASURE.         I89 

Aug,  Heas'd  you  to  do't,  at  peril  of  yovff  wiJ^* 
Were  equal  poize  of  sin  and  charity. 

Isab.  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  sin. 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it !  you  granting  of  my  suit. 
If  that  be  sin,  I'll  make  it  my  mom  prayet. 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mine. 
And  nothing  of  your,  answer. 

Ang.  Nay,  but  hear  ine: 

Your  sense  pursues  not  mine:  either  you  are  ignO* 

rant. 
Or  seem  so,  craftily;  and  that*s  not  good.    , 

Isab.  Let  me  be  ighorant,  and  ih  nothing  good. 
But  graciously  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Ang.  Thus  wisdom  wishes  to  appear  most  bright. 
When  it  doth  tax  itsetf:  as  these  black  masks 
Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty®  ten  times  louder 
Than  beauty  could  displayed.— But  mark  toe*; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  speak  more  gross: 
Your  brother  is  to  die. 

Isab.  So, 

Ang,  And  his  offence  isiso,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the. law  upon  that  pain.* 

Isab.  True. 

Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  save  his  life, 
(As  I  subscribe  not  that,^  nor  any  other. 
But  in  the  loss  of  question,^)  that  you,  his  sister, 
Finding  yourself  desir'd  of  such  a  person, 

*  Pleased  you  to  do*t,  at  perils  &c,]  The  reasoniog  is  tbu$ : 
Angelo  asks,  whether  there  might  not  be  a  charity  in  sin  to  save 
this  brother  f  Isabella  answers,  that  if  Angelo  will  save  him,  she 
will  stake  her  soul  that  it  were  chariti/,  not  sin,  Angelo  replied, 
that  if  Isabella  would  save  him  at  nfce  hazard  of  h&  soul,  it  would 
be  not  indeed  no  sin,  biU  a  sin  to  which.  th(  chatty  wduld  be 
equivalent,    Johnson. 

^  Proclaim  an  enshield  beauty  — "]  U  e,  shielded  beauty, 

*  Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  ^dim."]  Pain  or  penalty,  , 

^  As  I  subscribe  not  that,"]  To  subscribe  means,  to  agree  to. 
Milton  uses  the  word  m  the  same  sense, 

*  But  in  the  loss  of'  jwe^^irw,]  i.  e,  conversalaon. 
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Whose  credit  with  the  judge^  or  own  great  f^aoe^ 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all-binding  law;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  save  him,  but  that  either 
You  mvist  lay  down  the  tre^ures  of  your  body 
To  this  supposed,  or  else  let  him  suffer; 
What  would  you  do  ?. 

:    Isab.  As  much  for  my  poor  brother,  as  myself; 
That  is.  Were  I  under  the  terms  of  death. 
The  impression  of  keen  whips  Fd  wear  as  rubies, 
And  strip  .myself  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I  have  been  sick  for,  ere  Fd  yield 
My  body  up  to  shame. 

jing.  Then  must  your  brother  die, 

Isab.  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way; 
Better  it  were,  a  brother  died  at  once. 
Than  that  a  sister,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  even 

j4ng.  Were  not  you  then  as  cni^l  fis  the  sentenqe 
That  you  have  slander'd  so  ? 

Isab.  Ignomy  in  ransom,^  and  free  pardop. 
Are  of  two  houses:  lawful  mercy  i3 
Nothing  akin  to  foul  redemption. 

jingf  You  seem'd  of  late  to  piake  th?  law  a 
tyrant; 
And  rather  proved  the  sliding  of  ypur  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice, 

Isab.  O,  pardon  me,  my  lord;  it  oft  falls  out. 
To  have  what  we*d  have,  we  speak  not  what  we 

mean: 
I  something  do  excuse  the  tjiing  I  hate. 
For  hi?  advantage  that  I  dearly  Ipve. 

j4ng.  We  are  all  frail. 
.    Isab.  Else  let  my  brother  die, 

If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he,* 

'  Ignomy  in  ransom,']  So  ignominy  was  formerly  writteiL 

'  If  not  Q  feqdary,  bvt  only  he,  ^c]  The  meaning  should  seem 
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Owe^  and  succeed  by  weakness. 

Ang.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Jsc^.  Ay,  as  the  glasses  Where  they  view  them* 
selves; 
Which  are  93  easy  broke  as  they  make  forms. 
Women! — ^Help  heaven  J  men  their  creation  mar 
Jn  profiting  by  them.*'    Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail; 
For  we  are  soft  as  our  complexions  are. 
And  credulous  to  false  prints/ 

jing.  I  think  it  well: 

And  from  this  testimony  of  your  own  sex, 
(Since,  I  suppose,  we  are  made  to  be  no  stronger 
Than  faults  may  shake  our    frames,)  let  me  be 

bold;—  ' 
I  do  arrest  your  words;  Be  that  you  are. 
That  is,  a  woman;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none; 
If  you  be  one,  (as  you  are  well  express'd 
By  all  exterual  warrants,)  show  it  now. 
By  putting  cm  the  destined  livery, 

habf  I  have  no  tongue  but  onet  gentle  my  lord. 
Let  Qie  intreat  you  speak  the  former  mnguage. 

jdng.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

Jsab.  My  brother  did  love  Juliet;  and  you  tell  me. 
That  he  shall  die  for  it. 

Ang*  He  ^11  not,  Isabel,  if  you  pve  me  love. 

IsabeL  I  know,  your  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't,^ 
Which  seems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is. 
To  pluck  on  others, 

^ngf  Believe  me,  on  mine  honour. 

My  words  express  my  purpose. 

Isab.  Ha !  little  honour  to  be  much  believ'd, 

to  be  this  : — ^We  are  all  frail,  says  Angelo.  Yes,  replips  Isabella ; 
if  he  has  dot  one  associate  in  his  crime,  if  no  other  person  own  and 
follow  the  same  criminal  courses  which  yovi  are  now  pursuuig,  let 
*  my  brother  suffer  death.    Ma lo n  e  ^ 

^  Jn  profiting  bif  themJ]  In  taking  advantage  of  them. 

^ faheprinU,']  i.  e  take  any  impression. 

s  ......  hath  a  licence  i»7^]  au  ai^)eaiBnce  of  licentiousneis. 
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And  most  perniciouis  purpose  !—Sfeeinmg,    see- 
ing I  ^ — 
I  will  proclaim  thee,  Angelo ;  look  fw't: 
Sign  me  a  present  pardon  for  my  brother. 
Or,  with  an  outstretched  throat,  I'll  tell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  art. 
^ng.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Isabel  ? 

'  My  unsoil'd  name,  the  austereness  of  my  life. 
My  vouch  against  you,  arid  my  place  i'tte  stale. 
Will  SO'  your  accusation  overweigh. 
That  you  shall  stifle  in  your  own  repOTt, 
And  smell  pf  calumny.     I  have  begun; 
And  now  I  give  my  sensual  race  the  rem: 
Fit  thy  consent  to  my  sharp  appetite; 
Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blushes. 
That  banish  what  they  sue  for;  redeem  thy  Iwrother 
By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will; 
Or  else  he  must  not  only  die  the  death. 
But  thy  unkindness  shall  his  death  driaw  out 
To  lingering  sufferance:  answer  me  to-nlorrow. 
Or,  by  the  affection  that  now  guides  me  most, 
ril  prove  a  tyrant  to  him :  As  for  you. 
Say  what  you  can,  my  false  o'erweighs  your  thi^. 

\Emt. 
Isah.  To  whom  i^all  I  complain?  t)id  I  teH  this. 
Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  moiiths. 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  self-same  tongue, 
Either  of  condemnation  orapproof ! 
Bidding  the  law  make  court'sy  to  their  will ; 
Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite. 
To  follow  as  it  draws!  Y\\  to  my  brother: 
Though  he  hath  fallen  by  prompture*  of  the  blood, 

'  Yet  hath  he  in  him  such  a  mind  of  honour. 
That  had  he  twenty  heads  to  tender  down 

' Seeming,  seeming  /]  Hypocrisy,  liypocrisy, 

*; prompture '^'\  Suggestion,  temptatron,  instigation. 
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On  tweirty  bloody  biocks,  he'd  yield  them  up^ 

Before  his  sister  should  her  body  stoop 

To  such  abhorr'd  pollution. 

Then  Isabel,  live  chaste,  and,  brother,  die: 

More  than  dxsr  brother  is  our  chastity. 

I'll  tdl  him  yet  6f  Angelo's  f*equest. 

And  fit  hi^  mind  to  d^th,  for  his  tool's  re&t.  [Esit. 


Acrn. 

1SCENEL    A  itoom  in  the  Prison. 

'  Enter  Duke,  Claubio,  and  Provost. 

Duke.  ^  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord 

Angelo  ? 
Claud.  The  miserable  have  no  other  medicine^ 
But  only  hope : 
I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  absohite  for  death;   either  death,    o^ 

life, 
Shall  thereby  be  the  sweeter.     Reason  thus  with 

life,— 
If  I  do  lose  thee,  I  do  lose  a  thing 
That  ikme  but  fools  w6uld  keep:^  a  breath  thou  art* 
ffl^rite  fei  All  the  skiey  influences,)  ; 

Thai  dost  this  habitation,  where  thou  keep'st. 
Hourly  aMict:  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool; 
For  him  thou  labour'st  by  thy  flight  to  shufl. 
And  yet  run'st  toward  him  still :  Thou  art  not  noble; 
.For  airthe  accommodations  that  thou  bear'st, 
Are  nurs'd  by  bareness:    Thou  art  by  no  means 

valiant^ 
For  thou  dost  fear  the  soft  ^nd  tender  fork 
Of  a  ipoot  worm :  Thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep, 

*  fhkt  Hmt  hut  foots  icoidd  keep:}  1. 1,  <±i^  &r.  . 
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And  that  thou  6ft  provok'jt;  yet  gix)ssly  fear'st 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more;*    "Riou  art  not  thy- 

stelf; 
For  thou  exist'st  on  many  a  thousand  grains 
That  issue  out  of  dust:  Happy  thou  art  not: 
For  what  thou  hast  not,  still  liiou  striv'st  to  get; 
And  what  thou  hast,  forget'st:   Thou  art  not  cer-r 

tain; 
For  thy  complexion  shifts  to  strange  effects,^ 
Aft^r  the  moon:  If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor; 
For,  like  an  ass,  whose  back  with  ingats  bows. 
Thou  bear'st  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journey. 
And  death  unloads  thee:  Friend  hast  thou  none; 
For  thine  own  bowels,  which  do  call  thee  sire. 
The  mere  effusion  of  thy  proper  loins. 
Do  curse  the  gout,  serpigo,®  and  the  rheum, 
For  ending  thee  no  sooner:.  Thou  hast  nor  youth, 

nor  age; 
But,  as  it  were,  an  after-dinner*s  sleep. 
Dreaming  on  both :  for  all  thy  blessed  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
Of  palsied  eld  ;^  and  when  thou  art  old^  and  rich, 

• '         Thy  best  of  rest  is  sleep. 
And  thai  thou  aft  prffColCst;  yet  grossly  fear* H 
Thy  deaih,  which  is  no  more.']  I  cannot  without  indignatioa 
find  Skakspeare  saymg,  that  death  is  only  sleep,  len^tbeniiig  out 
his  exhortation  by  a  sentence  which  in  the  Friar  u  impious^  in  the 
leasoner  is  foolbh^  and  in  the  poet  trite  and  vulgar.    John  son. 

This  was  an  oversight  in  ghakspeare;  for  in  the  p^coEid  scene  of 
the  fourth  Act>  the  Provost  sj^e^ks  of  th^  d^sp^r^te  Bamardme,  as 
one  who  regards  death  only  as  a  drunken  sleep,    Stebvens. 

I  apprehend  Shakspeare  means  to  say  no  more,  than  that  the 
passage  fix)m  this  life  to  another  is  as  easy  as  sleep ;  a  portion  in 
which  there  is  surely  neither  folly  nor  in^iety.    MitLONB. 

^  —  strange  effects,]  read  affects  or  <0ectums, 

•  —  serpigo, "]  Thip  serpigo  is  a  kind  of  tetter. 

^' — f  palsied  eld'y]  Eldis  here  put  £oi  old  people,  Skakspeare 
declares  th^t  man  has  neither  youth  nor  age  $  for  in  youth,  which 
is  the  happiest  time,  pf  wMch  might  be  tl^  happiest,  be  com- 
monly wants  means  to  obtain  what  he  coufai  ^joy ;  he  is  depen- 
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Thou  hast  neither  heat,  afiection,  limb,  nor  beauty, 
To  make  thy  ridies  pleasant.    What's  yet  in  this, 
That  bears  the  name  of  life?  Yet  in  this  life 
lie  hid  mor^  thousand  deaths :  yet  death  we  fear. 
That  makes  these  odds  all  even. 

Claud.  I  humbly  thank  you. 

^o  sue  to  live,  I  find,  I  seek  to  die; 
And,  seeking  death,  find  life:  Let  it  come  on. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Isal.  What,  ho!  Peace  here;  grace  and  good 

company! 
jPrcv.  Who's  tnere?  come  in:  the  wish  deserves 

a  welcome. 
Duke.  Dear  sir,  ere  long  I'll  visit  you  again. 
Claud.  Most  lK)ly  sir,  I  thank  you. 
Isab.  My  business  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudio. 
.  Prov.  And  very  welcome.    Look,  signior,  here's 

your  sister. 
Duke.  Provost,  a  word  with  you. 
Prcv.  As  many  as  you  please. 

Duke.  Bring  them  to  speak,   where  I  may  be 

conceal'd. 
Yet  hear  them.  [Exeunt  Duke  and  Provost. 

Claud.  Now,  sister,  what's  the  comfort  ? 

Isab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are;  most  good  in 

deed:'  . 

LordAngelo,  having  affairs  to  heaven, 

dent  on  palsied  dd;  muH  beg  alms  from  the  coffers  of  hoaiy 
avarice  ^  and  being  veiy  ni^ardly  supplied^  becomes  as  aged, 
locks,  Kke  an  old  man,  on  hapfmiess  which  is  beyond  his  reach. 
And>  when  he  is  old  tmd  rick,  wjien  he  has  wealth  enough  for  the 
purchase  of  all  that  formerly  excited  his  desires,  he  has  no  longer 
the  powers  of  enjoyment : 

'    ■  has  neither  heat,  affection,  limbf  nor  beauftf, 
To  maice  his  riches  pleasant. -^ 
*  —  most  good  lir  deed^]  i.  e,  truly. 
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Intenda  you  for  his  swift  embassador. 
Where  you  shaU  be  an  everlasting  Idiger? 
Therefore  your  best  appointment  m^e  wkh  q>6dd  ;l 
To-morrow  you  set  xm. 

Claud.  Is  there  iia  remedy  } 

Lab.  None,  but  sauch  remedy,  as,  to  save  a  head. 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  2 

Isab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live; 
There  is  a  devilish  mercy  in  the  ju^ge. 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life. 
But  fetter  you  till  death  • 

Claud.  Perpetu^  durance  ? 

Isab.  Ay,  just,  perpetual  durance;  a  restraint, 
Thourii  all  the  world's  vastidity  you  had,  . 
To  a  determin'd  scope.* 

Claud.  But  in  what  nature? 

hab.  In.such  a  one  as  (you  consenting  to't) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear. 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  meknow  thepoint« 

hdb.  O,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio;  and  I  quakes 
Lest  thou  a  feverous  life  should'st  entertain. 
And  six  or  seven  winters  more  respect 
Than  a  perpetual  honour.    Dar'st  thou  die  } 
The  sense  of  death  is  most  in  apprehension; 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  sufferance  finds  a  pang  as  gr^ 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  shame? 

* -T— fl«  ci?erZtM^mg  Idger: 
Therrfore  your  best  a{^mtment — ]  Lei^  tuthejsam^  wiA. 
resident.    Appointment}  prepara^on^  act  <a  fittings  or  stat^  cf, 
being  fitted  for  any  thing. 
^  —  a  restraint 
To  a  deiermin'd  scapeJi  A  confine ipent  of  your  mind- to  one 
painful  idea;  to  ignominy,  of  which  ihQ  rememhiance>caa  neither 
be  suppressed  nor  escaped.    Josnson.  . 
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Think  you  I  can  a  resolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tenderness  ?  If  I  must  die, 
I  will  encounter  darkness  as  a  bride. 
And  hug  it  in  mine  arms. 

Isab.  There  spake  nay  brother;  there  my  father's 
grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice !  Yes,  thou  must  die: 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conserve  a  life 
In  base  appliances.   This  outward-sainted  deputy^i-— 
Whose  settled  visage  ^nd  deliberate  word 
Nips  youth  i'the  head,  and  follies  dotl^  enmew/ 
As  falcon  doth  the  fowl,*— is  yet  a  devil ; 
His  filth  within  being  cast,®  he  would  appear 
A  pond  as  deep  as  hell. 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo  ? 

Isab*  O,  *tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell. 
The  damned'st  body  to  invest  and  cover 
In  princely  guards!*  Dost  thou  think,  Claudip, 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginity. 
Thou  might'st  be  freed  ? 

Claud.  O,  heavens!  it  cannot  be. 

Isab.  Yes,  he  would  give  it  thee,  from  this  rank 
offence,® 
So  to  offend  him  still :  This  night's  the  time 
That  I  should  do  what  I  abhor  to  name. 
Or  else  thou  diest  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Thou  shalt  not  d</t* 

Isab.  O,  were  it  but  my  life. 


^  follies  doth  enmew,]    Forces  follies  to  lie  in  cover, 

without  daring  to  show  themselves. 

^  As  falcon  doth  the  fowl,']  as  the  fowl  is  afield  to  flutter  whOe 
the  falcon  hovers  over  it. 

*  Hisjilth  within  being  cast,]  To  cast  2l  pond  b  to  empty  it  of 
mud. 

^  'princely  guards!}  i.  e.  badges  of  royalty,  <»:  outward 

appearances.     Scone  would  read  priestly  guards,  or  sanctity. 

**  —  from  this  rank  offence,']  from  the  time  of.  my  committingi 
this  ofience,  you  might  persist  in  sinning  with  safety. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


148        MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

Fd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin« 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Isabel. 

Isab.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to-morrow* 

Claud.  Yes. — Has  he  affections  in  him, 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nose. 
When  he  would  force  it  ?  Sure  it  is  no  sin ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  seven  it  is  the  least. 

Isab.  Which  is  the  least  ? 

Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he,  being  so  wise. 
Why,  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurably  fin'd  ?^ — O  Isabel ! 

Isab.  What  says  my  brother  ? 

Claud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

Isab.  And  shamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,   but  to   die,   and  go  we  know  not 
where; 
To  lie  in  cold  obstruction,  and  to  f ot  $ 
This  sensible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneaded  clod;  and  the  delighted  spirit V 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  reside 
In  thrilling  regions  of  thick-ribbed  ice; 
To  be  imprisoned  in  the  viewless  winds/ 
And  blown  with  restless  violence  round  about 
The  pendent  world;  or  to  be  worse  than  worst 
Of  those,  that  lawless  and  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling ! — ^\a^  too  horrible ! 
The  weariest  and  most  loathed  worldly  life. 
That  age,  ach,  penury,  and  imprisonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradise 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Isab.  Alas!  alas! 

Claud.  Sweet  sister,  let  me  live: 

»  Be  perdurably^'d?]  Perdurably  is  lastingly. 
» — ^  delighted  spirit — ^]  i.  e.  the  spirit  aGCUstomed  here  t» 
e^se  and  delists.  . 

*—— viewless  wrwd^,]  i.  e.  unseen^  invisible.    . 
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What  sin  you  do  to  save  a  brother's  life. 
Nature  dispenses  with  the  deed  sp  &ar^ 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Jsab.  O,  you  beast! 

O,  faithless  coward!  O,  dishcmest  wretch! 
Wilt  thou  be  made  a  man  out  of  my  vice  i 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  incest,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  sister's  shame  P  What  should  I  think  ? 
Heaven  shield,  my  mother  play'd  my  father  feirl 
For  such  a  warped  slip  o£  wilderness^ 
Ne'er  issu'd  frcra  his  bloDd*    Take  my  defiance  :f*  ^ 
Die;  perish  1  might  but  my  bending  down 
Reprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  should  proceed: 
I'll  pray  a  thousaod  prayers  for  tity  death. 
No  word  to  save  th&e. 

Claud.  Nay,  Hear  me,  Isabel. 

Isab.  O,  fye,  fye,  fye! 

Thy  sin's  not  accidental,  but  a  trade  :^ 
Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itself  a  bawd:     » 
'Tis  best  that  thou  diest  quickly.  TGoivg. 

Claude  O  hear  me,  Isabella. 

Re-enter  Duke. 

Duhe.  Vouchsafe  a  word,  young  sister,  but  one 
word. 

hab.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  dispense  with  your  leisure,  I 
woidd  by  and  by  have  some  speech  with  you:  the 
satisfaction  I  would  require,  is  hkewise  your  own 
benefit. 

I$ab.  I  h»ve  no  superfluous  leisure ;  my  stay  imist 
foe  stolen  out  of  other  affiurs;  but  I  will  attend  you 
a  while. 


'  — —  a  warped  dip  of  wildemest  <»^]    i. «.  wIMms^. 
4  Take  my  d^anoe :]    D^iemce  is  r^'iuai, 
^ -^^<<— ^a  txadeO    Aeustom^  an  ettabHibed  k^ut. 
VOL.  II.  .  N 
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Duke.  [To  CLAtJDio,  asideJ]  Son,  I  hav6  over- 
heard what  hath  past  between  you  and  your  sister. 
Angelo  had  never  the  purpose  to  corrupt  her;  only 
he  hath  made  an  essay  of  her  virtue,  to  practise  his 
judgment  with  the  disposition  of  natures;  she,  hav- 
ing the  truth  of  honour  in  her,  hath  made  him  that 
gracious  denial  which  he  is  most  glad  to  receive:  I 
am  confessor  to  Angelo,  and  I  know  this  to  be  true; 
therefore  prepare  yourself  to  death:  Do  not  satisfy 
your  resolution  with  hopes  that  are  fallible:®  to- 
morrow you  must  die;  go  to  your  knees,  and  make 
ready. 

Claud.  Let  me  ask  my  sister  pardon.  I  am  so  out 
of  love  with  life,  that  I  will  sue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

Z)MAe.  Hold  you  there:  Farewell. 

[Exit  Claudio. 

Re-enter  Provost. 

Provost,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke.  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone : 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid;  my  mind  pro- 
mises with  my  habit,  no  loss  shall  touch  her  by  my 
company. 

Prov.  In  good  time.^  [Exit  Provost. 

Duke.  The  hand  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath 
made  you  good:  the  goodness,  that  is  cheap  in 
beauty,  makes  beauty  brief  in  goodness;  but  grace, 
being  the  soul  of  your  complexion,  should  keep  the 
body  of  it  ever  fair.  The  assault,  that  Angelo  hath 
made  to  you,  fortune  hath  convey'd  to  my  under- 
standing; and,  but  that  frailty  hath  examples  for  his 
falling,  I  should  wonder  at  Angelo.     How  would 

*  DonQi  satisfy  j/otfr  resolvtitm  with  hopes  that  are  fallible:]  i.  e. 
Do  not  rest  with  sati$&cti€)n  on  hopes  that  are  fallible, 

^  In  good  time:'}  .  i.  e^  d  la-  bonne  heure,  so  be  it>  veiy  Avell. 
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you  do  to  content  this  substitute^  and  to  save  your 
brother. 

-  Isab.  I  am  now  going  to  resolve  him:  I  had  ra- 
ther my  brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  son  should 
'  be  unlawfully  bom*  But  O,  how  much  is  the  good 
duke  deceived  in  Angelo !  If  ever  he  return,  and  I 
can  speak  to  him,  I  will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or 
discover  his  government. 

Duke.  That  shall  not  be  much  amiss:  Yet,  as 
the  matter  now  stands,  he  will  avoid  your  accusa- 
tion; he  made  trial  of  you  only. — ^Therefore,  fasten 
your  ear  on  my  advisings;  to  the  love  I  have  in 
doing  good,  a  remedy  presents  itself.  I  do  make 
.myself  believe,  that  you  may  most  uprighteously  do 
a  poor  wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit ;  redeem  your 
brother  from  the  angry  law ;  do  no  stain  to  your  own 
gracious  person;  and  much  please  the  absent  duke^ 
if,  peradventure,  he  shall  ever  return  to  have  hear- 
•    ing  of  this  business, 

Isab.  Let  me  hear  you  speak  further;  I  have  spi- 
rit to  do  any  thing  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth 
of  my  spirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodne$s  never  fear- 
ful. Have  you  not  heard  speak  of  Mariana  the  sis- 
ter of  Frederick,  the  great  soldier,  who  miscarried 
at  sea  ? 

Isab.  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words 
went  with  her  name. 

Duke.  Her  should  this  Angelo  have  mairied;  was 
affianced  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed : 
between  which  time  of  the  contract,  and  limit  of 
the  solemnity,®  her  brother  Frederick  was  wrecked  at 
sea,  having  in  that  perish'd  vesf^l  the  dowry  of  his 
I  sister.  But  mark,  how  heavily  this  befel  to  the  poor 
gentlewoman :  there  she  lost  a  noble  and  renowned 

i        ^  •       . 

*— —  and  limit  of  the  solemnity,']    i.  e.  appointed  time.   . 
N   2 
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brothtfy  in  his  love  toward  her  ever  most  kind  md 
natural ;  with  him  the  portion  and  sinew  oif  her  for* 
tune,  her  marriage-dowry;  with  both,  h^-  axnbi- 
nate  hwband,^  thos  well-seeming  Angelo. 

Imb.  Can- this  be  80?  Did  Angelo  so  leave  her? 

Duke.  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry*d  not  one 
of  them  with  his  comfort;  swallowed  his  vows 
whole,  pretending,  in  her,  discoveries  of  dishonour: 
in  few,  bestowed  her  on  her  own  lamentation,'  which 
she  yet  wears  for  Ym  sake;  and  he,  a  marbie  to  her 
tears,  is  washed  with  them,  but  relents  not. 

hab.  What  a  n^rit  were  it  in  death,  to  take  this 
poor  maid  from  the  world!  What  corruption  in 
this  life,  that  it  will  let  this  man  live  !-^B^t  how  out 
of  tliis  can  she  avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  ruptwe  that  you  may  easily  heal: 
^oA  the  aire  of  it  not  only  saves  your  brother,  but 
keeps  you  from  dishonour  in  doing  it. 

Isab.  Show  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore*named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the 
continuance  of  her  first  afiection ;  his  unjust'  unkind- 
ness,  that  in  all  reason  should  have  quem^hed  her 
love,  hath,  like  an  impediment  in  the  current,  roada 
it  more  violent  and  urmily.  Go  you  to  Angelo ;  an- 
swer his  requiring  with  a  plausible  obedience;  agree 
with  his  demands  to  the  point :  only  refer  yoursdf 
to  this  advantage,^— first,  that  your  stay  with  him 
may  not  be  long;  that  the  time  may  have  all  shadow 
and  silence  in  it;  and  the  place  answer  to  conve- 
nience: this  being  granted  in  course,  now  follows 
ail.  We  shall  advise  this  wronged  maid  to  stead  up 
your  appointment,   go  in  your  place;    if  the  en- 

9  M     I,  ker cOmbinate  hnshand,']     Combinate  is  betrothed, 

1 bestowed  her  m  her  owi  lamentation,']     i.  e«  ^  iier 

to  her  sorrows,  or  gave  her  up  to  them. 
*  —  ottlj/  refer  yourself  to  this  advantage,']    i,  e.  reserve  to 

yourself. 

t 
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counter  acknowledge  itself  hereafter,  it  may  com- 
pel him  to  her  recompense:  mkI  heie,  by  this, 
is  your  brother  saved,  your  honour  untainted,  the 
poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  the  corrupt  deputy 
scaled.^  The  maid  will  I  frame,  and  make  fit  for  his 
attempt.  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this  as  you  m^, 
the  doubleness  of  the  benefit  defends  the  deceit  from 
reproof.     What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Isab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already ; 
and,  I  trust,. it  will  grow  to  a  most  pro^rous  per- 
fection. 

Duhe.  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up:  Haste 
you  speedily  to  Angelo;  if  for  this  night  he  entreat 
you  to  his  bed,  give  him  promise  of  satisfaction.  I 
will  presently  to  St.  Luke*s;  there,  at  the  moated 
grange^  resides  this  dejected  Mariana:  At  that  place 
call  upon  me;  and  despatch  with  Angeloy  that  it 
may  be  quickly. 

Isab.  I  thank  you  iot  this  comfort:  Fare  you 
well,  good  fether.  [Ecceunt  severally. 


SCENE  II. 

The  Street  before  the  Prison. 

Enter  Duke,  as  a  Friar;  to  him  Elbow>  Clown, 
and  Ofiicers. 

Elb.  Nay,  if  there  be  no  remedy  for  it,  but 
that  you  will  needs  buy  and  sell  men  and  women 
like  beasts,  we  shall  have  all  the  world  drink  brown 
and  white  bastard.* 

* the  corrupt  deputy  scaled.]    i.  e.  over-reacked. 

*  — -  tke  moated  grtuage,]  A  grange,  in  its  origteal  signiic^* 
tion,  meant  a  fann-house  of  a  monastery,  from  which  it  wa»  al» 
ways  at  some  little  distance. 

*  ^.m^  bastard.}   Bastard  was  rai^  wine. 
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Duke. ,  O,  heavens !  what  stuff  is  here  ? 

Clo.  'Twas  never  , merry  world,  since,  of  twa 
usuries,  the  merriest  was  put  down,  and  the  worser 
allow'd  by  order  of  law  a  furr*d  gown  to  keep  him 
warm ;  and  furrM  with  fox  and  lamb-skins  too,  to 
^gnify,  that  craft,  being  richer  thw  innocency, 
stands  for  the  facing. 

Elb.  Come  you?  way,  sir;-r-Bles8  you,  good 
f;Either  friar. 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father:  What 
offence  hath  this  man  made  you,  sir? 

Elb.  Marry,  sir,  he  hath  offended  the  law;  and, 
sir,  we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  sir;  for  we 
have  found  upon  him,  sir,  a  strange  pick-lock| 
which  we  have  sent  to  the  deputy. 

Duke.  Fye,  sirrah;  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd! 
The  evil  that  thou  causest  to  b^  done. 
That  is  thy  means  to  live :  Do  thou  but  think 
What  'tis  to  qram  a  maw,  or  clothe  a  back. 
From  such  a  filthy  vice :  say  to  thyself,-^ 
From  their  abominable  and  beastly  touches 
I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myself,  and  live. 
Canst  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life. 
So  stinkingly  depending  ?  Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clo.  Indmi,  itdoes  stink  in  some  sort,  sir;  but 
yet,  sir,  I  would  proved 

Diike.  Nay,  if  the  devil  have  given  thee  proofe 
for  sin. 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  prison,  officer; 
Correction  and  instruction  must  both  work. 
Ere  tjiis  rude  beast  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  must  before  the  deputy,  sir;  he  has 
given  him  warning:  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a 
whoremaster;  if  he  be  a  whoremonger,  and  comes 
before  him,  he  were  as  good  go  a  mile  on  hjs 
errand. 
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Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  some  would  iseem  to  be, 
Free  from  our  faults,  as  faults  from  seeming,  free  !* 

Enter  Lucio. 

Elb,  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waist,  a  cord,^ 
sir. 

Clo.  I  spy  comfort;  I  cry,  bail:  Here's  a  gen- 
tleman, and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lucio.  How  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  What,  at  the 
heels  of  Caesar?  Art  thou  led  in  triumph?  What, 
is  there  none  of  Pygmalion's  images,  newly  mad^ 
woman,  to  be  had  now,  for  putting  the  hand  in 
the  pocket  and  extracting  it  clutch'd?  What  reply? 
Ha?  What  say'st  thou  to  this  tune,  matter,  and 
method  ?  Is't  not  drown'd  i'  the  last  rain  ?  Ha  ? 
What  say'st  thou,  trot?  Is  the  world  as  it  was, 
man?  Which  is  the  way  ?  Is  it  sad,  and  few  words? 
Or  how?  The  trick  of  it? 

Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus !  still  worse ! 

Lucio.  How  doth  my  dear  morse},  thy  mistress? 
Procures  she  still?  Ha? 

Clo.  Troth,  sir,  she  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef, 
and  she  is  herself  in  the  tub. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  good;  it  is  the  right  of  it;  it 
^must  be  so:  Ever  your  fresh  whore,  and  your  pow- 
der'd  bawd:  An  unshunn'd  consequence;  it  must 
be  so:  Art  going  to  prison,  Pompey? 

Clo*  Yes,  feith^.  sir- 

*  That  XDe  were  all,  as  some  XDOuld  seem  to  he. 
Free  from  our  faults,  as  fauksfrotn  seeming,  free  f}  i.e.  as 
faults  are  destitute  of  all  comeliness  or  seeming.  The  first  of  these 
lines  refers  to  the  deputy's  sanctified  hypocrisy ;  the  second  to  the 
Clown's  beastly  occupation.  But  the  latter  part  is  thus  ill  expressed 
for  the  sake  c^  rhyme.    Warburton. 

"?  His  neck  wUi  come  to  your  waist,  a  cord,  sir,"]  His  neck  will 
be  tied^  like  your  waist^  with  a  rope.  The  fHars  of  the  Francis- 
can order^  perhaps  of  aU  others^  wear  a  bempea  cord  fot  a  girdle. 
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Lucio.  Why  *tis  not  amiss,  Pompey:  Farewell: 
Go;  say,  I  sent  thee  thitha'.  For  debt,  Pompey? 
Or  how? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then  imprison  him:  If  imprison- 
ment be  the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  *tis  his  right : 
Bawd  is  he,  doubtless,  and  of  antiquity  too :  bawd- 
bom.  Farewell,  good  Poftipey:  C^ommend  me  to 
the  prison,  Pompey:  You  will  turn  good  husband 
now,  Pompey;  you  will  keep  the  house, 

Clo.  I  hope,  sir,  your  good  worship  will  be  my 
bail. 

Lucio.  No,  indeed,  will  I  not,  Pompey;  it  is  not 
the  wear.®  I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  mcrease  your 
bondage:  if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your 
mettle  is  the  more:  Adieu,  trusty  Pompey. — Bless 
you,  friar. 

Duke.  And  you. 

Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  still,  Pompey?  Ha.^ 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir;  come. 

Clo.  You  wul  not  bail  me  then,  sir  ? 

Lucio.  Then,  Pompey?  nor  now. — ^What  news 
abroad,  friar?  What  news? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  sir;  come. 

Lucio.  Go,*— to  kennel,  Pbmpey,  go : 

[Exeunt  Elbow,  Clown,  and  Officers. 
What  news,  friar,  of  the  duke? 

Duke.  I  know  none :  Can  you  tell  me  of  any? 

Lucio.  Some  say,  he  is  with  the  emperor  of 
Russia;  other  some,  he  is  in  Rome:  But  where  is 
he,  think  you  ? 

Duhe.  I  know  not  where:  But  wheresoever,  I 
wish  him  well. 

Lucio.  It  was  a  mad  fantastical  trick  of  him,  to 
steal  from  the  state,  and  usurp  the  beggary  he  was 

•  -.^—  it  is  ftot  ihe  wear.]   i.  e.  it  is  not  the  fashion. 
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net er  Ix^n  ta    Lord  Ai^lo  dukes  it  well  in  hb 
absence;  he  puto  transgression  to^t. 

Duke.  He  doed  well  in't. 

Jjucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do 
Hq  barm  in  him :  something  too  crabbed  tliat  wi^^ 
friar. 

Duic.  It  is  too  general  a  vice^  and  severity  must 
cure  it 

JLucio.  Yes,  in  good  sooth,  the  vice  is  of  a  great 
kindred;  it  is  well  ally*d:  but  it  is  impossible  to 
extirp  it  quite,  jfriar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put 
down.  They  say,  this  Angdo  was  not  made  by 
man  and  woman,  after  the  downright  way  of 
creation:  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Duke.  How  should  he  be  made  then? 

Ludo.  Some  report,  a  sea-maid  spawnM  him  :-^ 
Some,  that  he  was  begot  between  two  stock-fishes : 
—But  it  is  certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his 
urine  is  congeaFd  ice;  that  I  know  to  be  true:  and 
he  is  a  motion  ungenerative,  that*s  infallible. 

Duke.  You  are  pleasaqt,  sir;  and  speak  apace. 

Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthless  thing  is  this  in 
him,  for  the  rebellion  of  a  cod-piece,  to  take  away 
the  life  of  a  man  ?  Would  the  duke,  that  is  absent^ 
have  done  this?  Ere  he  would  have  hang'd  a  man 
for  the  getting  a  hundred  bastards,  he  would  have 
paid  for  the  nursing  a  thousand:  He  had  some 
feeling  of  the  sport;  he  knew  the  service,  and  that 
instructed  him  to  mercy. 

.  Duke.  I  never  heard  the  absent  duke  much  de- 
tected for  women  ;^  he  was  not  inclined  that  way. 

Lucio.  O,  sir,  you  are  deceived. 

Duke.  'Tis  not  possible. 

Lucio.  Who  ?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar 
of  fifty; — and  his  use  was,  to  put  a  ducat  in  her 

»  mj^^..^  much  detectedyb)-  women  i\  charged  or  gtdliy. 
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dack-dish:*  the  duke  had  crotchets  in  him:  He' 
would  be  drunk  too ;  that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke.  You  do  him  wrong,  surely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his:*  A  shy  fellow 
was  the  duke:  and,  I  believe,  I  know  the  cause  of 
his  withdrawing. 

Duke.  What,  I  pr*ythee,  might  be  the  cause  ? 

Lucio.  No, — pardon; — *tis  a  secret  must  be 
locked  within  the  teeth  and  the  lips :  but  this  I  can 
let  you  understand, — ^The  greater  file®  of  the  subject 
held  the  duke  to  be  wise. 

Duke.  Wise  ?  why,  no  question  but  he  was. 

Lucio.  A  very  superficial,  ignorant,  unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke.  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  mis- 
taking; the  very  stream  of  his  life,  and  the  business 
he  hath  helmed,*  must,  upon  a  warranted  need, 
give  him  a  better  proclamation.  Let  him  be  but 
testimonied  in  his  own  bringings  forth,  and  he  shall 
appear  to  the  envious,  a  scholar,  a  statesman,  and  ai 
soldier:  Therefore,  you  speak  unskilfiilly;  or,  if 
your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darkened  in 
jrour  malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him. 

Duke.  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and 
knowledge  with  dearer  love. 

Lucio.  Come,  sir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke.  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  since  you  know 
not  what  you  speak.  But,  if  eva*  the  duke  return, 
(as  our  prayers  are  he  may,)  let  me  desire  you  to 


* clack-dish:']    The  beggars,  two  or  three  centuries  ago, 

used  to  proclaim  their  want  by  a  wooden  dish  with  a  moveiable 
cover,  wnich  they  clacked,  to  show,  that  their  vessel  was  empty, 

*  —  an  inward  of  his:]    Inward  is  intimate. 

5 The  greater  file  — ]     The  greater  number. 

* the  business  he  hath  helmed,]     The  difficulties  he  hatk 

steer* d  through.    A  metaphor  from  navigation. 
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make  your  answer  before  him:  If  it  be  honest  you 
have  spoke,  you  have  courage  to  maintain  it :  I  am 
bound  to  call  upon  you ;  and,  I  pray  you,  your  name  ? 

Lucio.  Sir,  my  name  is  I^ucid;  well  known  to 
the  duke. 

Duke.  He  shall  know  you  better,  sir,  if  I  may 
live  to  report  you. 

Lucio.  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  O,  you  hope  the  duke  will  return  no 
more;  or  you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppo- 
site.^ But,  indeed,  I  can  do  you  little  harm:  youll 
forswear  this  again. 

Lucio.  ni  be  hang'd  first:  thou  art  deceived  in 
me,  friar.  But  no  more  of  this:  Canst  thou  tell, 
if  Claudio  die  to-morrow,  or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  should  he  die,  sir? 

Lucio.  Why  ?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-dish« 
I  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  returned  again: 
this  ungenitur'd  agent  will  unpeople  the  province 
with  continency;  sparrows  must  not  build  in  his 
house-eavfes,  because  they  are  lecherous.  The  duke 
yet  would  have  dark  deeds  darkly  answer'd;  he 
would  never  bring  them  to  light :  would  he  were 
returned!  Marr}%  this  Claudio  is  condemned  for 
untrussing.  Farewell,  good  friar;  I  pr'ythee,  pray 
for  me.  The  duke,  I  say  to  thee  again,  would  eat 
mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  now  past  it;  yet,  and 
I  say  to  thee,  ne  would  mouth  with  a  beggar, 
though  she  smelt  brown  bread  and  garlick:  say, 
that  I  said  so.     Farewell.  -  [Exit. 

Duke.  No  might  nor  greatness  in  mortality 
Can  censure  'scape ;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whitest  virtue  strikes :  What  king  so  strong, 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  slanderous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ?  •  ' 

*  _—  opposite,']  i.  e.  oj^nent,  adversary. 
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Enter  Escalus,  Provost,  Bawd,  and  Officers, 

EscaL  Gk>,  away  with  her  to  prison. 

Baivd.  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me;  your 
honour  is  accounted  a  merciml  man:  good  my 
lord. 

EscaL  Double  and  treble  admonition,  sind  still 
forfeit  in  the  same  kind?  This  would  make  mercy 
swear,  and  play  the  tyrant. 

Prov.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may 
it  please  your  honour. 

Bawd.  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio^s  information 
against  me:  mistress  Kate  Keep-down  was  with 
child  by  him  in  the  duke's  time,  he  promised  her 
marriage;  his  child  is  a  year  and  a  quarter  old, 
come  Philip  and  Jacob:  I  have  kept  it  myself ;  and 
See  how  he  goes  about  to  abuse  me. 

EscaL  That  fellow  is  a  fellow  of  inuch  licence:— 
let  him  be  called  before  us. — ^Away  with  her  to 
prison:  Gro  to;  no  more  words.  [Exeunt  Bawd  and 
Officers.]  Provost,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be 
alter'd,  Claudio  must  die  to-morrow:  let  him  be 
furnished  with  divines,  and  have  all  charitable  pre- 
paration: if  my  brother  wrought  by  my  pity,  it 
should  not  be  so  with  him. 

Prov.  So  please  you,  this  friar  hath  been  with 
him,  and  advised  him  for  the  entertainment  of 
death. 

EscaL  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke.  Bliss  and  goc^ess  on  you! 

EscaL  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke.  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance 
is  now 
To  use  it  for  my  time :  I  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  late  come  from  the  see, 
In  special  business  from  his  holiness. 
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Escal.  What  news  abroad  i'  the  world? 

DuAe.  None,  but  that  there  is  so  great  a  fever 
on  goodness,  that  the  dissolution  of  it  must  cure  it: 
novelty  is  only  in  request;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to 
be  aged  in  any  kind  of  course,  as  it  is  virtuous  to 
be  constant  in  any  undertaking.  There  is  scarce 
truth  ei\ough  alive,  to  make  societies  secure;  but 
security  enough,  to  make  fellowships  acciirs'd:^ 
much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wisdom  of  the 
world.  This  news  is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every 
day's  news.  I  pray  you,  sir,  of  what  disposition 
was  the  duke? 

EscaL  One,  that,  above  all  other  strifes,  con- 
tended especially  to  know  himself.  ' 

Duke.  What  pleasure  was  he  given  to  ? 

EscaL  Rather  rejoicing  to  see  another  merry, 
than  merry  at  any  thing  which  profess'd  to  make 
him  rejoice :  a  gentleman  of  all  temperaiK^.  But 
leave  we  him  to  his  events,  with  a  prayer  they  may 
prove  prosperous;  and  let  me  desire  to  know  ho«r 
you  find  Claudio  prepared.  I  am  made  to  under- 
stand, that  you  have  lent  him  visitation. 

Duke.  He  professes  to  have  received  no  sinister 
measure  from  his  judge,  but  most  willingly  humbles 
himself  to  the  determination  of  justice:  yet  had  he 
framed  to  himself,  by  the  instruction  of  his  frailty, 
many  deceiving  promises  of  life;  which  I,  by  my 
good  leisure,  have  discredited  to  him,  and  now  is 
he  resolved^  to  die. 

EscaL  You  have  paid  the  heavens  your  &nction. 


^. There  is  scarce  truth  enough  alke,  to  make  societies  secure ; 
hut  security  enough,  to  make  felhwships  occurs' d :"]  The  seuse  is, 
"  There  scarcely  exists  sufficient  honesty  in  the  world  to  make 
social  life  secure;  but  there  are  occasions  enough  where  a  man  may 
be  drawn  in  to  become  surety,  which  will  make  him  pay  dearly 
for  his  friend^ps/* 

I  — ^—  resolved  — ]     i.  e.  satisfied. 
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and  the  prisoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  I 
have  laboured  for  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the  ex- 
tremest  shore  of  my  modesty ;  but  my  brother  justice 
have  I  found  so  severe,  that  he  hath  forced  me  to 
tell  him,  he  is  indeed — justice.® 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  answer  the  straitness  of 
his  proceeding,  .it  shall  become  him  well ;  wherein, 
if  he  chance  to  fail,  he  hath  sentenced  himself. 

EscaL  I  am  going  to  visit  the  prisoner:  Fare 
you  well. 

Duke.  Peace  be  with  you ! 

^Exeunt  Escalus  and  Provost. 
He,  who  the  sword  of  heaven  will  bear. 
Should  be  as  holy  as  severe ; 
Pattern  in  himself  to  know^^ 
Grace  to  stand,  and  virtue  go; 
More  or  less  to  others  paying, 
Than  by  self-offences  weighing. 
Shame  to  him,  whose  cruel  striking 
Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  1 
Twice  treble  shame  on  Angelo, 
To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow ! 
O,  what  may  man  within  him  hide. 
Though  angel  on  the  outward  side ! 
How  may  likeness,  made  in  crimes. 
Making  practice  on  the  times, 
Draw  with  idle  spiders'  strings 
Most  pond'rous  and  substantial  things!^ 

,    8 ke  iftitdfeeef— justice.]     Summum  jus,  summa  injuria. 

*  Pattern  in  himself  to  know,']  "  Pattern  in  himself  to  know/' 
is  to  feel  in  his  own  breast  that  virtue  which  he  makes  others 
practise. 

'  How  may  likeness,  made  in  crimes. 

Making  practice  on  the  times. 

Draw  with  idle  spiders'  strings, 

Most  ponderous  and  std)stantial  things  /]  Likeness  is  here  used 
for  specious  or  seeming  virtue.  So,  before :  "  O,  seeming,  seem- 
ing!"   The  sense  then  of  the  passage  is, — How  many  person^ 
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Craft  against  vice  I  must  apply : 

With  Angelo  to-night  shdl  lie 

His  old  betrothed^  but  despised; 

So  disguise  shall^  by  the  disguis*d^ 

Pay  with  falshood  false  exacting^ 

And  perform  an  old  contracting.  [Exit. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.  A  Room  in  Mariana's  House. 
Mabiana  discovered  sitting;   a  Boy  singing. 

SONG. 

^ahe,  ah  take  those  lips  away, 

That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn ; 
jind  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day, 

Lights  that  do  mislead  the  morn: 
But  my  kisses  bring  again, 

bring  again. 
Seals  of  love,  but  seaVd  in  vain, 

seaFd  in  vain. 

Mart.  Break  off  thy  song,  and  haste  thee  quick 
away; 
Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whose  advice 
Hath  often  stilFd  my  brawling  discontent. — 

[Exit  Boy. 


assuming  the  Ukeness  or  semblance  of  virtue^  while  they  qre  in  fact 
guilty  of  the  grossest  crimes,  impose  with  this  coonterfeit  sanctity 
upon  the  world,  in  order  to  draw  to  themselves  by  the  flimsiest  pre- 
tenmns  the  most  solid  advantages;  i.e.  pleasure,  honour,  reputa- 
tion^ &c.  *  Malovs. 
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Enter  Duke. 

Icryyoumerw,  sir;  and  well  oould  wish 

You  had  not  found  me  here  so  musical : 

Let  me  excuse  me,  and  bdieve  ine  «o,*~ 

My  mirth  it  much  disjdea$'d,  but  plea^'dmy  woe. 

Duke.  'Tis  good :  though  musick  oft  hath  such  a 
charm. 
To  make  bad,  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  inquired  for  mc 
here  to-day?  much  upon  this  time  have  I  promised 
here  to  meet. 

M(tri.  You  have  not  been  inquired  after:  I  have 
sat  here  all  day. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Duke.  I  do  constantly^  believe  you : — ^The  time 
is  come,  even  now.  I  shall  crave  your  forbearance 
a  little;  maybe,  I  will  call  upon  you  anon^  for  some 
advantage  to  yourself. 

Mari.  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  {^Exit. 

Duke.  Very  well  met,  and  welcomCf 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy? 

Isab.  He  hath  a  garden  circummur'd  with  brick. 
Whose  western  side  is  with  a  vineyard  back'd; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched^  gate. 
That  makes  hi$  opening  with  this  b^i^  k^y ; 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door. 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  g3rden  lead^ ; 
Thef  2  have  I  made  my  promise  to  call  00  him, 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night. 

Duke.  But  shall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this 
way? 

Isai.  I  have  ta*en  a  due  and  wary  note  upon*t; 

* constantly  — ]    Certjainly ;  without  fluctuatiQD  of  xjaiod. 

*  — — •  a  planched  gate^]  i.  e.  a  gate  made  of  boards.  . 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE.         ifls 

With  whispering  and  most  guilty  diligence. 
In  action  all  of  precept/  he  did  show  me 
The  way  twice  o*er. 

t>uke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 

Between  you 'greed,  concerning  her  observance? 

Isab.  No,  none,  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark; 
And  that  I  have  possessed  him,*  my  most  stay 
Can  be  but  brief:  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
1  have  a  servant  comes  with  me  along. 
That  stays  upon  me;  whose  persuasion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  TTis  well  borne  up. 

I  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this: — What,  ho !  within !  come  forth ! 

Re-entet  Mariana. 

I  pray  you,  be  acquainted  with  this  maid; 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 
Isab.  I  do  desire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  persuade  yourself,  that  I  respect 

you? 
Mari.  Good  friar,  I  know  you  do;   and   have 

found  it. 
Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the 
hand, 
Who  hath  a  story  ready  for  your  ear : 
I  shall  attend  your  leisure ;  but  make  haste; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 
Mari.  WilFt  please  you  walk  aside  ? 

[Exeunt  Mariana  and  Isabella. 
Duke.  O  place  and  greatness,  millions  of  false 
eyes 
Are  stuck  upon  thee!  volumes  of  report 

*  In  action  all  <f  precept,']  i.  e.  in  direction  green  not  by  words, 
but  by  mute  signs, 

* /  have  possessed  him,']  I  have  informed  him. 

VOL.  11.  O 
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Run  with  these  false  and  most  contrarious  qckestfr^ 
Upon  thy  doings!  thousand  ^scapes  of  wit^ 
Majce  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream. 
And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies! — ^Welcome!  How 
agreed? 

Re-enter  Mariana  and  Isabella. 

IsaB.  She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father,. 
If  you  advise  it. 

buke.  It  is  not  my  consent. 

But  my  intreaty  too. 

IsaL  Little  have  you  to  say, 

Wh«i  you  depart  from  him,  but,  soft  and  low. 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

Mari.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all: 
He  is  yoiu*  husband  on  a  pre-contract: 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  *tis  no  sin; 
'  Sith  that  the  justice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourish  the  deceit.®  Come,  let  us  go; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tithe's  to  sow. 

[EoneurU. 

SCENE  n. 

A  Room  in  the  Prison* 

Enter  Provost  and  Clown. 

•  Prov.  Come  hither^  sirrah:  Can  you  cut  off  a 
man's  head? 

Clo.  If  the  man' be  a  bachelor,  sir,  I  can:  but  if 
4ie  be  a  married  man,  he  is  his  Wife's  head,  audi 
can  never  cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

^'^''^  contrarious  quests '^'\  DifFerent  reports^  runnifig  counter 
,to^ac^^<^t()er. 

'  —  'scapes  of  wit  — ]  i.  e.  sallies,  inregularities. 

•  Doth  ^oj^h  the -dpaeitJ]  i.  e.  vmamenL 
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'  Prbv,  Come^  sir,  leave  me  your  snatches,  and 
yield  me  a  direct  answer.  To-morrow  morning  are 
to  die  Claudio  and  Bamardine :  Here  is  in  our  prison 
a  common  executioner,  who  in  his  office  lacks  a 
helper:  if  you  will  take  it  on  you  to  ^sist  him,  it 
shall  redeaayou  from  your  gyves;  if  not,  you  shall 
have  your  full  time  of  imprisonment,  and  your  de- 
liverance with  an  unpitied  whipping;  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious;  bawd, 

Clo.  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time 
out  of  mind;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful 
hangman.  I  would  be  glad  to,  receive  some  in- 
struction from  my  fellow  partner. 

Prov.  What  ho,  Abhorson!  Where's  Abhorson, 
there? 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Ahhor.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Prov*  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to* 
morrow  in  your  execution:  If  you  think  it  meet, 
compound  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide 
here  with  ^bu;  if  not,  use  him  for  the  present,  and 
dismiss  him :  He  cannot  plead  his  estimation  with 
you;  he  hath  been  a  bawd. 

Abhor.  A  bawd,  sir  ?  Fye  upon  him,  he  will  dis- 
credit our  mystery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  sir;  you  weigh  equally;  a  feather 
will  turn  the  scale.  \JExiU 

Clo.  Pray,  sir,  by  your  good  favour,  (for,  surely, 
sir,  a  good  favour^  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a 
hanging  look,)  do  you  call,  sir,  your  occupation  a 
mystery^? 

Abhor.  Ay,  sir;  a  mystery. 

Clo.  Painting,  sir,  I  have  heard  say,  is  a  mystery; 
and  your  whores,  sir,  being  members  of  my  occu- 

s  —  a  good  favovir  — ]  Faomir  k  g^mtenance. 
02 
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pation^  using  painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a 
mysteiy :  but  what  mystery  there  should  be  in  hang- 
ing, if  I  should  be  hang'd,  I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  mystery. 

Clo.  Proof. 

Abhor.  Every  true  man*s  apparel  fits  your  thief: 
If  it  be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true  man 
thinks  it  big  enough;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief, 
your  thief  thinks  it  little  enough:  so  every  true 
man*s  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

Re-enter  Provost. 

Prm).  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clo.  Sir,  I  vsrill  serve  him;  for  I  do  find,  your 
hangman  is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd; 
he  doth  oftner  ask  forgiveness. 

Prm).  You,  sirrah,  provide  your  blpck  and  your 
axe,  to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Abhor.  Come  on,  bawd;  I  will  instruct  thee  in 
my  trade;  follow. 

Clo.  I  do  desire  to  learn,  sir;  and,  I  hope,  if 
you  have  occasion  to  use  me  for  your  own  turn,  you 
shall  find  me  yare:^  for,  truly  sir,  for  your  kind- 
ness, I  owe  you  a  good  turn. 

Pr(yv.  Call  hither  Bamardine  and  Claudio : 

\JE,xeunt  Clown  and  Abhorson. 
One  has  my  pity ;  not  a  jot  the  other. 
Being  a  murderer,  though  he  were  my  brother. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death : 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to-morrow 
Thou  must  be  made  immortal.  Where's  Bamardine? 


»yarei]  i.e.handy^  nimble. 
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Claud.  As  fast  lock'd  up  in  sleeps   as  guiltless 
labour 
When  it  lies  starkly^  in  the  traveller's  bones: 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  good  on  him  ? 

Well,  go,  prepare  yourself.    But  hark,  what  noise? 

[^Knocking  within. 
Heaven  give  your  spirits  comfort!  \^Exit  Claudia* 

By  and  by: — 
I  hope  it  is  some  pardon,  or  reprieve. 
For  the  most  gentle  Claudio. — ^Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke* 

Duke.  The  best  and  wholesomest  spirits  of  the 
night 
Envelop  you,  good  Provost!  Who  calKd  here  of 
late? 
Prov.  None,  since  the  curfew  rung. 
Duke.  Not  Isabel' 

Prov.  No. 

Duke.  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  ? 
Duke.  There's  some  hope. 

Prov.  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 
Duke.  Not  so,  not  so;  his  life  is  paralleled 
Even  with  the  stroke  and  line  of  his  great  jus- 
tice; 
He  doth  with  holy  abstinence  subdue 
That  in  himself,  which  he  spurs  on  his  power 
To  qualify*  in  others :  were  he  meal'd* 
With  that  which  he  corrects,  then  were  he  tyran- 
nous; 

* */<irA:fy— ]    Stiffly.    These    two  lines  afibrd    a    veiy 

pleasing  image.    Johkson. 
'  To  qualify — ]  as  we  say  wine  is  yt«a/j^f(f  with  water. 
4  •p,^^  raeal*d  — }  Were  be  q>rinkled/  or  perhaps  nUngled, 
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But  this  bdng  so,  he's  just. — ^Now  are  they  come. — 
[^Knocking  within. — ^Provost  goes  otU. 
This  is  a  gentle  provost:  Seldom,  when 
The  steeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. — 
How  now  ?  What  noise  ?  That  spirit's  possess'd  with 

haste. 
That  wounds  the  unsisting   postern*    with  these 

strokes. 

Provost  returns,  speaking  to  one  at  the  door. 

Prov.  There  he  must  stay,  until  the  officer 
Arise  to  let  him  in ;  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duke.  Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudio  yet, 
But  he  must  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov.  None,  sir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning.  Provost,  as  it  is. 
You  shall  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov.  Happily, 

You  something  know;  yet,  I  believe,  there  comes 
No  countermand;  no  such  example  have  we: 
Besides,  upon  the  very  si^e  of  justice,^ 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  publick  ear 
Profess'd  the  contrary. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Duke.  This  is  his  lordship's  man. 

Prov.  And  here  comes  Qaudio's  pardon. 

Mess.  My  lord  hath  sent  you  this  note;  and  by 
me  this  further  charge,  that  you  swerve  not  from 
the  smallest  article  of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter,  or 
other  circumstance.  Good  mcwrow;  for,  as  I  takfe 
it,  it  is  almost  day. 

Prov.  I  shall  obey  him.  [Exit  Messenger. 

5  TAe  unsisting  postern]  i.e.  never  at  rest,  always  opening. 
6 .. siege  qf' justice,]  i.  e.  seat  of  justice.    Siege,  French. 
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Duke.  This  is  his  pardon;  purchased  by  such  sin^ 

[Aside. 
For  which  the  pardoner  himself  is  in : 
Hence  hath  offence  his  quick  celerity^ 
When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority: 
When  vice  makes  mercy,  mercy's  so  extended^ 
Hiat  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  friended.— 
Now,  sir,  what  news? 

Prov.  I  told  you:  Lord  Angelo,  belike,  think** 
ing  me  remiss  in  mine  office,  awakens  me  with  this 
unwonted  putting  on  :^  methinks,  strangely;  for  he 
hath  not  used  it  before* 

Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear. 

Prov.  [R^ds.]  Whatsoever  jfou  may  hear  to  the 
contrary y  let  Claudio  be  executed  by  four  of  the 
dock;  andy  in  the  afiemoon^  Bamardine:  for  my 
better  satisfaction,  let  me  have  Claudio* s  head  sent, 
me  by  Jive.  Let  this  be  duly  performed;  with  a 
doughty  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  must  yet 
deliver.  Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  qfficey  as  you  will 
answer  it  at  your  peril. 
What  say  you  to  this,  sir  ? 

Duke.  What  is  that  Bamardine,  who  is  to  be 
executed  in  the  afternoon  ? 

Prcyv.  A  Bohemian  bom;  but  h^e  nursed  up  and 
bred :  one  that  is  a  prisoner  nine  years  old.® 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  absent  duke  had 
not  either  deliver'd  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed 
him  ?  I  have  heard,  it  was  ever  his  manner  to  do 
so. 

Prov.  His  friends  still  wrought  reprieves  for 
him:  And,  indeed,  his  fact,  till  now  in  the  govern* 
merit  of  lord  Angelo,  came  not  to  an  undoubtful 
proof. 

7  — — .  putting  on;]  i.  e.  spur,  incitement. 
*  -^^.i—  one  thai  isaprwrner  nmtytars  old.l  u  €•  Thatboi  betn 
confined  these  nine  jein. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


172  MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

DuAe.  Is  it  now  apparent? 

Prov.  Most  manifest,  and  not  denied  by  himself. . 

Duke.  Hath  he  borne  hiniself  penitently  in  pri- 
son ?  How  seems  he  to  be  touch'd  ? 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more 
dreadfully,  but  as  a  drunken  sleep;  careless,  reck- 
less, and  fearless  of  what's  past,  present,  or  to 
come;  insensible  of  mortality,  and  desperately 
mortal. 

Duke.  He  wants  advice. 

Prov.  He  will  hear  none:  he  hath  evermore  had 
the  liberty  of  the  prison;  give  him  leave  to  escape 
hence,  he  would  not:  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if 
not  many  days  entirely  drunk.  We  have  very  often 
awaked  him,  as  if  to  carry  him  to  execution,  and 
show*d  him  a  seeming  warrant  for  it:  it  hath  not 
moved  him  at  all. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in 
your  brow.  Provost,  honesty  and  constancy:  if  I 
read  it  not  truly,  my  ancient  skill  beguiles  me;  but 
in  the  boldness  of  my  cunning,*^  I  will  lay  myself 
in  hazard.  Claudio,  whom  here  you  have  a  warrant 
to  execute,  is  no  greater  forfeit  to  the  law  than  An- 
gelo  who  hath  sentenced  him :  To  make  you  under- 
stand this  in  a  manifested  effect,  I  crave  but  four 
days  respite ;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me  both  a 
present  and  a  dangerous  courtesy. 

Prov.  Pray,  sir,  in  what? 

Duke.  In  the  delaying  death. 

Prov.  Alack !  how  may  I  do  it  ?  having  the  hour 
limited;  and  an  express  command,  under  penalty, 
to  deliver  his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ?  I  may 
make  my  case  as  CUudio's,  to  cross  this  in  the 
smallest. 


9  -^„^  in  the  boldness  of  my  cunning,]  i.  e.  in  confidence  of  my 
sagaciti/. 
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Duke.  By  the  vow  erf  mine  order,  I  warrant  you, 
if  my  instructions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this 
Bamardine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his  head 
borne  to  Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  seen  them  both,  and  will  dis- 
cover the  favour.* 

•  Duke.  O,  death's  a  great  disguiser :  and  you  may 
add  to  it.  Shave  the  head,  and  tie  the  beard;  and 
say,  it  was  the  desire  of  the  penitent  to  be  so  bared 
before  his  death:  You  know,  the  course  is  com- 
mon. If  any  thing  fall  to  yoii  upon  this,  more 
than  thanks  and  good  fortune,  by  the  saint  whom  I 
profess,  I  will  plead  against  it  with  my  life. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  good  father:  it  is  against  my 
oath. 

Duke.  Were  you  sworn  to  the  duke,  or  to  the 
deputy  ? 

Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  substitutes. 

Duke.  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  of- 
fence, if  the  duke  avouch  the  justice  of  your 
dealing? 

Prov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 

Duke.  Not  a  resemblance,  but  a  certainty.  Yet 
since  I  see  you  fearful,  that  neither  my  coat,  inte- 
grity, nor  my  persuasion,  can  with  ease  attempt  you, 
I  will  go  further  than  I  meant,  to  pluck  all  fears 
out  of  you.  Look  you,  sir,  here  is  the  hand  and 
seal  of  the  4uke.  You  know  the  character,  I  doubt 
not;  and  the  signet  is  not  strange  to  you. 

Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke.  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the 
duke;  you  shall  anon  over-read  it  at  your  pleasure; 
where  you  shall  find,  within  these  two  days  he  will 
be  here.  This  is  a  thing,  that  Angelo  knows  not : 
for  he  this  very  day  receives  letters  of  strange  te- 

*  — —  thefatour,']  i.  e.  the  countenance/ 
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nor:  perchance^  of  the  duke*s  death;  perchance^ 
entering  into  some  monastery;  but,  by  chance, 
nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  the  unfolding 
star  calls  up  the  shepherd:  Put  not  yourself  into 
amazement,  how  these  things  should  be:  all  diffi- 
culties are  but  easy  when  they  are  known.  Cdl 
your  executioner,  and  off  with  Bamardine*s  head: 
I  wll  give  him  a  present  shrift,  and  advise  him  for  a 
better  place.  Yet  you  are  amazed;  but  this  shall 
absolutely  resolve  you.  Come  away;  it  is  almost 
clear  dawn.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 
Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clo.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in 
our  house  of  profession:  one  would  think,  it  were 
mistress  Overdone's  own  house,  for  here  be  many 
of  her  old  customers.  First,  here's  young  master 
Rash;  he's  in  for  a  commodity  of  brown  paper 
and  old  ginger,  ninescore  and  seventeen  pounds; 
of  which  he  made  five  marks,  ready  money:  marry, 
then,  ginger  was  not  much  in  request,  for  the  old 
womeu  were  all  dead.  Then  is  there  here  one 
master  Caper,  at  the  suit  of  master  Three^pile  the 
mercer,  for  some  four  suits  of  peach-colour'd  satin, 
which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then  have  we 
here  young  Dizy,  and  young  master  Deep-vow, 
and  master  Copper-spur,  and  master  Starve-lack^ 
the  rapier"  and  dagger-man,  and  young  Drop-heir 
that  kill'd  lusty  Pudding,  and  master  Forthright 
the  tilter,  and  brave  master  Shoe-tie  the  great  tra- 
veller, and  wild  Half-can  that  stabb'd  Pots,  and,  I 
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thinks  forty  more;  all   great  doers  in  our  trader 
and  are  now  for  the  Lord's  sake.^ 

Enter  Abhorson. 

Abhor.  Sirrah,  bring  Bamardine  hither. 

Clo.  Master  Bamardine!  you  must  rise  and  be 
hang'd,  master  Bamardine ! 

Abhor.  What,  ho,  Bamardine! 

Bamar.  \Within?^  A  pox  o'  your  throats! 
Who  makes  that  noise  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Clo.  Your  friends,  sir;  the  hangman:  You  must 
be  so  good,  sir,  to  rise  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.  [Within.']  Away,  you  rogue,  away;  I 
am  sleepy. 

Abhor.  Tell  him,  he  must  awake,  and  that 
quickly  too. 

Clo.  Pray,  master  Bamardine^  awake  till  you  are 
executed,  and  sleep  afterwards. 

Abhor.  Gro  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out 

Clo.  He  is  coming,  sir,  he  is  coming;  I  hear  his 
straw  rastle. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Abhor.  Is  the  axe  upon  the  block,  sirrah? 

Clo.  Very  ready,  sir. 

Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorson  ?  what's  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Abhor.  Truly,  sir,  I  would  desire  you  to  clap 
into  your  prayers;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant's 
come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all 
night,  I  am  not  fitted  for't. 

Clo.  O,   the  better,   sir;  for  he  that  drinks  all 

*  '^-'^for  the  Lord's  sake,']  i.  e.  to  beg  for  the  rest  a[  Aeir 
lives. 
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night,  and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may 
sleep  the  sounder  all  the  next  day. 

Enter  Duke. 

Ahhor.  Look  you,  sir,  here  comes  your  ghostly 
father;  Do  we  jest  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing 
how  hastily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advise 
you,  comfort  you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,    not  I;    I  have    been    drinking 
hard  all  night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  pre- 
pare me,  or  they  shall  beat   out  my  brains  with 
billets;  I  will  not  consent  to  die  this  day,  that's 
'  certain. 

Duke^  O,  sir,  you  must;  and  therefore,  I  beseech 
you. 
Look  forward  on  the  journey  you  shall  go. 

Barnar.  I  swear,  I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any 
man's  persuasion. 

Duke.  But  hear  you, 

Barnar.  Not  a  word ;  if  you  have  any  thing  to 
say  to  me,  come  to  my  ward;  for  thence  will  not 
I  to-day.  [Exit. 

Enter  Provost. 

Duke.  Unfit  to  live,  or  die:  O,  gravel  heart! — 
After  him,  fellows ;  bring  him  to  the  block. 

\Exeunt  Abhorson  and  Clown. 

Prov.  Now,  sir,  how  do  you  find  the  prisoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unprepar'd,  unmeet  for  death; 
And,  to  transport  him  in  the  mind  he  is. 
Were  damnable. 

Prov.  Here  in  the  prison,  father. 

There  died  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozine,  a  most  notorious  pirate, 
A  man  of  Claudio's years;  his  beard,  and  head. 
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Just  of  his  colour:  What  if  we  do  omit 
This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclined; 
And  satisfy  the  deputy  with  the  visage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  O,  *tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides ! 
Despatch  it  presently ;  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefixed  by  Angelo :  See,  this  be  done, 
And  sent  according  to  command ;  whiles  I 
Persuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This    shall    be  done,    good  father,    pre- 
sently. 
But  Bamardine  must  die  this  afternoon : 
And  how  shall  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  save  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come, 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duke.  Let  this  be  done; — ^Put  them  in  secret 
holds. 
Both  Bamardine  and  Claudio :  Ere  twice 
The  sun  hath  made  his  journal  *  greeting  to 
The  under  generation,*  you  shall  find 
Your  safety  manifested. 

Prov.  I  am  your  free  dependant. 

Duke.                                           Quick,  despatch. 
And  send  the  head  to  Angelo.             [Exit  Provost. 
Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provost,  he  shall  bear  them, whose  con- 
tents 
Shall  witness  to  him,  I  am  near  at  home; 
And  that,  by  great  injunctions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickly :  him  I'll  desire 
To  meet  me  at  the  consecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city ;  and  from  thence. 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal-balanced  form,^ 
We  shall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

I  journal]  i.  e.  daily, 

*  The  luider  generation,']  i.  e.  the  antipodes, 

*  — T-  wtsl'balancedfor/n/}  probably  -well-balanced. 
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Re-enter  Provost. 

Prov.  Here  is  the  head;  FU  carry  it  myself, 

J>ube.  Convenient  is  it:  Make  a  swift  return; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  such  things. 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  speed. 

[Exit. 

Isab.  [Within.l  Peace,  ho,  be  here! 

Duke.  The  tongue  of  Isabel: — She's  come  to 
know. 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  despair. 
When  it  is  least  expected. 

^nter  Isabella. 

Isab.  Ho,  by  your  leave. 

Duke.  Grood  mbming  to  you,  fair  and  gracious 
daughter. 

Isab.  The  better,  given  me  by  so  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  the  deputy  sent  my  brother's  pardon? 

Duke.  He  hath  releas'd  him,  Isabel,  from  the 
world; 
His  head  is  off,  and  sent  to  Angelo. 

Isab.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  so. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other: 

Show  your  wisdom,  daughter,  in  your  close  patience. 

Isab.  O,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Duke.  You  shall  not  be  admitted  to  his  sight. 

Isab.  Unhappy  Claudio !  Wretched  Isabel ! 
Injurious  world !  Most  damned  Angelo ! 

Duke.  This  nor  hurts  him  nor  profits  you  a  jot: 
Forbear  it  therefore;  give  your  cause  to  heaven. 
Mark  what  I  say;  which  you  shall  find 
By  every  s)  liable,  a  faithful  verity : 
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Bie  dtie  ccnnes  hortie  to-morrow; — nay,  dry  your 

eyes; 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confessor. 
Gives  me  this  instance:  Already  hehatli  carried 
Notice  to  Escalus  and  Angelo; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
!Riere  to  give  up  their  power.    If  you  can,  pace 

yoiu"  wisdom 
In  that  good  path  that  I  would  wish  it  go; 
And  you  shall  have  your  bosom^  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  diite,  revenges  to  your  heart. 
And  geoerBl  honour. 

Isab.  I  am  directed  by  you. 

Duke.  This  letter  then  to  friar  Peter  give; 
*Tis  that  he  sent  me  of  the  duke*s  return : 
Bay,  by  this  token,  I  desire  his  company 
At  Mariana's  house  to-night.    Her  cause,  and  yours, 
rU  perfect  him  withal ;  and  he  shall  bring  you 
Before  the  duke ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accuse  him  home,  and  home.     For  my  poor  self, 
I  am  combmed^  by  a  sacred  vow. 
And  shall  be  absent.     Wend  you®  with  this  letter: 
Command  these  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  lueart;  trust  not  my  holy  order. 
If  I  pervert  your  course.— Who's  here  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 
.    Jjudo.  Good  even! 

Priar,  where  is  the  provost  ? 

Duhe.  Not  within,  sir. 

Lucio.  O,    pretty  Isabella,    I   am  pale  at  mine 
heart,  to  see  thine  eyes  so  red:  thou  must  be  pa- 

*  your  bosom  — ]  Your  wish^  your  heart*s  deske.     . 

JOHNSOK. 

''  I  am  combined^  i.  e.  bound  by  agreement. 

*  Wend  you  — ]  To  wend  is  to  go.— An  obsolete  word. 
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tient:  I  am  fain  to  dine  and  sup  with  water  and 
bran;  I  dare  not  for  my  head  fill  my  belly;  one 
fruitful  meal  would  set  me  to't:  But  they  say  the 
duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my  troth, 
Isabel,  I  lov'd  thy  brother:  if  the  old  fantastical 
duke  of  dark  comers^  had  been  at  home,  he  had 
lived.  [^Exit  Isabella. 

Duke.  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden 
to  your  reports;  but  the  best  is,  he  lives  not  in 
them.* 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knowest  not  the  duke  so  well 
as  I  do:  he's  a  better  woodman*  than  thoutakest 
him  for. 

Duke.  Well,  you'll  answer  this  one  day.  Fare 
ye  well. 

Ducio.  Nay,  tarry;  I'll  go  along  with  thee;  I 
can  tell  thee  pretty  tales  of  the  duke. 

Duke.  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  al- 
ready, sir,  if  they  be  true;  if  not  true,  none  were 
enough. 

Lucio.  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a 
wench  with  child. 

Duke.  Did  you  such  a  thing  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  was  fain  to  for- 
swear it;  they  would  else  have  married  me  to  the 
rotten  medlar/ 

Duke.  Sir,  your  company  i&  fairer  than  honest: 
Rest  you  well. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  with  thee  to  the 
lane's  end:  If  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  well  have 
very  little  of  it:  Nay,  friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I 
shall  stick.  ^Exeunt, 

fl duke  of  dark  corners  — ^]  This    duke  who  meets  his 

mistresses  in  by-places. 

* he  lives  not  in  themJ]  i.  e.  his  character  depends  not  on 

them. 

*  xvoodman  — ]  A  woodman  was  an  attendant  or  servmt  to 

the  officer  called  Forrester,  but  is  here  used  in  a  wanton  sense. 
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# 

SCENE  IV. 
A  Room  in  Angelo's  Home. 

Enter  Angelo  and  Escalus. 

BscaL  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  disvouch'd 
other* 

Ang^  In  most  uneven  and  distracted  manner. 
His  actions  show  much  like  to  madness:  pray  hea- 
ven, his  wisdom  be  not  tainted !  And  why  meet  him 
at  the  gates,  and  re-deliver  our  authorities  there  ? 

EscaL  I  guess  not. 

Ang.  And  why  should  we  proclaim  it  in  an  hour 
before  his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redress  of  in- 
justice, they  should  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the 
street? 

EscaL  He  shows  his  reason  for  that:  to  have  a 
despatch  of  complaints;  and  to  deliver  us  from  de- 
vices hereafter,  which  shall  then  have  no  power  to 
stand  against  us. 

Ang,  Well,  I  beseech  you,  let  it  be  proclaimed : 
Betimes  i'  the  morn,  I'll  call  you  at  your  house: 
Give  notice  to  such  men  of  sort  and  suit,® 
As  are  to  meet  him. 

EscaL  I  shall,  sir:  fare  you  well. 

lExit. 

Ang.  Good  night. — 
This  deed  unshapes  me  quite,  makes  me  unpreg- 

nant. 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.    A  deflower'd  maid ! 
And  by  an  eminent  body,  that  enforc'd 
The  law  against  it! — But  that  het  tender  shame 
Will  not  proclaim  against  her  maiden  loss, 

*  — «or^  and  suit,']  Figure  and  rank,  or  perhaps,  his  vassals 
bound  to  hold  suit  and  service  to  their  over-lord. 
VOL.    II.  P 
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How  might  she  tongue  me?  Yet  reason  dares  her? 

— no:* 
For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk. 
That  no  particmar  scandal  once  can  touch. 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.*     He  should  have 

liv'd. 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  sense. 
Might,  in  the  times  to  come,  have  ta'en  revenge. 
By  so  receiving  a  dishonour'd  life. 
With  ransome  of  such  shame.     'Would  yet  he  had 

liv'd! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot. 
Nothing  goes  right;  we  would,  and  we  would  not. 

lExit. 

SCENE  V. 

Fields  without  the  Town. 

Enter  Duke  in  his  own  habit,  and  Friar  Petek. 

Duke.  These  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

'.     >^  [Giving  letters. 

The  provost  knows  our  purpose,  and  our  plot. 
The  matter  beiftg  afoo^,  keep  your  instruction. 
And  hold  you  ever  to  our  special  drift ; 
Though  sometimes  you  do  Uench^  from  this  to  that. 
As  cause  doth  minister.    Go,  call  at  Flavins'  house. 
And  tell  him  where  I^ay :  give  the  like  notice, 
To  Valentinus,  Rowland,  and  to  Crassus, 


*  —  Yd  reason  dares  Aer?-— no:]  Yet  does  not  reason  eM" 
knge  or  incite  her  to  accpsp  rae  ?— no,  (answers  the  spesiker,)  tot 
my  authority,  &c.  To  dare,  in  this  sense,  is  yet  a  school- 
phrase.     Ma  LONE. 

* wj^  authority  bears  a  credent  bM,  - 

That  no  particular  scatidal,  &c.]  Credent  is  creditable^  tH" 
forcing  credit,  nut  question  able, 

^  — — yoi«  do  Uench]  To  bknch  is  to  start  oS, 
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And  bid  them  bring  the  trumpets  to  the  gate; 
But  send  me  Flavius  first. 
F.  Peter.  It  shall  be  speeded  well.  • 

lExit  Friar. 

Enter  Varrius. 

Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius;    thou  hast  made 
good  haste: 
Come,  we  will  walk:  There's  other  of  ouf  friends 
Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

Street  near  the  City  Gate. 

Enter  Isabella  and  Mariana. 

Isab.  To  speak  so  indirectly,  I  am  loath; 
I  would  say  the  truth;  but  to  accuse  him  so. 
That  is  your  part:  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it; 
He  says,  to  veil  full  purpose. 

Mari.  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

Isab.  Besides,  he  tells  me,  that,  if  peradventure 
He  speak-  against  me  on  the  adverse  side, 
I  should  not  think  it  strange;  for  'tis  a  physick. 
That's  bitter  to  sweet  end. 

Mari.  1  would,  friar  Peter — 

Isab.  O,  peace;  the  friar  is  come, 

* 
Enter  Friar  Psteiu 

F.  Peter.  Come,  I  have  found  yoU  out  a  stand 
most  fit. 
Where  you  may  have  such  vantage  on  the  duke. 
He  shall  not  pass  you;  Twice  have  the  trumpets 
sounded; 

p  2 
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The  generous^  and  gravest  citizens 
Have  hent  the  gates/  and  very  near  upon 
The  duke  is  entVing;  therefore  hence,  away. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.  Apublick  place  near  the  City  Gate. 

Mariana,  (veitdj  Isabella,  and  Peter,  at  a  dis- 
tance. Enter  at  opposite  doors,  Duke,  Varrius, 
Lords;  Angelo,  Escalus,  Lucio,  Provost,  Offi- 
cers, and  Citizens- 

Duke.  My  very  worthy  cousin,  fairly  met: — 
Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  see  you. 

Ang.  and  Escal.  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal 
grace ! 

Duke.  Many  and  hearty  thankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  inquiry  of  you ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodness  of  justice,  that  our  soul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  publick  thanks. 
Forerunning  more  requital. 

Ang.  You  make  my  bonds  still  greater. 

Duke.  O,  your  desert  speaks  loud;  and  I  should 
wr6ng  it. 
To  lock  it  in  the  wards  of  covert  bosom. 
When  it  deserves  with  characters  of  brass 
A  forted  residence,  Against  the  tooth  of  time, 
And  razure  of  oblivion :  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  subject  see,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtesies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within.— ^Come,  Escalus ; 

^  7^  generous,  SfC,']  i,  e,  the  most  noble,  &c. 

•  Have  hent  the  gates,']  Have  seized  or  taken  possession  of. 
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You  must  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand; — 
And  good  supporters  are  you, 

Petbr  and  Isabei^la  come  forward. 

F.  Peter.  Now  is  your  time;    speak  loud,  and 

kneel  before  him. 
Isab.  Justice,  O  royal  duke !  Vail  your  regard^ 
Upon  awrong'd,  I'd  fain  have  said,  a  maid! 
O  worthy  prince,  dishonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  object, 
•  Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint. 
And  given  me,  justice,  justice,  justice,  justice ! 
Duke.  Relate  your  wrongs:  In  what?  By  whom? 
Be  brief : 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  shall  give  you  justice; 
Reveal  yourself  to  him. 

hab.  O,  worthy  duke. 

You  bid  me  seek  redemption  of  the  devil : 
Hear  me  yourself;  for  that  which  I  must  speak 
Must  either  punish  me,  not  being  believ'd. 
Or  wring  redress  from  you:  hear  me,  O,  hear  me, 
here. 
•Aug.  My  lord,  her  wits,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm ; 
She  hath  been  a  suitor  to  me  for  her  brother. 
Cut  off  by  course  of  justice. 

Isab.  By  course  of  justice ! 

•Ang.  And    she    will  speak  most   bitterly,    and 

strange. 
Isab.  Most   strange,  but  yet  most  truly,  will  I 
speak : 
That  Angelo's  forsworn;  is  it  not  strange? 
That  Angelo's  a  murderer;  is't  not  strange? 
That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief. 


» Vail  ymr  ref^ard^^l  i.  e.  condescend  to  look,  fron^ 

higher  thrngs,  upon,  &c. 
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An  hypocrite,  a  virgin-violator; 
Is  it  not  strange,  and  strange? 

Duke.  Nay,  ten  times  strange. 

Isab.  It  is  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  strange: 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her : — Poor  soul, 

She  speaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  sense, 

IsaK  O  prince,    I    cdnjure  thee,   as  thou  be* 
liev'st 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  neglect  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  madness :  make  not  impos- 
sible 
That  which  but  seems  unlike:    *tls  not  impossi- 
ble. 
But  one,  the  wicked'st  caitiff  on  the  ground. 
May  seem  as  shy,  as  grave,  as  just,  as  absolute,* 
As  Angelo ;  even  so  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dressings,  characts,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch-villain :  believe  it,  royal  prince. 
If  he  be  less,  he's  nothing;  biit  he's  more. 
Had  I  more  name  for  badness, 

Duke.  By  mine  honesty. 

If  she  be  mad,  (as  I  believe  no  other,) 
Her  madness  hath  the  oddest  frame  of  sense. 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing, 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madness. 

Isab.  O,  gracious  duke. 

Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  not  banish  reason 
For  inequality  :^  but  let  your  reason  serve 

'  '  as  shy,  as  ^rave,  as  just,  as  absolute^  As  shy,;  as  re- 
served, as  abstracted:  as  just;  as  nice,  as  exact:  asabsolutt;  w 
complete  in  all  the  round  of  duty.     Johnson. 

* r/o  not  banish  reason 

For  inequality:")  Do  not  suppose  I  am  mad;  becaise  I  sp^ 
^assioxiaiely  and  unequally.    Malone. 
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To  make  the  truth  appeal,  where  it  seems  hid; 
And  hide  the  false,  seems  tfne.^ 

Duhe^  Many  that  are  not  ma4 

Have,  sure,  more  lack  o£  reason. — ^What  would  yon 
say? 

Isah.  I  am  the  sister  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  act  of  fornication 
To  lose  his  head;  condemn'd  by  Angelo: 
I,  in  probation  of  a  si^:erhood. 
Was  sent  to  by  my  brother:  One  Lucio 
As  then  the  messenger ;— • 

Lucio.  That's  I,  an't  like  your  grace : 

I  came  to  her  from  Claudio,  and  desir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Isab.  That'ahe,  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  speak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord; 

Nor  wish'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duhe.  I  wish  you  now  then ; 

Pray  you,  take  note  of  it:  and  when  you  have 
A  business  for  yourself,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
Be  perfect. 

Lucio.        I  warrant  your  honour. 

Duke.  The   warrants    for  yoursdf;   take  heed 
to  it. 

Isab.  This  gentleman  told  somewhat  of  my  tale. 

Ducio.  Right. 

Duke.  It  may  be  right;  but  you  are  in  the  vrroag 
To  speak  before  your  time. — ^Ptoceed. 

Isab.  I  went 

To  this  pernicious  caitiff  deputy. 

Duke.  That's  somewhat  madly  spoken. 

Isab.  Pardon  it; 

The  phrase  is  to  the  matter. 

^  And  hide  the  false,  seenu  trm.']    i.  t.  wMch  seems  trae. 
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Duke.  Mended  again:  the  matter; — ^Proceed. 
Isal.  In  brief, — to  set  the  needless  process  by, 
How  I  persuaded,  how  I  pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refeird  me,*  and  how  I  reply'd ; 
(For  this  was  of  much  length,)  the  vile  conclusion 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  shame  to  utter: 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chaste  body 
To  his  concupiscible  intemperate  lust. 
Release  my  brother;  and,  after  much  debatement. 
My  sisterly  remorse*  com^tesmine  honour. 
And  I  did  yield  to  him:  But  the  next  member 

times, 
His  piupose  surfeiting,  he  sends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  most  likely! 

Isah.  O,  that  it  were  as  like,  as  it  is  true! 
Duke.  By  heaven,    fond  wretch,^   thou  know'st 
not  what  thou  speak'st; 
Or  else  thou  art  subom'd  against  his  honour. 
In  hateful  practice:^  First,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemish  :-r-next,  it  imi)orts  no  rea- 
son^ 
That  with  such  vehemency  he  should  pursue 
Faults  proper  to  himself:  if  he  had  so  offended. 
He  would  have  weigh'd  thy  brother  by  himself^ 
And  not  have  cut  him  off:  Some  one  hath  set  yovi 

on; 
Confess  the  truth,  and  say  by  whose  advice 
Thou  cam'st  here  to  complain. 

Isab.  And  is  this  all  ? 

Then,  oh,  you  blessed  ministers  above. 
Keep  me  in  patience;  and,  with  ripen'd  time. 


*  Horw  he  refell'd  me,]    To  refel  is  to  refute. 

*  My  sisterly  remorse  — ]    i.  e.  pity. 

* fond  uretch^     fond  wretch  i^  foolish  wretch. 

7  In  hateful  practice :]     Practice  was  used  by  the  old  writers  for 
any  unlawml  or  insidious  stratagem. 
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Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  wrapt  up 

In  countenance !® — ^Heaven  shield  your  grace  from 

woe. 
As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go ! 

Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone : — ^An  officer ! 
To  prison  with  her :— Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blasting  and  a  scandalous  breath  to  fall 
On  him  so  near  us?  This  needs  must  be  a  practice. 
— ^Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  coming  hither  ? 

Lab.  One  that  I  would  were  here,  mar  Lodo- 
wick, 

Duke.  A   ghostly  father,   belike:    Who    knows 
that  Lodowick  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,   I  know  him;  'tis  a  medling 
friar; 
I  do  not  like  the  man :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord. 
For  certain  words  he  spake  against  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  swing'd  him  soundly. 

Duke.  Words  against  me?  This'  a  good  friar, 
belike ! 
And  to  set  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Against  our  substitute! — ^Let  this  friar  be  found. 

Lucio.  But  yesternight,   my  lord,  she  and  that 
friar 
1  saw  them  at  the  prison:  a  sawcy  friar, 
A  very  scurvy  fellow. 

F.  Peter.  Blessed  be  your  royal  grace ! 

I  have  stood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd :  First,  hath  this  woman 
Most  wrongfully  accus'd  your  substitute ; 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  soil  with  her. 
As  she  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  less. 

Know  you  that  friar  Lodowick,  that  she  speaks  of? 

F.  Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy; 

•  In  countenance  /]    i.  e.fahe  appearance,  hypocrisy. 
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Not  scurvy,  nor  a  temporary  medler. 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman; 
And,  on  my  trust,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  misreport  your  grace. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  most  villainously;  believe  it. 

F.  Peter.  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear 
himself; 
But  at  this  instant  he  is  sick,  my  lord. 
Of  a  strange  fever:  Upon  his  mere  request,^ 
(Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
Intended  'gainst  lord  Angelo,)  came  I  hither. 
To  speak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
Is  true,  and  false;  and  what  he  with  his  oath. 
And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear. 
Whensoever  he's  convented.'  First,   for  this  wo- 
man; 
(To  justify  this  worthy  nobleman. 
So  vulgarly^  and  personally  accus'd,) 
Her  shall  you  hear  disproved  to  her  eyes. 
Till  she  herself  confess  it. 

Duke.  Grood  friar,  let's  hear  it 

[Isabella  is  carried  off^  guarded;  and  Ma^ 
RiANA  comes  forward. 
Do  you  not  smile  at  this,  lord  Angelo?— 
O  heaven !  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools ! — 
Give  us  sgme  seats. — Come,  cousin  Angelo; 
In  this  I'll  be  impartial  ;^  be  you  judge 
Of  your  own  cause. — Is  this  the  witness,  friar? 
First,  let  her  show  her  face;  and,  after,  speak. 

Mari.  Pardon,  my  lord;  I  will  not  show  my  face, 
Until  my  husband  bid  me. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  married? 

^  —  his  mere  regvest,"]     i.  e.  his  absolute  request. 
'  Whensoever  he's  convented  J     i.  e.  dted,  Aumtiumed. 
*  So  vulgarly  *— ]    i.e.  publickly, 

i  Jn  this  ril  be  impartial}]     Imparti^  was  sometimes  used  in 
the  sense  of  partial. 
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Mart.  No,  my  lorcL 

Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

.    Dtike.  A  widow  then? 

Mari.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Why,  you 

Are  pothing  then:— Neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife  ? 

Lucio.  My  lord,  she  may  be  a  punk;  for  many 
of  them  are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow:  I  would,  he  had  some 
cause 
Tq  prattle  for  himself. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mari.  My  lord,  I  do  confess  I  ne'er  was  married; 
And,  I  conress,  besides,  I  am  no  maid : 
I  have  known  my  husband;  yet  my  husband  knows. 

not. 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio,  He  was  drunk  then,  my  lord;  it  can  be 
no  better. 

Duke.  For  the  benefit  of  silence,  'would  thou 
wert  so  too. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  This  is  no  witness  for  lord  Angelo. 

Mnri.  Now  I  cometo't,  my  lord: 
She,  that  accuses  him  of  fornication, 
In  self-same  manner  doth  accuse  my  husband ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  such  a  time. 
When  ril  depose  I  had  him  in  mine  arms. 
With  all  the  effect  of  love. 

Ang.  Charges  she  more  than  me  ? 

Mari.  Not  that  I  know. 

Duhe.  No?  you  say,  your  husband 

Mari.  Why,  just,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
Who  thinks,  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my 

body. 
But  knows,  bethinks,  that  he  knows  Isabel's. 
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jing.  This  is  a   strange  abuse: — ^Let's  see  thy 

face. 
Mari.  My  husband  bids  me ;  now  I  will  unmasL 

[Vrwdlin^. 
This  is  that  face,  thou  croel  Angelo, 
Which,  once  thou  swor'st,  was  worth  the  looking  on : 
This  is  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contract. 
Was  fast  belock'd  in  thine :  this  is  the  body 
That  took  away  the  match  from  Isabel, 
And  did  supply  thee  at  thy  garden-house. 
In  her  imagin'd  person. 

Duke.  Knowyou  this  woman? 

Lucio.  Carnally,  she  says. 
Duke.  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio.  Enough,  my  lord. 
Ang.  My  lord,  I  must  confess,  I  know  this  wo- 
man; 
And,  five  years  since,  there  was  some  speech  of 

marriage 
Betwixt  myself  and  her;  which  was  broke  off. 
Partly,  for  that  her  promised  proportions 
Came  short  of  composition;*  but,  in  chief. 
For  that  her  reputation  was  disvalued 
In  levity:  since  which  time,  of  five  years, 
I  never  spake  with  her,  saw  her,  nor  heard  from  her, 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 

Mari.  Noble  prince. 

As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from 

breath, 
As  there  is  sense  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  affianc'd  this  man's  wife,  as  strongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows:  and,  my  good  lord, 
But  Tuesday  night  last  gone,  in  his  garden-house, 

* her  promised  proportions 

Came  short  of  composition  5]  Her  fortune,  which  was  pro- 
mised proportionate  to  mine,  fell  short  of  the  composition,  that  i«^ 
contract  or  bargain.    Johnson. 
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He  knew  me  as  a  wife :  As  this  is  trae 
Let  me  in  safety  raise  me  from  my  knees; 
Or  else  for  ever  be  confixed  here, 
A  marble  monument ! 

Ang.  I  did  but  smile  till  now; 

Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  scope  of  justice ; 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd :  I  do  perceive. 
These  poor  informal  women*  are  no  more 
But  instruments  of  some  more  mightier  member. 
That  sets  them  on:  Let  me  have  way,  my  lord> 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke.  Ay,  with  my  heart; 

And  punish  them  unto  your  height  of  pleasure. — 
TThou  foolish  friar;  and  thou  pernicious  woman. 
Compact  with  her  that's  gone!  think'st  thou,  thy 

oaths. 
Though  they  would   swear  down    each  particular 

saint. 
Were  testimonies  against  his  worth  and  credit. 
That's  seal'd  in  approbation? — ^You,  lord  Escalus, 
Sit  with  my  cousin ;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 
To  find  out  this  abuse,  whence  'tis  deriv'd. — 
ITiere  is  another  friar  that  set  them  on; 
Let  him  be  sent  for. 

jF.  Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord;  for  he, 
indeed. 
Hath  set  the  women  on  to  this  complaint : 
Your  provost  knows  the  place  where  he  abides. 
And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go,  do  it  instantly. —  \Exit  Provost. 

And  you,  my  noble  and  well-warranted  cousin. 
Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth. 
Do  with  your  injuries  as  seems  you  best. 
In  any  chastisement :  I  for  a  while 
Will  leave  you;  but  stir  not  you,  till  you  have  well 

^  Thes^  poor  informal  wonien^  — ]  i.  e.  out  of  their  senses. 
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Determined  upon  these  slanderers. 

Escal.  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thorouj^y. — \Exii 
Duke.]  Signior  Lucio, .  did  not .  you  day,  you 
knew  that  friar  Lodowick  to  be  a  dishonest  person? . 

Lucio.  Cuculltts  non  Jacit  monachum:  honest  in 
nothing,  but  in  his  clothes;  and  one  that  hath 
spoke  most  villainous  speeches  of  the  duke. 

Escal.  We  shall  entreat  you  to  abide  here  till 
he  come,  and  enforce  them  against  him:  we  shall 
find  this  friar  a  notable  fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  Vienna,  on  my  wqrd« 

Escal.  Call  that  satne  Isabel  here  once  again; 
[To  an  Attendant.']  I  would  speak  with  her:  PraV 
you,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to  question;  you  shafi 
see  how  TU  handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report. 

Escal.  Say  you? 

Lucio.  Marry,  sir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  her 
privately>  she  would  soona:  cor^s;  perchance, 
publickly  she'll  be  ashamed. 

Re-enter  Officers,   with  Isabella;    the  Duke,   »» 
the  Friar  s  hahit^  and  Provost. 

Escal.  I  will  go  daricly  to  work  with  her. 

Lucio.  That's  the  way;  for  women  are  light  at 
midnight. 

Escal.  Come  on,  mistress:  \To  Isabella.] 
here's  a  gentlewoman  denies  all  that  you  have  said. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rascal  I  spoke 
of;  here  with  the  provost. 

Escal.  In  very  good  time: — speak  not  you  to 
him,  till  we  call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

Escal.  Come,  sir:  Did  you  set  these  women  on 
to  slander  lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confess'd  you 
did. 
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Duke.  Tis  false. 

EscaL  How!  know  you  where  you  are? 

Duke.  Respect  to  your  great  place !  and  let  the 
devil 
Be  sometime  honoured  for  his  burning  throne:—- 
Where  is  the  duke?  'tis  he  should  hear  me  speak. 

Escal.  The  duke's  in  us;  and  we  will  hear  you 
speak : 
Look,  you  speak  justly. 

Duke.        Boldly,  at  least: — But,  O,  poor  souls. 
Come  you  to  seek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  redress.     Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  cause  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjust. 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifest  appeal,® 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouthi 
Which  here  you  come  to  accuse. 

Lucio.  This  is  the  rascal;  this  is  he  I  spoke  of. 

Escal.  Why,  thou  unreverend   and   unhallow'd 
friar! 
Is't  not  enough,  thou  hast  subom'd  these  women 
To  accuse  this  worthy  man ;  but,  in  foul  mouth. 
And  in  the  witness  of  his  proper  ear, 
To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himself; 
To  tax  him  with  injustice? — ^Take  him  hence; 
To  the  rack  with  him: — ^We'U  touze  you  joint  by 

joint. 
But  we  will  know  this  purpose: — What  I  unjust  ? 

Duke.  Be  not  so  hot;  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  stretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own;  his  subject  am  I  not, 
Nor  here  provincial  :^  My  business  in  this  state 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 

«  —  io  retort  your  manifest  appeal,]    To  rtfer  bach  to  Angdo 
the  cause  in  wliich  you  appealed  from  Angelo  to  the  Duke. 

^  Nor  here  provincial:]  Nor  here  accountable,  as  out  of  his  pro- 
vince. 

t 
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Where  I  have  seen  corruption  boil  and  bubble. 
Till  it  o'er-run  the  stew:  laws,  for  all  faults; 
But  faults  so  countenane'd,  that  the  strong  statutes 
Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  shop,^ 
As  much  in  mock  as  mark. 

Escal.  Slander  to  the  state!  Away  with  him  to 
prison. 

jiiig.  What  can  you  vouch  against  him,  signior 
Lucio? 
Is  this  the  man  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

Lucio.  'Tis  he,  my  lord.  Come  hither,  good- 
man  bald-pate :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.  I  remember  you,  sir,  by  the  sound  of  your 
voice:  I  met  you  at  the  prison,  in  the  absence  of 
the  duke. 

Lucio.  O,  did  you  so?  And  do  you  remember 
what  you  said  of  the  duke  ? 

Ihike.  Most  notedly,  sir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  so,  sir?  And  was  the  duke  a  flesh- 
monger,  a  fool,  arid  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported 
him  to  be  ? 

Duke.  You  must,  sir,  change  persons  with  me^ 
ere  you  make  that  my  report:  you,  indeed,  spoke 
so  of  him;  and  much  more,  much  worse. 

Lucio.  O  thou  damnable  fellow !  Did  not  I  pluck 
thee  by  the  nose,  for  thy  speeches  ? 

Duke.  I  protest,  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love 
myself. 

^ng.  Hark!  liow  the  villain  would  close  now, 
after'  his  treasonable  abuses. 

Escal.  Such  a  fellow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal  :— 

•  Stand  like  thefoffeits  in  a  barber's  shop,']  These  forfeits,  which 
were  customary  formerly,  were  as  much  in  mock  as  mark,  both 
because  the  barber  had  no  authority  of  himself  to  enforce  them*  and 
also  as  they  were  of  a  ludicrous  nature.  I  perfectly  repaember  to 
have  seen  them  in  Devonshire,  (printed  like  King  Charles's  Rules,) 
though  I  cannot  recollect  the  contents.    H£NL£Y. 

# 
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Away  with  him  to  prison := — Where  is  the  provost? 
' — ^Away  with  him  to  prison;  lay  bolts  enough  upon 
him:  let  him  speak  no  more:^-^Away  with  those 
giglots  too/  and  with  the  other  confederate  com- 
panion. [The  Provost  lays  hands  on  the  Duke. 

Duke.  Stay,  sir;  stay  a  while^ 

j4ng.  What!  resists  he?  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucioi  Come,  sir;  come,  sir;  com^  sir;  foh,  sirt 
Why,  you  bald-pated,  lying  rascal!  you  must  be 
hooded^  must  you?  Show  your  knave's  visage,  with 
a  pox  to  you !  show  your  sheep-biting  face,  and  be 
hang'd  an  hour !  WiU't  not  off? 

[Pulk  off  the  Friar's  hood^  and  discovers 
the  Duke. 

thike.  Thou  art  the  first  knave,  that  e'er  made  a 
duke. 
First,  Provost,  let  tne  bail  these  gentle  three:  ' 
-Sneak  not  away,  sir;  [To Lucio.]  for  the  friarandyou 
Must  have  a  word  anon: — ^lay  hold  on  him* 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worse  than  hanging. 

Duke.  Whsit  you  have  spoke,  I  pardon;  sit  you 
down.-- — ^  \To  EscALus. 

We'U  borrow  place  of  him :^— Sir,  by  your  leave: 

[To  AngeXo. 
Hast  thou  or  word>  or  wit,  or  linpudence. 
That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?^  If  thou  hast> 
Rely  upon  i^  till  my  tale  be  heard. 
And  hold  no  longer  out 

jdng.  O  my  dread  lord, 

I  should  be  guiltier  than  itiy  guiitiness3 
To  think  I  can  be  undiscemiblei 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine. 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  passes:^  Then,  good  prince. 


^  —  those  giglots  too^  A  giglot  is  a  wantoh  wench. 

*  — —  can  do  thee  ojfice?]  i.  e.  do  thee  service;     Steevens. 

*  ■  ■■  '  my  passes :]  i.  e*  what  has  past  m  my  administration. 

VOL.  ir.  Q  . 
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No  ioi^ger  sessba  hbld  upoa  my  shamb^ 
£at  Ut  my  trial  be  nsdne  own  ;confiB35ioh ; 
Imtnedtate  sentence  then^  and  itequent  deai^ 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke..  Gome  Either,  Mariana:— 

Say,  wast  thou  e'er  contracted  to  this-^soinan? 

j4ng.  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Go  tAe  her  henoey  iand  mSrry  bet  in- 
'Stantly.-^ 
Do  yoQ  the  office,  Triar ;  ixdiich  coosummate, 
Betumhtm  bene  again:— •Go /with'tito,  Provost 
[ExeuntiAsfGtho,  -^abia^jl^  Pstci, 
and  Prbvoat. 

Escal.  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  dis- 
honour. 
Than  at  the  strangeness  of  it. 

Duie.  Come  hither,  I^bd: 

YoUr  friar  is  how  \  your  prince :  As  I  was  then , 
Advertising,  ^nd  holy^  to  your  business. 
Not  clwjiging  heirt  with  habit,  I  am  still 
Attorney 'd  at  ycjur  service. 

fsab.  O,  giv^  mopardon, 

That  I,  your  vassal,  have  employed  and  painM 
Your  utUcnown  sovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardoned,  Isabel: 

And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us.* 
Your  brother's  death,  I  luaow,  sits  it  your  heart; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obscur'd  myself, 
Labouring  to  save  his  fife;  and  would  not  rather 
Make  rash  remonstrance^  of  my  hidden  power, 
Than  let  him  so  be  lost:  O,  most  kind  maid. 
It  was  the  swift  celerity  of  his  death, 
Which  I  did  think  with  dower  foot  came  on. 
That  brain'd  my  purpose:  But,  peace  be  with  him! 

'  Adttrtisivg,  and  holy — "]  Attentive  and  faithful. 

*  —  he  yon  as  free  to  vs."]  Be  as  generous  to  us. 

*  Make  rash  remonsi ranee']  i.  e,  a  premature  discovery. 
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Thatlife  is  tetter iife^  ^st  feari^ 

Than  that  whi^^liveBlo  fear:  make  it  your  comfort^ 

So  happy  is  your  broths.  , 

Re^ent^r  ANOajLO,  Mariana,  Peter,  and  Provost. 

Isab.  I  dQ>  inylordr 

Duke.  For  this  new-married  mam  approaching 
her^,   ;    , 

\^ose^alt  imaginatioji  yet  bath  Mfrpug'jd 
Your  well-ddfended  honour,  you  must  pardon 
For  Mariana's   5ak,e:    but   as  he  ..ac^udg'd    your 

brother,  ,       '      '  .  ]    ' 

(Being  criminal,  in  double  Violation 
Of  sacred  chastity,  and  of  promise43rea.cli. 
Thereon  dependep^,  for  your  brother'^  life,) 
The  very , mercy  of  the  law  cries  p^it 
Most  audible,  even  from  his  proper  torjgue, 
^n  Angela  for  Claudio,  death  for  death. 
Haste  still  pays  haste,  and  leisure  answers  leisure; 
Like  doth  quit  like, ,  and  Measure  still /or  Measure. 
Then,  Angelo,  thy  faujf;^  thus  manifested; 
Which  though  thou  •would'st  deny,   denies  thee 

vantage  :^ 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  stoop'd  to  death,  and  with  like 

haste;— 
Away  with  hip. 

Mart.  O,  my  most  gracious  lord, 

I  hope  you  will  not  ,modk  me  with  a  husband ! 

Duke.  It  is  your  husb^id  mock'd   you  with  a 

husband: 
Consenting  to  the  safeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit;  else  imputation. 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life, 

« denies  thee  vantage:]  Thedeaial  of  whkh  will  avail  thee 

nothing. 

a  2 
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And  choke. your  good  to  come :  for  his  possession^ 
Although  by  confiscation  they  are  ours. 
We  do  instate  and  widow  you  withal. 
To  buy  you  a  better  husband. 

Mari.  O,  my  dear  lord, 

I  crave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

Duke.  Never  crave  him ;  we  are  definitive. 

Mari.  Gentle,  my  liege, —  [^Kneeling. 

Duke.  You  do  but  lose  your  labour; 

Away  with  him  to  death. — ^Now,  sir,   \To  Lucic] 
to  you. 

Mari.  O,  my  good  lord ! — Sweet  Isabel,  take  my 
part; 
Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
ril  lend  you,  all  my  life  to  do  you  service. 

Duke.  Against  all  sense  you  do  imp6rtune  her: 
Should  she  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fact. 
Her  brother's  ghost  his  paved  bed  would  hreaky 
And  take  her  hence  inTiorror. 

Mari.  Isabel, 

Sweet  Isabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me; 
Hold  up  your  hands,  say  nothing,  FU  speak  all. 
They  say,  best  men  are  moulded  out  of  faults; 
And,  for  the  most,  become  much  more  the  better 
For  being  a  little  bad:  so  may  my  husband. 
O,  Isabel!  will  you  not  lend  a  knee ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

Isab.  Most  bounteous  sir, 

[Kneeling. 
Look,  if  it  please  you,  on  this  man  condemned, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd:  I  partly  think, 
A  due  sincerity  govem'd  his  deeds. 
Till  he  did  look  on  me;  since  it  is  so. 
Let  him  not  die:  My  brother  had  but  justice. 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  died: 
For  Angelo, 
His  act  did  not  overtake  his  bad  intent ; 
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And  must  be  buried  but  as  an  intent 
That  perishM  by  the  way:  thoughts  are  no  sub- 
jects; 
Intents  but  merely  thoughts. 

Maru  Merely,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Your  suit's  unprofitable;  stand  up,  I  say.— - 
I  have  bethought  me  of  another  ifault: — 
Provost,  how  came  it,  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unusual  hour  ? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  so. 

Duke.  Had  you  a  special  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.  No,   my  good  lord ;    it  was   by    private 
mes3a^e. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  discharge  you  of  your 
office: 
Give  up  your  keys. 

Prov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord : 

I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  me,  after  more  advice:^ 
t'or  testimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prison, 
That  should  by  private  order  else  have  died, 
I  have  reserv'd  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he? 

Prov.  His  name  is  Barnardine. 

Duke.  I  would  thou  had'st  done  so  by  Claudio. — 
Go,  fetch  him  hither;  let  me  look  upon  him. 

[Exit  Provost. 

Escal.  1  am  sorry,  one  so  learned  and  so  wise 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  still  appear'd, 
Shcaild  slip  so  grossly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
And  lack  of  tempered  judgment  afterward. 

^ng.  I  am  sorry,  that  such  sorrow  I  procure: 
And  so  deep  sticks  it  in  my  penitent  heart. 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy; 
'Tis  my  deserving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

7  _  after  more  advice:'}  after  more  consideration. 

.   * 
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Juliet. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  fiarnardine? 

Prov.  This^  mflqrd. 

Duke.  -There  ^as  la  ifiHar  t61ti  rfie^oT  thjis  T;iatr:— 
Sirrah,  thou  art  said  to  ba^e  a  phiftbowi  iscml, 
That  apprehends  noTtirther  than  thisiv^orfd; 
And   squar'st  thy  Hfe    acciirding.     'Ribn^rt  coti- 

demn'ti; 
But,  for 'thpse  earthly  feiilts,  I  qtih  them  all*; 
And  ptay  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  conje: -Fri^,  *ad\*{$e  him^ 

I  fe^-e^him  to  yotir  hand,— Whit  muffled  fdlJ^'s 
that? 

Prov.  This  is  another  prisoner,  th^T  sa^'d. 
That  should  have  died*  When' Oaudio  lost  his  head;  , 
As  like  almost* tdOaudid,  as^himsdf. 

Duke.  Jfhe  be  like  your tr<i>th^,  [To  Isabella,] 

for  his  sake 
Is  he  pardon'd;  And,  for  your  lovely  sake. 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  say^you  will  be  mine. 
He  is  my  brother  too :  ^ut  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this,  lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  safe; 
Methirfts,  I  see  a  quickening  in  his  eye : — 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look  that  you  love  your  wife;  her  worth,  worth 

yours.-*- 
I  fiftd  an'apt  remission  in  myself : 
And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon  ;^- 
You,  sirrah,  [To  Lucio.]  that  knew  me  for  a  fool, 

a  coward. 
One  all  of  luxury,  an  ass,  a  madman; 
Wherein  have  I  so  deserved  of  you. 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio.  *Faith,  my  lord,  1  spoke  it  but  accor^ng 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MEASUHR  FOR  MEASUKE.        ac» 

to  the  trick:®  i(  you  •will  hang  ttie  for  it^  yOu  may, 
bttti  had  ^father  it  would  please  ^oo,  >!  tnight  be 
whippM.  . 

Duke.  Whippy  fir^,  rir,  and  bsmg'^  iker. — 
Prpdaimit,  provost,  roundabout  the  city; 
If  any  woman's  wrong'd  by  this  lewd  fellow, 
(As  I  have  heard  him  swear  himself,  there's  one 
Whom;he  begot  with  cbild^)  leJt  herttappear, 
•And  he  ^hall  marry  h^r :  the  rtupttdl  finish'd, 
*Lethim  be  whipped  and haftg'd. 

Lueio.  I  heseech  your  highness,  do  not  nfiarry  me 
*o  a  whore!  Your  highness  i8aidf«ven  now,  i  made 
you  a  duke;  good  my  lord^  do  hbt  tecompense  me, 
in  making  me  a  cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  marry  her. 
Thy  slanders  I  forgive;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  oth6r  forfeits : — ^Take  him  to  prison ; 
And  see  our  pleasure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord,  is  pressing  to 
death,  whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Sland'ring  a  prince  deserves  it. — 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  restore. — 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana! — ^love  her,  Angelo; 
I  have  confess'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Escalus,  for  thy  much  good- 
ness: 
There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate.^ 
Thanks,  provost,  for  thy  care,  and  secrecy; 
We  shall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place: — 
Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's; 
The  offence  pardons  itself. — Dear  Isabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good; 

« according  to  the  trick:]  To  the  trick  of  the  times. 

» that  is  more  gratulate.]     Some    other  reward  in  store 

for  him,  more  acceptable  than  thanks. 
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Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline^ 
What's  mine  is  your's,  and  what  is  your's  is  mine:— 
So,  bring  us  to  our  palace;  where  we'll  show 
What's  yet  behind^  that's  meet  you  all  should  know, 

[Exeunt  K 


'  Of  this  play^  the  light  or  comlck  part  h  veiy  natmal  atkl 
pleasing,  but  the  grave  scenes^  if  a  few  passages  be  excepted^ 
have  more  labour  than  elegance.  The  plot  is  rather  intricate  than 
artful.  The  time  of  the  action  is  indefinite  j  some  time,  we  know 
not  how  much,  must  have  elapsed  between  the  recess  of  the 
Duke  and  the  imprisonment  of  Claudio)  for  he  must  have  learned 
the  stoiy  of  Mariana  in  his  disguise,  or  he  delegated  his  power  to 
a  man  already  known  to  be  corrupted.  The  unities  of  action  and 
place  are  sufficiently  preserved.    Johnson. 
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♦  Much  Ado  about  I^othin;g.]  The  storjr  is  t^^^  from 
Aiiosto,  OrL  Fur,  B,y.     PpPE.'^ 

It  is  trae,  as  Mt.  Pope  has  observed,  that  somewhat  resem- 
bling the  story  of  this  play  is  to  be  found  in  the  fifth  Book  of 
tkt^  Qrl^ndp,  fMnmo,  Jn  Spepser's  Kidry  Qmcc^,  B.  11.  c  iv. 
as  reiiiote  an  original  may  be  tra^.  A  no^el,  however,  of 
Belleforest,  copied  from  another  'of  Bahdello,  seems  to  have 
furnished  Shakspeaie  with  his  fable,  as  it  approaches  hearer  in 
all  its  particulars  to  the  play  before  us,  than  atiy  oth^  performance 
known  to  be  extant.  I  have  seqn  so  mapy  versip^s  from  thi^  once 
popular  collecdon,  that  I  entertain  no  doubt  but  tliat  a  great 
majority  of  the  tales,  it  coiiip^herids  bav.e^  mad^  theii:  appearance  In 
an  English  dress.  .  Of  that  particular  story  which  I  have  just 
mentioned,  viz.  the  1 8th  histoiy  in  the  third  volume^  no  tianslatioQ 
has  hitherto  been  met  with. 

This  play  was  entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  Aug.  23,  l600. 

Steevens. 

Ariosto  is  continually  quoted  for  the  fable  of  Muck  j4do  about 
Nothing;  but  I  suspect  our  poet  to  have  been  satisfied  with  the 
Geneura  of  Turberville.  '*  The  tale  (says  Harrington)  is  a  pretie 
comical  matter,  and  hath  bin  written  in  English  verse  some  few 
years  past,  learnedly  and  with  good  grace,  by  M.  George  Tur- 
bervil.**    Ariosto,  fol.  1591,  P-  59.     Farmer. 

I  suppose  this  comedy  to  have  been  written  in  ifiOO,  m  which 
year  it  was  printed.    JVIaloke. 
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Don  Pedro,  Prince  of  Arragon. 

Don  John,  Jus  bastard  brother,, 

Cl^udio,   a  young  lord  of  Florence,  favQurite  to 

Don  Pedro, 
Benedick,  a  younglord  of  Padua,  favourite  likewist 

of  DonV^dro. 
Leonato,  governor  of  Messina. 
Antonio,  his  brother-. 
Balthazar,  servant  to  Don  Pedro. 

Corirad!^'  }  /o/ZoM/er^  of  Don  John, 

j^  Sexton. 

A  Friar.  .^ ! 

A  Boy.  ■ 

Hero,  daughter  to  Leonato^ 
Beatrice,  niece  to  Leonato. 

Ursilda     ^   \  8^^^^^^^^  attending  on  Hero, 
Messengers^  Watch,  and  Attendants. 
SCE^NE,  Messina, 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.    Before  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Leonato,   Hero,    Beatrice,    and  others, 
with  a  Messenger. 

Leon.  I  learn  in  this  letter,  that  Don  Pedro  of 
Arragon  comes  this  night  to  Messina. 

Mess.  He  is  very  near  by  this;  he  was  not  three 
leagues  off  when  I  left  him. 

Leon.  How  many  gentlemen  have  you  lost  in  this 
action  ? 

Mess.  But  few  of  any  sort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon.  A  victory  is  twice  itself,  when  the  achiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.  I  find  here,  tliat  Don 
Pedro  hath  bestowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Flo- 
rentine, called  Claudio. 

Mess.  Much  deserved  on  his  part,  and  equally 
remembered  by  Don  Pedro:  He  hath  borne  himself 
beyond  the  promise  of  his  age;  doing,  in  the  figure 
of  a  lamb,  the  feats  of  a  lion:  he  hath,  indeed, 
better  bettered  expectation,  than  you  must  expect  of 
me  to  tell  you  how. 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Messina  will  be 
very  much  glad  of  it. 

Mess.  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and 
there  appears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  so  much,  that 
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joy  could  not  «how  itself  modest  enough,  without  a 
badge  of  bitterness. 

Leon.  Did  he  break  out  into  tears? 

Mess.  In  great  measure. 
.   Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindki^^:  Thepe  are 
no  faces  truer  than    those  that  are    so   washed. 
How  much  better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at 
weeping  ? 

Beat.  I  pray  you,  is  signior  Montanto  returned 
from  the  wars,  or  no?^ 

Mess.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady;  there  was 
none  such  in  the  army  of  any  sprt.. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  ask  for,  niece  ? 

H^o.  My  cousin  means  signior  Benedick  of  Pa- 
dua. 

Mess.  O,  he  is  returned ;  and  as  pleasant  as  ever 
he  was. 

Beat,  He  set  up  his  bills  here  ii^  Messina,^  and 
challenged  Cupid  at  the  flight  :^  and  my  uncle's  fool, 
reading  the  challenge,  subscribe^  for  Cqpid,  and 
challenged  him  at  the  bird-bolt."* — I  pray  you,  how 
many  hath  he  killed  and  eaten  in  these  wars  ?  But 
how  many  hath  he  killed  ?  for,  indeed,  I  promised 
to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  signior  Benedick 
too  much;  but  he'll  be  meet  with  you/  I  doubt  it 
not. 


'  — —  isMgnior  Montanto  returned — *]  Montanto  was  one  of 
'  tije  ancient  terips  pf  the  fencing-achool. 

*  He  set  np  his  bills,  &c.]  published  a  general  challo^ge,  like  a 
prize-fighter.     Steevens. 

^ r  challengel  Cupd  at  the  illgfet :]  Flight  means  a  s(»t  of 

shooting  called  roving,  or  shooting  at  long  lengths.  The  arrows 
used  at  this  ppoirt  ate  c^ed'/^f^A^-arrows. 

* fl^  ^^e  bird-bolt.]  The  bird-bolt  is  a  short  thick  arrow 

without  a  point,  and  spreading  at  the  extremity  ^>  much,  as  to 
leave  a  flat  surface,  about  the  breadth  of  a  dbllllng. 

*  -,--,  hell  be  meet  with y<w>]  i.  e.  hi' II  be y^pr  m^k. 
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Mes^».  He  hath  done  good  service,  la(%,  iixt:hese 
wars.  ' 

Beat,  Youi  hod  mt^ty  viyctual,  and  he  hath  holp 
to^eat  it;  he  is  a^yery  valiant  tEeochec-man,  hehalii 
«a:exie4I^  stoi;toch. 

Jhfejsis.,  Ajtida  g^od  soldiei^  loo,  kdy. 

Bmt.  AxA  a*  gi^pd",  soldier  to  a  lady  ;-^B(ut  what  i^ 
he  to  a  lord?* 

Mess.  A  lord  to  a  lord,,  a  ^waij  to  a  man;  stijffed 
with  all  hoi^ovH'ableJ  virtues* 

Beat.  It  is  so,  iiideed;  be  i^  no  less  than  a  staffed 
man:  but  for  the. stwiffing,— Well,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Leon.  You  must  not,  sir,  mistake  my  niece: 
there  ijs  a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  signior  Bene- 
dick and  her:  they  never  meet,  but  there  is  a 
skirmish  of  wit  between  them. 

Beat.  Ala^,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  last 
<K)rrflict,  ftwar  of  Ms  five  wits  went  haltmg  off,  and 
now  is  the  whole  nwui  governed  with  one  r  so  that  if 
he  hfilve  wit  enough  to  keep  himself  warm,  let  him 
bear  it  fet  a  di^rel^ce  between  himself  and  his 
horse ;  for  it  v&  alt  the  wealth  that  he  hath  Idit,  to 
be  kiiowi^  a  reasonable  creature. — ^Who  is  his  com- 
panion now?  He  hath  every  month  a  nevr-sworn 
brother. 

Mess.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Beoi.  Very  easily  possible:  he  wears  his  feith  but 
as  the  fashion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the 
next  block. 

Mess.  I  see,  lady,  the  gentleman  is  not  in  your 
books.  V 

B^t.  No :  an  he  were,  I  wouM  burn  my  study. 
But,  I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion?  Is  there 
no  young  squarer^  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with 
hiiii  to  the  devil? 

f  — —  yo^^g  squarer---]  A  squarer  I  take  to  be  a  cholericki. 
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Mess.  He  is  most  in  the  company  of  the  right 
noble  Qaudio. 

Beat.  O  Lord!  he  will  hang  upon  him  like  a 
disease:  he  is  sooner  caught  than  the  pestilenc^ 
and  the  taker  runs  presently  tnad.  God  help  the 
noble  Claudio !  if  he  have  caught  the  Baiedick^  it 
will  cost  him  a  thousand  poimdere  he  be  cured. 

Mess.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

Beat.  Do,  good  friend., 

Leon.  You  will  never  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat.  No,  not  till  a  hot  January. 

Mess.  Don  Pedro  is  approached. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,   attended  by  Balthazar  and 
others,  Dow  John,  Claudio,  ane;{  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  signior  Leonato,  you  are  come 
to  meet  your  trouble:  the  fashion  of  the  world  is 
to  avoid  cost,  and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon.  Never  came  trouble  to  my  house  in  the 
likeness  of  your  grace ;  for  trouble  being  gone, 
comfort  should  remain ;  but,  when  you  depart  from 
me,  sorrow  abides,  and  happiness  takes  his  leave. 

D.  Pedro.  You  embrace  your  charge  too  wil- 
lingly.— I  think,  this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon.  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  so. 

Bene.  Were  you  in  doubt,  sir,  that  you  asked 
her? 

Leon.  Signior  Benedick,  no ;  for  then  were  you 
a  child. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  it  full.  Benedick:  we  may 
guess  by  this  what  you  are,  being  a  man.    Truly, 


quanelsome  fellow^  for  in  this  sense  Shakspeare  uses  the  word  to 
sqtiare.  So,  in  A  Midmmmef-Nighfs  Vrearn,  k  is  said  of 
Obercm  and  Titania,  that  they  necer  meet  but  they  square.  So  the 
sense  may  be^  Is  there  no  hot-blooded  youth  that  idlt  keep  him 
company  throvgh  all  his  mad  pranks?    Johksok. 
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the  bdy  Withers  hersdf:^— Be  happy^  lady!  for  you 
are  like  an  honoumble  &ther. 

Bejie.  If  signior  Leonato  be  her  father,  she 
would  not  have  his  head  on  her  shouldiers^  for  all 
Messina,  as  like  him  as  she  isv 

Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  still  be  talking, 
signior  Benedick ;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene.  What,  my  d^ar  lady  Disdain  \  are  you  yet 
living? 

Beat.  Is  it  possible,  disdain  should  die,  while  she 
hath  such  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  signior  Benedick  } 
Gourtesy  itself  must  convert  to  disdain,  if  you  come 
in  her  presence. 

Bene.  Then  is  courtesy  a  turn-coat:— But  it  is 
certain,  I  am  loved  of  dl  ladies,  only  you  excepted  : 
and  I  would  I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not 
a  hard  heart ;  fsr,  truly,  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happiness  to  women ;  they  would 
else  have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  suitor.  I 
thank  Grod,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  hu- 
mour for  that ;  I  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a 
crow,  than  a  man  swear  he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyship  still  in  that  mind  t 
so  some  gentleman  or  other  shall  'scape  a  predesti- 
nate scratched  face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worse,  an 
'twere  such  a  face  as  yours  were. 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot-teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a  beast 
of  yours. 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horse  had  the  speed  of  your 
tongue;  and  so  gocxl  a  continuer:  But  keep  your 
way  o*  God's  name;  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick;  I 
know  you  of  old. 

^ fatkopM  herself:']  This  phrase  is  conupoi^  in  jyoucsetsHre: 

''  Jack  fathers  himself j'*  i.  e.  is  like  his  father. 
VOL.  II.  S 
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.  D.Pedro.  This  is  the  sum  of  all:  Leoriato,— ^ 
signior  Claudio,  and  signior  Benedick^ — ^mv  dear 
friend  Leonato,  hath  invited  you  all,  I  tell  him, 
we  shall  stay  here  at  the  least  a  month ;  and  he 
heartily  prays,  some  occasion  may  detain  us  longer: 
I  dare  swear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but  prays  from  his 
heart. 

Leon.  If  you  swear,  my  lord,  you  shall  not  be 
forsworn, — ^Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  lord  :  be- 
ing reconciled  to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  owe 
you  all  duty. 

D.  John.  I  thank  you:  I  am  not  of  many  words, 
but  I  thank  you* 

Leon.  Please  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 

D.  Pedro.  Your  hand,  Leonato ;  we  will  go  to- 
gether.      [^Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Claudio. 

Claud.  Benedick,  didst  thou  note  the  daughter 
of  signior  Leonato? 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not ;  but  I  looked  on  her. 

Claud.  Is  she  not  a  modest  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  question  me,  as  an  honest  man 
should  do,  for  my  simple  true  judgment ;  or  would 
you  have  me  speak  after  my  custom,  as  being  a  pro- 
lessed  t)rrant  to  their  sex  ? 

Claud.  No,  I  pray  thee,  speak  in  isober  judg- 
ment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  she  is  too  low  for 
a  high  praise,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praise,  and  too 
little  for  a  great  praise:  only  this  commendation  I 
can  afford  her;  that  were  she  other  than  she  is,  she 
were  unhandsome;  and  being  no  other  but  as  she  is, 
I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud.  Thou  thinkest,  I  am  in  sport;  I  pray 
thee,  tell  me  truly  how  thou  likest  her. 

Bene.  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  inquire 
after  her  ? 

Cla7xd.  Can  the  world  buy  such  a  jewel  ? 
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Bene.  Yea,  and  a  case  to  put  it  into.  But  speak 
you  this  with  a  sad  brow?  or  do  you  play  the  flout* 
ing  Jack;®  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder, 
and  Vulcan  a  rare  carpenter?  Come,  in  what  key- 
shall  a  man  take  you,  to  go  in  the  song  ? 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  she  is  the  sweetest  lady  that 
ever  I  looked  on. 

Bene.  I  can  see  yet  without  spectacles,  and  I  see 
no  such  matter:  there's  her  cousin,  an  she  were  not 
possessed  with  a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty, 
as  the  first  of  May  doth  the  last  of  December. 
But  I  hope,  you  have  no  intent  to  turn  husband ; 
have  you  ? 

Claud.  I  would  scarce  trust  myself,  though  I  had 
sworn  the  contrary,  if  Hero  would  be  my  wfe. 

Bene.  Is  it  come  to  this,  i*faith?  Hath  not  the 
world  one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  sus- 
picion?® Shall  I  never  see  a  bachelor  of  three- 
score again?  Gro  to,  lYaith;  an  thou  wilt  needs 
thrust  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the  print  of  it, 
and  sigh  away  Sundays.  Look,  Don  Pedro  is  re- 
turned to  seek  you. 

Re-enter  Don  Pedbo* 

D.  Pedro.  What  secret  hath  held  you  here,  that 
you  followed  not  to  Leonato's? 

Bene.  I  would,  yoitf.  grace  would  constrain  me 
to  tell. 

D.  Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene.  You  hear.  Count  Claudio  t  I  can  be  secret 
as  a  dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  so ;  but  on 
my  allegiance,— ^mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance : 

8 the  flouting  Jack)^  Jot^t  in  our  aaUior*8  time^  was  a 

term  of  contempt. 

d ..,..»  ^gar  his  cap  with  suspicion  f]  That  is,  subject  his  head 
to  the  disquiet  of  jealousy. 

S  2 
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-r-He  i$  in  love.  With  wbo?n-now  that  i$  y^ur 
arace*6  pwt. — Mdrk,  how  ghort  his  answer  is:-^ 
With  Hw>9  Leonato's  short  daughter. 

Cla^d.  If  this  were  w,  so  were  it  uttered.' 

Bene.  lifce  the  did  tale,  my  lord:  it  is  not  so, 
nor  HwBsnot  so;  but»  indeed^  God  forbid  it  should 
be  so. 

Claud.  If  my  passion  dbange  not  shortly,  Gk>d 
forbid  it  should  be  otherwise. 

D.  Pedro.  Amen,  if  you  love  her;  for  the  lady 
is  very  well  worthy. 

Claud.  You  speak  this  to  fetdi  me  in,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  I  speak  my  thoii^t. 

Cluud.  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  ^ke  mine. 

Bene.  And^  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my 
lord,  I  spoke  mine. 

Claud.  That  I  love  her,  I  fed. 

D.  Pedro.  That  she  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  fed  how  she  should  be 
loved,  nor  know  how  she  should  be  worthy,  is  the 
(^pinion  that  fire  cannot  melt  out  of  me ;  I  will  die 
in  it  at  the  stake. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wast  ever  an  obstinate  heretick ' 
in  the  despite  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  ipaintain  his  part,  but 
in  the  force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank 
her;  that  she  brought  me  up,  I  likewise  give  h^ 
most  humble  thanks:  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat 
winded  in  my  forehead,^  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an 

*  Claud.  If  this  were  so,  so  were  it  utteredJ]  i.  e.  If  I  had  really 
confided  such  a  secret  to  him^  he  would  have  blabbed  it  in  this 
manner. 

« ■  ittt  that  I  toitt  htpoe  a  redieat  winded  in  my  forehead,] 
That  is^  I  will  wear  a  horn  on  my  forehead  which  the  hintsnum  may 
blow.  A  recheaie  is  die  sopnd  by  which  d<3|fl;s  are  called  back. 
Shakspeare  had  no  mercy  upon  the  poor  cu^old^  his  horn  is  an 
inexhaus^ble  subject  of  merrimeiit.    Johnson. 
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kiTisibl^  baldrick^  all  women  shall  pardon  nfie: 
Because  I  will  not  do  them  the  wrong  to  mistn;^ 
any,  I  will  do  myself  the  right  to  trust  none;  and 
the  fine  is,  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the  finer,)  I 
wDl  live  a  bachelor. 

jD.  Pedro.  I  shall  see  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pde 
with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  sickness,  or  with  huiiA 
gef,  my  lord;  not  with  love:  prove,  that  ever  I 
lose  more  blood  with  love,  than  I  will  get  agmn 
with  drinking,  pidc  out  mme  eyes  with  a  ballad- 
maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at  the  door  of  a 
brothel-house,  for  the  sign  of  blind  Cupid. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  dost  fall  from  this 
fatth,  thou  A^it  prove  a  notable  ar^ment. 

Bene.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,' 
and  shoot  at  me;  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be 
dapped  on  the  shoulder,  and  called  Adam.^ 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  as  time  shall  try: 
In  time  the  savage  bull  doth  bear  the  yoke. ^ 

Bene.  The  savage  bull  may;  but  if  ever  the  sen- 
dble  B^edick  beio*  it,  pluck  off  the  bulPs  hotns, 
and  set  them  in  my  forehead:  and  let  me  be  vilely 
painted;  and  in  such  great  letters  as  they  write. 
Here  is  good  horse  to  hire,  let  them  signify  imder  my 
sign, — Here  you  may  see  Benedick  the  married  man. 

Claud.  If  this  should  ever  happen,  thou  would'st 
be  horn-mad. 


3  _«^  ^  a  hdttle  like  a  cat,"]  In  some  counties  in  England^  a 
cat  was  formerly  closed  up  with  a  quanti^  of  soot  in  a  wooden^ 
bottle^  (such  as  that  in  which  shepherds  carry  their  hquor^  and 
was  suspended  on  a  line.  He  who  beat  out  die  bottom  as  he  ran 
under  it^  and  ivas  nimble  enough  to  escape  its  contents^  was  te- 
garded  as  the  hero  of  this  mhuman  diversion.     Steevens. 

*  ^-**-**  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clapped  tm  the  sh&Mtr, 
and  called  Adam.]  Perhaps  Adam  Bell^  a  famous  archer. 

^  fn  time  the  socage  brtU  doth  beat  the  yoke.'}  A  liae  from 
The  Spanish  Tragedy,  or  Hierpnymo,  ko. 
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D.  Pedro,  Nay,  if  Cupid  have  not  spent  all  his 
quiver  in  Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  shortly. 

Bene.  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the 
hours.  In  the  mean  time,  good  signior  Benedick, 
repair  to  Leonato*s;  commend  me  to  him,  and  tell 
him,  I  will  not  fail  him  at  supper ;  for,  indeed,  he 
hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene.  I  have  almost  matter  enough  in  me  for 
such  an  embassage;  and  so  I  commit  you — 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God:  From  my  house, 
(if  I.  had  it,)— 

D.  Pedro.  The  sixth  of  July:  Your  loving 
friend.  Benedick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not:  The  body  of 
your  discovirse  is  sometime  guarded  with  fragments,® 
and  the  guards  are  but  slightly  basted  on  neither : 
ere  you  flout  old  ends  any  further,^  examine  your 
conscience;  and  so  I  leave  you.     \^Exit  Bbnbdick* 

Claud.  My  liege,  your  highness  now  may  do  me 
good. 

D.Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach;   teach  it 
but  how. 
And  thou  shalt  see  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  lesson  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  son,  my  lord? 

D.  Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  she's  his  only  heir; 
Dost  thou  affect  her,  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  my  lord. 

When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  action, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  soldier's  eye, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  task  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  name  of  love; 

0  „..,.—«  guarded  with  fragments,']  Guards  were  ornamental  iaoe 
or  borders. 
.  7  .,-,„  ere  you  flout  old  ends,  <S'C.]  Before  you  endeacour  to 
distinguish  ymrself  any  more  by  antiquated  allusions^ 
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But  now  I  am  returned,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Gome  thronging  soft  and  delicate  desires. 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is. 
Saying,  I  lik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

D.  Pedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  presently. 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words : 
If  thou  dost  love  fair  Hero,  cherish  it; 
And  I  will  break  with  her,  and  with  her  father. 
And  thou  shalt  have  her:  Was't  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  began' st  to  twist  so  fine  a  story?     . 

Claud.  How  sweetly  do  you  minister  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  complexion ! 
But  lest  my  liking  might  too  sudden  seem, 
I  would  have  salv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatise. 

Z>.  Pedro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader 
than  the  flood  ? 
The  fairest  grant  is  the  necessity: 
Look,  what  will  serve,  is  fit:  'tis  once,  thou  lov'st;® 
And  I  will  fit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
I  know,  we  shall  have  revelling  to-night; 
I  will  assume  thy  part  in  some  disguise. 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio ; 
And  in  her  bosom  I'll  unclasp  my  heart. 
And  take  her  hearing  prisoner  with  the  force 
And  strong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale: 
Then,  after,  to  her  father  will  I  break; 
And,  the  conclusion  is,  she  shall  be  thine : 
In  practice  let  us  put  it  presently.  [^Exeunt. 

*    ■■      'tis  once,  thou  lov*st ;]  Once  may  meaa  '*  once  for  all," 
•^*'  *tis  enough  to  say  at  once,**    Steevens. 
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SCENE  IL 
A  Jtoom  in  Leonato's  House^ 

Enter  Lsonato  and  Antonio. 

Leon.  How  now,'  brother?  Where  is  my  oousin^ 
yoiir  son  ?  Hs^h  he  provided  this  musick  ? 

AnU  He  is  very  busy  about  it.  But,  btx>ther,  I 
can  tell  you  strange  news  that  you  yet  dreamed  not 
Pf. 

Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

Ant.  As  the  event  stamps  them ;  but  they  have  a 
good  cover,  they  show  well  outward.  TTie  prince 
and  Count  Claudio,  walking  in  a  thick-pleadied 
alley^  in  my  orchard,  were  thus  much  overheard  by  a 
man  of  mine:  The  prince  discovered  to  Claudio, 
that  he  loved  my  niece  your  daughter,  4ind  meant  to 
acknowledge  it  this  night  in  a  dance;  and,  if  he 
found  her  accordant,  he  meant  to  take  the  present 
time  by  the  top,  and  instantly  break  with  you  of  it. 

Leon.  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit,  that  told  you 
this? 

Ant.  A  good  sharp  fellow:  I  will  send  for  him, 
and  question  him  yourself. 

Leon.  No,  no;  we  will  hcAA  it  as  a  dream,  till  it 
appear  itself: — ^but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter 
withal,  that  she  may  be  the  better  prepared  ior  an 
answer,  if  peradventure  this  be  true.  Go  you,  and 
tell  her  of  it.  [Several  persons  cross  the  stage^ 
Cousins,  you  know  what  you  have  to  dp. — ^O,  I  cry 
you  mercy,  friend;  you  go  with  me,  and  I  will  use 
your  skill: — Good  cousins,  haye  a  care  this  busy 
time.  [Exeunt. 

9  ««.»*  a  thick-pleached  alley T^y  i,  e.  thickly  interwoven. 
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SCENE  III. 

jinother  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Conkade. 

Con.  What  the  goujere,  my  lord!  why  are  you 
thtts  out  of  measure  sad  ? 

D.  John.  There  is  no  measure  in  the  occasion 
that  breeds  it,  therefore  the  sadness  is  without  limit. 

Con.  You  should  hear  reason. 

Z).  John.  And  when  I  have  heard  it,  what  bles- 
sing bringeth  it  ? 

Con.  If  not  a  present  remedy,  yet  a  patient  suf- 
ferance. 

D.  John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  being  (as  thou 
say'st  thou  art)  born  under  Saturn,  goest  about  to 
apply  a  moral  medicine  to  a  mortifying  mischief.  I 
cannot  hide  what  I  am:  I  must  be  sad  when  I  have 
caus^  and  smile  at  no  man's  jests;  eat  when  I  have 
stomach,  and  wait  for  no  man's  leisure;  sleep  when 
I  am  drowsy,  and  tend  to  no  man's  business ;  laugh 
when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  man  in  his  humour.* 

Con.  Yea,  but  you  must  not  make  the  full  show 
of  this,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controlment.. 
You  have  of  late  stood  out  against  your  brother, 
and  he  hath  ta'en  you  newly  into  his  grace;  where  it 
is  impossible  you  should  take  true  root,  but  by  the 
fair  weather  that  you  make  yourself:  it  is  needful 
that  you  frame  the  season  for  your  own  haxvest. 

Z>.  John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,^ 
than  a  rose  in  his  grace ;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood 
to  be  disdain'd  of  all,  than  to  fashion  a  carriage  to 
rob  love  from  any :  in  this,  though  I  cannot  be  said 
to  be  a  flattering  honest  man,  it  must  not  be  denied 

'  -— —  claw  no  ttum  in  his  humour.']  To  claao  is  to  flatter. 
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that  I  am  a  plain-dealine  villain.  I  am  t.rusted  with 
a  muzzle,  and  enfranchised  with  a  clog;  therefore  I 
have  decreed  not  to  sing  in  my  cage:  If  I  had  my 
mouth,  I  would  bite;  if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would 
do  my  liking :  in  the  mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I 
am,  and  seek  not  to  alter  me. 

Con.  Can  you  make  no  use  of  your  discontent? 

D.  John.  I  make  all  use  of  it,  for  I  use  it  only* 
Who  comes  here?  What  news,  Borachio? 

Enter  Borachio. 

Bora.  I  came  yonder  from  a  great  supper;  the 
prince,  your  brother,  is  royally  entertained  by  Leo- 
nato  ;  and  I  can  give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended 
marriage.   ' 

D.  John.  Will  it  serve  for  any  model  to  build  mis- 
chief on  ?  What  is  he  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  him- 
self to  unquietness  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

D.John.  Who?  the  most  exquisite  Claudio? 

Bora.  Even  he. 

D.John.  A  proper  squire!  And  who,  and  who? 
which  way  looks  he  ? 

Bora.  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir 
of  Leonato. 

'  D.  John.  A  very  forward  March-chick !  How 
came  you  to  this  ? 

.  Bora.  Being  entertained  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
smoking  a  musty  room,^  comes  me  the  prince  and 
.  Claudio,  hand  in  hand,  in  sad  conference:^  I  whipt 
me  behind  the  arras ;  and  there  heard  it  agreed 
upon,  that  the  prince  should  woo  Hero  for  himself, 
and  having  obtained  her,  give  her  to  count  Claudio, 

*  — wnoAn'/zg"  a    musty  room,']    The  neglect  of  cleanliness 
among  our  ancestors,  rendered  such  precautions  too  often  necessary, 
9  — .^  in  sad  conference:'}  Sad  in  this^  signifies  serious. 
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D.  John.  Come,  come,  let  us  thither ;  this  may 
prove  food  to  my  displeasure  :  that  young  start-up 
hath  all  the  glory  of  my  overthrow ;  if  I  can  cross 
him  any  way,  I  bless  myself  every  way :  You  are 
both  sure,  and  will  assist  me  ? 
,    Con.  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

D.  John.  Let  us  to  the  great  supper;  their  cheer 
IS  the  greater,  that  I  am  subdued :  'Would  the  cook 
were  of  my  mind ! — Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be 
done  ? 

Bora.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.      \^Ex€Uvi. 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.  A  Hall  in  Leonato's  House: 

Enter  Leonato,  Antonio,  Hero,  Beatrice, 
and  others. 

Leon.  Was  not  count  John  here  at  supper  ? 

Ant.  I  saw  him  not. 

Beat.  How  tartly  that  gentleman  looks  !  I  never 
can  see  him,  but  I  am  heart-burned  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  disposition. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made 
just  in  the  mid-way  between  him  and  Benedick  ;  the 
one  is  too  like  an  image,  arid  says  nothing ;  and  the 
other,  too  like  my  lady's  eldest  son,  evermore 
tattling. 

Leon.  Then  half  signior  Benedick's  tongue  in 
count  John's  mouth,  and  half  count  John's  melan- 
choly to  signior  Benedick's  face, — 

Beat.  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle, 
and  money  enough  in  his  purse,  such  a  man  would 
win  any  woman  in  the  world,— if  he  could  get  her 
good  will. 
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Leon.  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee 
a  husband,  if  thou  be  so  shrewd  of  thy  tongue. 

jint.  In  faith,  she  is  too  curst. 

Beat.  Too  curst  is  more  than  curst:  I  shall  lessen 
God*s  sending  that  way:  for  it  is  said,  God  ^ends  u 
curst  cow  short  horns ;  but  to  a  cow  too  curst  he 
sends  none. 

Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curst,  God  will  send  you 
no  horns. 

Beat.  Just,  if  he  send  me  no  husband ;  for  the 
which  blessing,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every 
morning  and  evening:  Lord!  I  could  not  endure  a 
husband  with  a  beard  on  his  face ;  I  had  rather  lie 
in  the  woollen.* 

.  Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  husband,  that  hath 
no  beard. 

Beat.  What  should  I  do  with  him  ?  dress  him  in 
my  apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting  gentlewoman  ? 
He  tnat  hath  a  beard,  is  more  than  a  y6uth ;  and  he 
that  hath  no  beard,  is  less  than  a  man :  and  he  that 
is  more  than  a  youth,  is  not  for  me  ;  and  he  that  is 
less  than  a  man,  I  am  not  for  him :  Therefore  I  will 
even  take  sixpence  in  earnest  of  the  bear-herd,  and 
lead  his  apes  into  hell. 

Leon.  Well  then,  go  you  into  hell? 

Beat.  No ;  but  to  the  gate ;  and  there  will  the 
devil  meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  horns  g& 
his  head,  and  say,  Get  you  toheavei}^  Beatrice,  get 
you  to  heaven ;  here's  no  place  for  you  maids :  so 
deliver  I  up  my  apes,  and  away  to  Saint  Peter  for 
the  heavens ;  he  shows  me  where  the  bachelors  sit, 
and  there  live  we  as  merry  as  the  day  is  long. 

Jnt.  Well,  niece,  [To  Hbbo.]  I  trust,  you  will 
be  ruled  by  your  father. 


*        .in  the  woollen.]  I  suppose  she  means— bet  ween  blankets, 
i^thout  sheets.    Steeveks. 
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Beat.  Yes,  faith  ;  it  is  my  cousin's  duty  to  make 
courtesy,  and  my.  Father,  m  it  please  you;-*-but 
yet  for  all  that,  cousin,  let  him  be  a  handsome 
fellow,  or  else  make  another  courtesy,  and*  i»y. 
Father,  as  if  please  me. 

Leon.  Weu,  niece,  I  hope  to  see  you  one  day 
fitted  with  a  husband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  some  other 
metal  than  earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman 
to  be  over^mastered  with  a  piece  of  valiant  dust  > 
to  make  an  account  of  her  life  to  a  clod  of  wayward 
marl  ?  No,  uncle,  Til  none :  Adam's  sons  are  my 
brethren  ;  and  truly,  I  hold  it  a  sin  to  match  in  my 
kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember,  what  I  told  you ;  if 
the  prince  do  solicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know 
your  answer. 

Beat.  The  fault  will  be  in  the  musick,  cousin,  if 
you  be  not  woo*d  in  good  time :  if  the  prince  be 
too  important,*  tell  him,  there  is  ipeasure  in  every 
thing,  aud  so  dance  out  the  answer.  For  hear  me, 
Hero ;  Wooing,  wedding,  and  repenting,  is  as  a 
Scotch  jig,  a  measure,  and  a  cinque-pace :  the  first 
suit  is  hot  and  hasty,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  as 
fantastical ;  the  wedding,  mannerly-modest,  asf  a 
measure  full  of  state  andancientry;  arid  then  comes 
repentance,  and,  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into  the 
cinque-pace  faster  and  faster,  till  he  sink  into  his 
grave. 

Leon.  Cousin,  you  apprehend  passing  shrewdly. 

Beat.  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle ;  I  can  see  a 
church  by  day-light. 

Leon.  The  revellers  are  entering ;  brother,  make 
good  room. 

*  -—  he  too  impoxtAnt,']  i,  e.  importunate. 
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Enter  Don  Pedro,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Baltha- 
zar; Don  John,  Borachio,  Margaret^  Ur- 
sula, and  others,  masked. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady,  wUl  you  walk  about  with  your 
friend?*' 

Hero.  So  you  walk  softly,  and  look  sweetly,  and 
say  nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk;  and,  espe- 
cially, when  I  walk  away. 

D.  Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company? 

Hero.  I  may  say  so,  when  I  please. 

D.  Pedro.  And  when  please  you  to  say  so  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour;  for  God  defend, 
the  lute  should  be  like  the  case ! 

D.  Pedro.  My  visor  is  Philemon's  roof;  within 
the  house  is  Jove. 

Hero.  Why,  then  your  visor  should  be  thatch'd. 

D.  Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  speak  love. 

[Takes  her  aside. 

Bene.  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I,  for  your  own  sake;  for  I 
have  many  ill  qualities. 

Bene.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  say  my  prayers  aloud. 

Bene.  I  love  you  the  better ;  the  hearers  may  cry. 
Amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

Balth.  Amen. 

Marg.  And  Grod  keep  him  out  of  my  sight,  when 
the  dance  is  done ! — Answer,  clerk. 

Balth.  No  more  words;  the  clerk  is  answered. 

Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough ;  you  are  signior 
Antonio. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 


•  ymir  friend  ?]  Friend^  in  our  aatIior*s  time,  was  the  com- 

mon tenn  for  a  lirver,  and  applicable  to  both  sexes. 
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Urs.  I  know  you  by  the  waggling  of  your  head. 

^nt.  To  tell  you  true,  I  counterfeit  him. 

Urs.  You  could  never  do  him  so  ill-well,  unless 
you  were  the  very  man :  Here's  his  dry  hand^  up 
and  down;  you  are  he,  you  are  he. 

Ant.  At  a  word,  I  am  not. 

Urs.  Come,  come;  do  you  think  I  do  not  know 
you  by  your  excellent  wit?  Can  virtue  hide  itself? 
Go  to,  mum,  you  are  he :  graces  will  appear,  and 
there's  an  end. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  tell  me  who  told  you  so? 

Bene.  No,  you  shall  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  yoii  are  ? 

Bene.  Not  now. 

Beat.  That  I  was  disdainful, — and  that  I  had  my 
good  wit  out  of  the  Hundred  merry  Tales'^ — ^Well, 
this  was  signior  Benedick  that  said  so. 

Bene.  What's  he  ? 

Beat.  I  am  sure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene.  Nc*  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.  Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene.  I  pray  you,  what  is  he  ? 

Beat.  Why,  he  is  the  prince's  jester :  a  very  dull 
fool ;  only  his  gift  is  in  devising  impossible  slanders  : 
none  but  libertines  delight  in  him ;  and  the  com- 
mendatk>n  is  not  in  his  wit,  but  in  his  villainy; 
for  he  both  pleaseth  men,  and  angers  them,  and 
then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat  him :  I  am  sure, 
he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  would  he  had  boarded  me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentleman,  I'll  tell  him 
what  you  say. 

Beat.  Do,  do:  he'll  but  break  a  comparison  or 
two  on  me;  which,  peradventure,  not  marked,  or 
not  laughed  at,  strikes  him  into  melancholy;  and 

7  ,  ■  his  dry  hand  — ']  A  dry  hand  was  anciently  regarded  as 
the  sign  oi  a  cold  constitution. 

•  -— -  Hundred  mern/i  Tales;']  Perhaps  Boccace's  Decameron, 
t 
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then  thwe^s  a  partridge'  wing  saved,  fiir  the  fool 
will  eat  no  supper  that  night.  [Mustek  wiikm.] 
We  must  follow  the  leaders. 

Be$ie^  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  Uiey  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave 
them  at  the  next  turning. 

[Dance.  Then  exeunt  all  but  Don  John^ 
BoRACHio,  and  Claudio. 

D.  John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero, 
and  hath  withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him 
about  it:  The  ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  visor 
remains. 

Bora.  And  that  i&  Claudio:  I  know  him  by  his 
bearing.^ 

D.  John.  Are  not  you  signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  You  know  me  well ;  I  am  he. 

D.  John.  Signiw,  you  are  very  near  my  broths* 
in  his  love:  he  is  enamoured  on  Hero;  I  pray  you, 
dissuade  him  from  her,  she  is  no  equal  for  his  birth: 
you  may  do  the  part  of  an  honest  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her? 

D.  John.  I  heard  him  swear  his  affection. 

Bora.  So  did  I  too ;  and  he  swore  he  would  marry 
her  to-night. 

D.  John.  Come,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

Exeunt  Don  John  and  BoRACHto* 

Claud.  Thus  answer  I  in  name  of  Benedick, 
But  hear  these  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio.'— 
'Tis  certain  so  ;— the  prince  wooes  for  himself. 
Friendship  i&  constant  in  all  other  things. 
Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love : 
Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  use  their  own  tongues ; 
Let  every  eye  negotiate  for  itself. 
And  trust  no  agent :  for  beauty  is  a  witdi. 
Against  whose  charms  fa;ith  melteth  into  blood. 

» ids  bearing.]  i.  c.  Iw  carriage,  his  ^vq/^^aai;^. 
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This  is  an  accident  of  hourly  proof, 

W^hich  I  mistrusted  not :  Farewell  therefore,  Hero! 

JSte-enter  BE^EniCK. 

JBene.  Count  Claudioi 

Claud.  Yea,  the  same. 

Bene.  Come,  will  you  go  with  me? 

C/awrf.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own 
business,  count.  What  fashion  will  you  wear  the 
garland  of?  About,  your  neck,  like  an  usurer'ai 
^hain?^  or  under  your  arm,  like  a  lieutenant's  scarf? 
You  must  wear  it  one  way,  for  the  prince  hath  got 
jour  Hero. 

Claud.  I  wish  him  joy  of  her- 
'     Bene.  Why,  that*s  spoken  like  an  honest  drover; 
so  they  sell  bullocks.     But  did  you  think,   the 
prince  would  have  served  you  thus? 

Claud.  I  pray  you,  leave  me. 

Bene*  Ho!  now  you  strike  like  the  blind  man^ 
*twas  the  boy  that  stole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat 
the  post. 

Claud.  If  it  will  ndt  be,  Til  leave  you.        [Exit. 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowl !  Now  will  he  creep 

into  sedges. But,  that  my  lady  Beatrice  should 

know  me,  and  not  know  me !  The  prince's  fool  !-— 
Ha!  it  may  be,  I  go  under  that  title,  because  I  anf 
merry. — ^Yea;  but  so 5  I  am  apt  to  do  myself  wrong: 
1  am  not  so  reputed:  it  is  the  base,  the  bitter  dis- 
position of  Beatrice,  that  puts  the  World  into  her 
person,  and  wso  gives  me  out.  Well,  I'll  be  re- 
venged as  I  may- 

»  .■■■  usurer  a  chain ?3  Chains  of  gold,  of  considerable  Talue, 
were  in  our  aath(»:*s  time,  usually  worn  by  wealthy  citizeol,  and 
.others;  audit  appears  th^t  ti^  xx^rchanls/^^er the  chief  usurers 
of  the  aje. 

VOL.  It.  .         ^ 
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Re-enter  Don  Pedro,  Hero,  and  Leonato. 

D.  Pedro.  Now,  signior,  where's  the  count ; 
Did  you  see  him  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  played  the  part  of 
lady  Fame.  I  found .  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a 
lodge  in  a  warren;  I  told  him,  and,  I  think,  I  told 
him  true,  that  your  grace  had  got  the  good  will  of 
this  young  lady ;  and  I  offered  him  my  company  to 
a  willow  tree,  either  to  make  him  a  garland,  as  being 
forsaken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a  rod,  as  being 
worthy  to  be  whipped. 

D.  Pedro.  To  be  whipped!  What's  his  fault? 

Bene.  The  flat  transgression  of  a  school-boy; 
who,  being  overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  nest, 
shows  it  his  companion,  and  he  steals  it. 

D.  Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  trust  a  transgression? 
The  transgression  is  in  the  stealer. 

Bene.  Yet  it  had  not  been  amiss,  the  rod  had 
been  made,  and  the  garland  too ;  for  the  garland  he 
might  have  worn  himself;  and  the  rod  he  might 
have  bestow'd  on  you,  who,  as  I  take  it,  have 
stol'n  his  bird's  nest. 

D.  Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  sing,  and 
restore  them  to  the  owner. 

Bene.  If  their  singing  answer  your  saying,  by  my 
faith,  you  say  honestly. 

D.  Pedro.  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to 
you;  the  gentleman,  that  danced  with  her,  told 
her,  she  is  much  wronged  by  you. 

-  Bene.  O,  she  misused  me  past  the  endurance  of 
a  block;  an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it, 
would  have  answered  her;  my  very  visor  began  to 
assume  life,  and  scold  with  her:  She  told  me,  not 
thinking  I  had  been  myself,  that  I  was  the  prince's 
jester ;  that  I  was  duller  than  a  great  thaw ;  huddling 
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jest  upon  jest,  with  such  impossible  cdnveyatice,* 
upon  me,  that  I  stood  like  a  man  at  a  mark,  with  a 
whole  army  shooting  at  me:  She  speaks  poniards, 
and  every,  word  stabs :  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as 
her  terminations,  there  were  no  living  near  her,  she 
would  infect  to  the  north  star.  I  would  not  marry 
her,  though  she  were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam 
h^  left  him  before  he  transgressed:  she  would  have 
made  Hercules  have  turned  spit;  yea,  and  have  cleft 
his  club  to  make  the  fire  too.  Come,  talk  not  of 
her;  you  shall  find  her  the  infernal  Ate^  in  good  ap- 
parel. I  would  to  God,  some  scholar  would  con- 
jure her;  for,  certainly,  while  she  is  here,  a  man 
may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  sanctuary;  and 
people  sin  upon  ptirpose,  because  they  would  go 
thither;  so,  indeed,  all  disquiet,  horror,  and  per- 
turbation follow  her. 


Re-enter  Claudio  an(i  Beatrice. 

jD.  Pedro.  Look,  here  she  comes. 

Bene.  Will  your  grace  command  me  any  service 
to  the  world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  slightest  errand 
now  to  the  Antipodes,  that  you  can  devise  to  send 
me  on;  I  will  fetch  you  a  toothpicker  now  from  the 
farthest  inch  of  Asia;  bring  you  the  length  of 
Prester  John's  foot ;  fetch  you  a  hair  off  the  great 
Cham's  beard ;  do  you  any  embassage  to  the  Pig- 
mies, rather  than  hold  three  words'  conference  with 
this  harpy:  You  have  no  employment  for  me? 

Z>.  Pedro.  None,  but  to  desire  your  good  com- 
pany. 


*  such  impossible  conveyance,li    Impossible  seems  to  be  used  ii^ 
the  sense  of  imndiblc,  or iftamcekahle. 

^ the  infernal  Ate  — ]     The  Goddess  of  Revenge,     or 

Discords 

T  2 
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Bene.  O  Go4,  sir,  here's  a  dish  I  love  not;  I 
cannot  endure  ipy  lady  Tongue.  [£i*/. 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  lady,  come;  you  have  lost  the 
heart  of  signior  Benedick. 

Beat.  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  me  a  while; 

and  I  gave  him  use  for  it/  a  double  heart  for  his 

.single  one:  marry,  cmce  before,  he  won  it  of  me 

wim  false  dice,  therefore  your  grace  may  well  say,  ^ 

have  lost  it. 

D.  Pedro.  You  have  put  him  down,  lady,  you 
.  have  put  him  down. 

Beat.  So  I  would  not  he  should  do  me,  my  lord, 
lest  I  should  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have 
brought  count  Claudio,  whom  you  sent  me  to 
seek. 

D.  Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  whorefwe 
are  you  sad? 

Claud.  Not  sad,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  How  then?  Sick? 

Claud.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat.  The  count  is  neither  sad,    nor  sick,  nor 

merry,    nor  well:    but  civil,   count;    civil  as  an 

.  orange,  and  something  of  that  jealous  complexion. 

Z).  Perfro.  rfaith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to 
be  true;  though,  T\\  be  sworn,  if  he  be  so,  his 
conceit  is  false.  Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in 
thy  name,  and  fair  Hero  is  won ;  I  have  broke  with 
her  father,  and  his  good  will  obtained:  name  the 
day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee  joy  ! 

Leon.  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with 
her  my  fortunes:  his  grace  hath  made  the  matdi, 
and  all  grace  say  Amen  to  it ! 

Beat.  Speak,  count,  'tis  your  cue. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfectest  herald  of  joy:  I 
were  but  little  happy,  if  I  could  say  how  ipudh. — 

•* I  gate  him  use/or  it^']     Use^  or  intcresL 
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Lady,  as  you  are  mine,  I  am  yours :    I  give  away 
myself  for  you,  and  dote  upon  tn6  exchange. 

Bbat.  Speak,  cousin;  or,  if  you  cannot,  stop  his 
mouth  with  a  kiss,  and  let  him  not  speak,  neither. 

D.Pedro.  In  faith,  lady,  you  h&v^  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord;    I  thank  it,    poor  fool,    it 
keeps  on  the  windy  side  of  care: — ^My  cousin  teHs . 
him  in  his  ear,  that  he  is  in  her  heart.  "  /" 

Claud.  And  so  she  doth^  cousin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance! — Thus  goes  every 
one  to  thfe  world  but  I,  and  I  am  sun-burned;  I 
may  sit  in  a  corner,  and  cry,  heigh-ho !  for  a  hus- 
band. 

D.  Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  cme. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  Iiave  one  of  your  father's 
getting t  HfatH  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ? 
Your  mther  got  excellent  husbands,  if  a  maid  could 
come  by  them. 

D.  Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unless  I  might  have  another 
f6r  working-days ;  your  grace  is  too  costly  to  wear 
every  day : — But,  I  beseech  your  grace,  pardon  me ; 
Twas  born  to  speak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

Z).  Pedro.  Your  silence  most  offends  me,  and  to 
be  merry  best  becomes  you;  for,  out  of  question, 
you  were  bom  in  a  ilierry  hour. 

Beat.  No,  sure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry 'd ;  but 
then  there  was  a  star  danced,  and  under  that  was  I 
born. — Cousins,  God  give  you  joy ! 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  Iqok  to  those  things  I  told 
you  of? 

Beat.  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace's 
pardon.  [Exit  Beatrice. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleasant-spirited  lady. 

Leon.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element 
in  her,  my  lord :  she  is  never  sad,  but  when  she 
sleeps;  and  not  ever  sad  then;  for  I  have  heard, my 
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daughter  say,  she  hath  often  dreamed  of  unhappi- 
ness,  and  waked  herself  with  laughing. 

Z>.  Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  of  a 
husband. 

Leon.  O,  by  no  means;  she  mocks  all  her  wooers 
out  of  suit. 

£i.  P^dro.  She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Bene^ 
dick.  * 

Leon.  O  lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week 
married,  they  would  talk  themselves  mad.. 

D,  Pedro.  Couqt  Claudip,  when  me^  you  to  go 
to  church? 

Claud.  To-morrow,  my  lord:  Time  goes  on 
crutches  till  love  have  all  hia  rites,  ,  . 

Jjeon.  Not  till  Monday,  my  dear  son,  which  is 
hence  a  just  seven-night;  and  a  time  too  brief  too, 
to  have  all  things  answer  my  mind. 

D.  Pedro.  Come,  you  shake  the  head  at  so  long 
a  breathing;  but,*  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the 
time  shall  not  go  dully  by  us;  I  will,  in  the  interim, 
undertake  one  of  Hercules'  labours;  which  is,  to 
bring  signior  Benedick,  and  the  lady  Beatrice  into  a 
mountain  of  affection,  the  one  with  the  other.  I 
would  fain  have  it  a  match ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  to 
fashion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  minister  such  assist-, 
ance  as  I  shall  give  you  direction. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I  api  for  ypvb  though  it  cost  me 
t^n  nights'  watchings, 

Claud.  And  I,  my  lord. 

J).  Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modest  office,  my  lord,  to 
help  my  cousin  to  a  good  husband. 

D.  Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhope- 
fullest  husband  that  I  know:  thus  far  can  I  praise 
him;  he  is  pf  ^  npble  strain,^  of  approved  valour, 

^  —  a  noble  sirahi/]  i.  e.  Ascent,  lineage, 
t 
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and  confinned  honesty*  I  will  teach  yoil  how  to 
humour  your  cousin,  that  she  shall  fall  in  love  with 
Benedick: — and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will  so 
practise  on  Benedick,  that,  in  despite  of  his  quick 
wit  and  his  queasy  stomach,®  he  shall  fall  in  love 
with  Beatrice.  If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no 
longer. an  archer;  his  glory  shall  be  oui^s,  for  we  ai'e 
the  only  love-gods.  Go  in  with  me,  and  I  will  tell 
you  my  drift.  .  [^E^eunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Don  John  and  Borachio. 

D.  John.  It  is  so;  the  count  Claudio  shall  marry 
the  daughter  of  Leonato. 
.  Bofa.  Yea,  my  lord;  but  I  can  cross  it. 

D.  John.  Any  bar,  any  cross,  any  impediment 
will  be  medicinable  to  me :  I  am  sick  in  displeasure. 
to  him ;  and  whatsoever  comes  athwart  his  affection, 
ranges  evenly  with  mine.  How  canst  thou  cross 
this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  honestly,  my  lord;  but  so  covertly 
that  no  dishonesty  shall  appear  in  me. 

/).  John.  Show  me  briefly  how* 

Bora.  I  think,  I  told  your  lordship,  a  year  since, 
how  much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the 
waiting-gentlewoman  to  Hero. 

D.  John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  I  can,  at  any  unseasonable  instant  of  the 
night,  appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady's  chamber- 
,  window. 

«  — —  queasy  stomach  J    i.  e.  squeamish. 
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D.Jokn.  What  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  dftrth  <jf 
this  marriage? 

Bora.  The  poison  of  that  lies  in  yon  to  temper. 
Gro  you  to  the  prince  your  brother;  spare  not  ta 
tell  him,  that  he  hath  wronged  his  honour  in  m^- 
rying  the  renowned  Claudio  (whose  estimation  do 
you  mistily  hold  up)  to  a  contaminated  stale,  such 
a  one  as  Hero. 

D4  John.  What  proof  shall  I  make  of  that  ? 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  misuse  the  prince,  to  vex 
Claudio^  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  L^nato :  Look 
you  for  any  other  issue  ? 

Z>.  John.  Only  to  despite  them,  I  will  endeavour 
any  thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to.  draw 
Don  Pedro  and  the  count  Claudio,  alone  t  tell  them, 
that  you  know  that  Hero  loves  me ;  intend  a  kind  of 
zear  both  to  the  prince  and  Claudio,  as— in  love  of 
your  brother's  honour  who  hath  made  this  match  1 
and  his  friend's  reputation,  who  is  thus  like  to  be 
cozened  with  the  semblance  of  a  maid, — ^that*  }xm 
have  discovered  thus.  They  will  scarcely  believe 
this  without  trial :  offer  them  instances ;  wliich  shall' 
bear  no  less  likelihood,  than  to  see  me  at  her 
chamber-window;  hear  me  c^ll  Margaret,  Hero; 
hear  Margaret  term  me  Bbrachio;  and  bring  them 
"to  see  this,  the  very  night  before  the  intended  wed- 
ding: for,  in  the  meantime,  Iwill  so  fashion  the 
matter,  that  Hero  shall  be  absent ;  and  there  shall 
appear  such  seeming  truth  of  Hero's  disloyalty,  that 
jemousy  shall  be  calPd  assurance,  and  all  the  prepa- 
ration overthrown, 

D.  John,  Grow  this  to  what  adverse  issue  it  qan, 
I  will  put  It  in  practice :  Be-cunning  in  the  work^ 
ing  this,  and  thy  fee  is  a  thousand  ducats. 

1  — -—  intend  a  kind  of  zeal — "],  i.  e.  pi^ttnd. 
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Bora.  Be  vou  oonstoit  in  the  accusation,  and  my 
cunning  s^ali  not  shame  me. 

Z>.  John.  I  will  presently  go  learn  their  day  of 
marriage.  lExeunt. 


SCENE  ni. 

Leonato*s  Garden. 

Enter  Benedick  and  a  Boy. 

Bene.  Boy, — 

Boy.  Signior. 

Bene.  In  my  chamber-window  lies  a  book ;  bring 
it  hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 
.  Boy.  I  am  here  already,  sir. 

Bene.  I  know  that;— but  I  would  have  thee 
hence,  and  here  again.  [Exit  Boy#] — I  do  much 
wonder,  that  one  man,  seeing  how  much  another 
man  is  a  fool  when  he  dedicates  his  behaviours  to 
i0v^,  wilt,  after  he  hath  laughed  at  such  shallow  fbU 
lies  in  others,  become  the  argument  of  his  own*^ 
scorn,  by  falling  in  love:  And  such  a  man  is 
ClaucUo.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  musick 
with  him  but  the  drum  and  fife;  and  now  had 
he  rather  hear  the  tabor  said  the  pipe:  I  have 
known,  when  he  would  have  walked  ten  mile  afoot, 
to  see  a'  good  armour ;  and  now  will  he  lie  ten  nights 
awake,  carving  the  fashion  of  a  new  doublet.  Ikr 
was  wont  to  speak  plain,  and  to  the  purpose,  like  ar^ 
}>one3tr  man,  and  a  soldier ;  and  now  is  he  tnm'4' 
orthographer  ;  his  words  are  a  very  fantastical  ban- 
^)uet,  just  so  many  strange  dishes.  IVfay  I  be  sp 
converted,  and  see  wth  these  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tdl ; 
I  think  not :  I  will  not  be  sworn,  but  loye  may  trans- 
form me  to  an  oyster;  but  FU  take  my  oath  pn  it, 
till  he  have  made  ^n  oyster  of  me,  he  shall  •  never 
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make  me  such  a  fool.  On^  womaii  is  fair;;  yd:  I 
am  well:  another  is  wise:  yet  I  am  well:  another 
virtuous;  yet  I  ain  well :  out  till  all  graces  be  in  one 
woman,  one  woman  shall  not  come  in  my  grace.  Rich^ 
she  shall  be,  that's  certain;  wise,  or  I'll  none;  virtu- 
ous, or  I'll  nev€ir  cheapen  her;  fair,  or  I'll  never  look 
oaher ;  mild,  or  come  not  near  me ;  noble,  or  not  I 
for  an  angel ;  of  good  discourse,  an  excellent  mu- 
sician, and  her  hair  shall'  be  of  what  colour  it  please 
God.  Ha !  the  prince  and  monsieur  liove !  I  will 
hide  me  in  the  arbour.  [Withdraws. 

Enter  Don  Pedro,  Leonato,  and  Glaudio. 

D.  Bedro.  Come,  shall  we  hear  this  musick  ? 
Claud.  Yea,  my  good  lord: — How  still  the  even- 
ing is,        : 
As  htKhti  on  purpose  to  grace  harmony! 

Z>.  Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  him- 

.  self? 
Claud.  O,  very  wdl,  my  lord:  themusick  ended. 
We'll  fit  the  kid  fox  vrith  a  penny-worth.** 

Enter  BaiJthazar,  with  musick-    '  ' 

D.  Bedro.  Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  song 
again, 
;  Balth.  P  good  my  lord,  tax  not  so  bad  a  voice 
To  slander  musick  any  more  than  once. 

Df  Pedro..  It  is  the  witness  still  of  excellency. 
To  put  a  strange  face  on  hi§  own  perfection : — 
I  pray  thee,  sing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

Balth.  Because  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  sing: 
Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  suit 


^WtUI'iit  the  kid-fox  with  a  'penny-tioorth.']    i.e.  we  will  be 
even  witli  the  fox  now  discovered. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ABaUT  NOTHING.  2»9 

To  her  he  thinks lK)t  worthy;  yet  he  wooes; 
Yet  will  he.  swear,  he  loves. , 

D.Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  dome:- 

Or,  if  thou  wilt  bold  longel-  argument, 
Doitin  notes/ 

Balth.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 

There's  not  a  note  of  mine  that's  worth  the  uotmg* 

D.  Pedro.  Why  these  are  very  crptchets  that  he 
'     .    speaks; 
Note,  njotes,  forsooth,  and  noting!  [MusicL- 

Bene.  Now,    Divine  air!    nowis^  his  soul   ra- , 
vished! — 19  it  not  strange,  that  sh^eps'  guts  should 
hale  souls  out  of  men's  bodies? — ^Well,  a  horn  for 
my  mon^^y,  when  all's  done. 

Balthazar  sings.    » 

L 

Balth.  Sigh  no  more,  ladies ,   sigh  no  more. 
Men  were  deceivers  ever; 
Onejvot  in  sea,  and  on&  on  shore ; 
^   •     To  tme  thing  constant  never: 
Then  sigh  not  so. 
But  let  them  gOy 
jind  he  you  hlitke  and  bonny; 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
'  *       Into,  fiey  nonny,  nonny. 

II. 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  sing  no  mo 
Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heavy ; 

The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so. 
Since  summer  first  was  leavy. 
Then  sigh  not  so,  &c. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  good  song.. 
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BaltL  A^id  an  ill  singer^  my  Ior(U 

/)•  Pedro.  Ha?  no;  no>  faith;  thou  singest  well 
enough  for  a  shift. 

Bene,  [^^side.']  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that 
should  have  howled  thus,  they  would*  have  hanged 
him:  and^  I  pray  God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mi^ 
chief!  I  had  as  lief  have  heard  the  night-raven, 
come  what  plague  could  have  come  after  it. 

D.Pedro.  lea,  marry;  [To  Ct audio.] — ^Dost 
thou  hear,  Balthazar?  I  pray  thee,  get  us  soihe  ex- 
pcllfent  musick ;  for  td-morrow  night  we  woidd  have 
it  at  the  lady  Hero*8  chamber-window. 

Balih.  The  best  I  can,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro*  Do  so :  farcwah  [^Exetmt  Baltha- 
zar and  musick.']  Come  hither,  Leonato:  What 
was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day  ?  that.your  niece  Bea- 
trice was  in  love  with  signior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ay: — Stalk  on,  stalk  on;  the  fowl 
sits.*  Inside  to  Pbdro.]  I  did  never  think  that  lady 
would  have  loved  any  man. 

Leon.  No,  nor  I  neither ;  but  most  W9nderful, 
that  shq  should  so  dote  on  signior  Benedick,  whom 
she  hath  in  all  outward  behaviours  seemed  ever  to 
abhor. 

Bene.  Is*t  possible?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  cor- 
ner ?  [Aside. 

fjeon.  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  I  cannot  tell  what 
to  think  of  it ;  but  that  she  loves  him  with  an  en- 
raged affection, — it  is  past  the  infinite  of  thought.* 

D.  Pedro.  May  be,  she  doth  but  counterfeit. 


•  Stalk  on^  stalk  on  j  'htfiml  sks,']  An  allusion  to  the  ftalkvig- 
korse;  a  horse  either  real  or  ^titious^  by  which  the  fowler  an- 
ciently sheltered  himself  from  the  sight  of  the  game. 

»  —  but  that  skt  l&oes  km:  with  an  enraged  affection, — it  is 
past  the  infinite  qf  thought.']  The  meanings  I  think  is, — but  with 
what  an  enraged  flection  she  loves  him^  it  is  beyond  the  fotzer  nf 
thought  to  conctxxe.     MX  lone. 

* 
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Claud.  'Faith,  like  enough. 

Leon.  O  God  I    counterfeit!    There  never  was 
•coimterfeit  of  passion  came  so  neartiie  life  of  pas« 
sion,  as  she  discovers  it. 

2).  Pedro.  Why,  what  effects  of  passion  shows 
she? 

Claud.  Bait  the  hook  well;  this  fish  will  bite. 

[Aside. 

Leon.  What  effects,  my  lord !  She  will  sit  you^i— 
You  heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud,  She  did,  indeed. 

D.  Pedro.  How,  how,  I  pray  you?  You  aihaxe 
me:  I  would  have  thought  her  spirit  had  been  in* 
vincible  against  all  assaults  of.  affection.  . 

Leon.  I  would  have  sworn  it  had,  my  lord;  espe^ 
cially  against  Benedick. 

Bene.  [Aside.']  I  should  think  this  a  gull,  but 
that  the  white-bearded  fellow  speaks  it:  knavery 
cannot,  sure,  hide  itself  in  such  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath  ta'en  the  infection;  hold  it  up. 

[Aside. 

D.  Pedro.  Hdth  she  made  her  affection  known  to 
Senedick? 

Leon.  No;  ^nd  swears  she  never  will :  that*8  her 
torment. 

Clau4.  Tistrue,  indeed;  so  your  daughter  says : 
Siiall  /,  says  she,  that  have  so  qfl  encountered  him 
with  scorn,  write  to  him  that  I  love  him? 

Leon.  This  says  she  now  when  she  is  beginning 
to  write  tp  him :  for  she'll  be  up  twenty  times  a 
night;  and  there  will  she  sit  in  her  smock,  till  she 
have  writ  a  sheet  of  paper: — my  daughter  tells  us  alU 

Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  sheet  of  paper,  I  re- 
member a  pretU  jest  your  slaughter  told  us  of* 

Leon.  O ! — ^When  she  had  writ  it,  and  was  read- 
ing it  over,  she  found  JBenedick  and  Beatrice  be- 
tween the  irfieet  ? — 
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Claud.  That. 

Ijcon.  O!  she  tore  the  letter  into  a  thousand 
half-pence ;  railed  at  herself,  that  she  should  be  so 
immodest  to  write  to  one  tliat  she  knew  would  flout 
her :  /  measure  him,  says  she,  by  my  own  spirit ; 
for  I  should  Jlout  him,  if  he  writ  to  me ;  yea,  though 
I  love  him,  I  should. 

Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  she  falls, 
weeps,  sobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays, 
curses ; — 0  sweet  Benedick  !  God  give  me  patience! 

Leon.  She  doth  indeed;  my  daughter  says  so: 
and  the  ecstacy  hath  so  much  overborne  her,  that " 
my  daughter  is  sometime  afraid  she  will  do  a  despe- 
rate outrage  to  herself;  It  is  very  true. 

D.  Pedro.  It  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of 
it  by  some  other,  if  she  will  not  discover  it. 

Claud.  To  what  end?  He  would  but  make  a 
sport  of  it,  and  torment  the  poor  lady  worse. 

D.  Pedro.  An  he  should,  it  were  an  alms  to 
hang  him:  She's  an  excellent  sweet  lady;  and,»  out 
of  all  suspicion,  she  is  virtuous. 

Claud.  And  she  is  exceeding  wise.  ' ' 

D.  Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

Leon.  O  my  lord,  wisdom  and  blood  combating 
in  so  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that 
blood  hath  the  victory.  I  am  sorry  for  her,  as  I 
have  just  cause,  being  her  uncle  and  h^  guardian. 

D.  Pedro.  I  would,  she  had  bestowed  this  dotage 
on  me;  I  would  have  dafTd^  all  other  respects,  and 
made  her  half  myself:  I  pray  yoii,  tell  Benedick  of 
it,  and  hear  what  he  will  say. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you? 

Claud.  Hero  thinks  surely,  shewilldie:  for  she 
says,  she  will  die  if  he  love  her  not;  and  she  will 

• ^  have  daflfd— ]    To  daff'i^  the  same  as  to  (/o^^  to  do  (f, 

to  put  aside. 
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die  ere  she  makes  her  love  known ;  and'  she  wiH  die 
if  he  woo  her,  rather  than  she  will  'bate  one  breath 
of  her  accustomed  crossness. 

D,  Pedro,  Sh^  doth  well:    if  she!  should  make  . 
tender  of  her  love,  'tis  very  possible  he'll  ^orn  it;* 
for  the  man,  as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  v;     ' 
spirit.* 

Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man.* 

D.  Pedro.  He    hath,    indeed,   a    good   outward    . 
happiness. 

Claud.  'Fore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wise. 

D.  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  show  some  sparks 
that  are  like  wit. 

Leori.  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

D.  Pedro.  As  Hector,  I  assure  you :  and  in  the 
managing  of  quarrels  you  may  say  he  is  wise;  for 
either  he  avoids  them  with  great  discretion,  or  under- 
takes them  with  a  most  christian-like  fear. 

Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  must  necessarily 
keep  peace;  if  he  break  the  peace,  he  ought^  to 
enter  into  a  quarrel  with  fear  and  trembling. 

D.  Pedro.  And  so  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth 
fear  God,  howsoever  it  seems  not  in  him,  by  some 
large  jests  he  will  make.  Well,  I  am  sorry  for  your 
niece :  Shall  we  go  see  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of 
her  love? 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord;  let  her  wear  it 
out  with  good  counsel. 

Leon.  Nay,  that's  impossible;  she  may  wear  her 
heart  out  first. 

D.  Pedro.  Well,  we'll  hear  further  of  it  by  your 
daughter;  let  it  cool  the  while.     I  love  Benedick 
,well;  and  I  could  wish  he  would  modestly  examine 
himself,  to  see  how  much  he  is  unworthy  so  goodja      « 
lady.  y:  ^t - 

*—— contemptible  *p?nV..]    'y.e,  cortfewptuoits.  ;  J    ".-D-^h^ 

* a  ^ert/  proper  man.]    l.  e.  a  very  handsome  one> 
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Leon^  "My  lord,  will  you  Walk  ?  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud.  It  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I 
will  never  trust  my  expectation.  \^Astde. 

D.  Pedro.  Let  there  be  the  sdiiie  net  spread  for 
l^r;  and  that  must  your  daughter  and  herg^itle^ 
Woman  carry«  The  sport  will  be,  when  they  hold 
one  an  opinion  of  another's  dotage,  and  no  such 
matter;  tnat^s  the  scene  that  I  would  see,  which 
will  be  merely  a  dumb  show.  Let  us  send  her  to 
call  him  in  to  dinner.  [^side. 

[^Exeunt  Don  Pbjdro,  Cjlaubio^  and  Leoxato* 

BsiCBDtCK  advances  from  the  jirlour^ 

Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick :  The  conference  wa^ 
sadly  bo«Tie.* — They  have  the  truth  of  this  from 
Hero.     They  seem  to  pity  the  lady;  it  seems,  her 
affections  have  their  full  bent.     Love  me  f  why,  it 
must  be  requited.     I   hear  how  I  am  censwed: 
they  say,  I  will  bear  myself  proudly,  if  I  perpeive 
the  love  come  from  her;  they  say  too,  that  she  will 
rather  die  than  give  any  sign  of  affection. — I  did 
never  think  to  marry: — I  must  not  seem  proud: — 
Happy  are  they  that  hear  their  detractions,   and 
can  put  them  to  mending.     They  say,  the  lady  is 
fair;    *tis  a  truth,  I  can  bear  them  witness:   and 
virtuous;— 'tis  so,  I  cannot  reprove  it;   and  wise,^ 
butr  for  loving  me :— By  my  troth,  it  is  no  addition 
to  her  wit; — ^nor  no  great  argument  of  her  folly, 
for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her.— ^I  may 
chance  have  some  odd  miirks  and  .remnants  of  w^ 
broken  on  me,  because  1  have  railed  sO  Jong  against 
marriage:  But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter?  A  man 
loves  the  meat  in  his  youth,  that  he  qmnot  endure 
in  his  age:  Shall  quips,  and  sentences,  and  thes^ 
paper  bullets  of  th^  brain,  awe  a  man  from  the 

* >  teas  sadly  borne,']    i.  e.  m^  seriously  carried  on. 
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careeir  of  his  humour?  No:  The  world  must  be 
peopled*  When  I  said,  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  I 
did  not  think  I  should  liVe  till  I  were  married.— 
Here  comes  Beatrice:  By  this  day,  she's  a  fair  lady: 
1  do  spy  some  marks  of  love  in  her* 

Enter  Beatrice*  . 

Beat.  Against  my  will,  I  am  sent  to  bid  you 
cDme  in  to  dinner. 

Bene.  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains* 

Beat.  I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks, 
than  you  take  pains  to  thank  me;  if  it  had  been 
painful  I  would  not  haVe  come. 

Bene.  You  take  pleasure  in  the  message  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  just  so  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choke  a  daw  withal : — ^You  have 
no  stomach,  signior;  fare  you  well.  [Exit„ 

Bene.  Ha  I  Jlgainst  my  will  I  am  sent  to  bid  you 
come  to  dinner — there's  a  double  meaning  in  that. 
I  took  no  more  pains  for  those  thanks,  than, you  took 
pains  to  thank  me-^that's  as  much  as  to  say.  Any 
pains  that  I  take  for  you  is  as  easy  as  thanks : — If  I 
do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I  am  a  villain ;  if  I  do  not 
love  her,  I  am  a  Jew :  I  will  go  get  her  picture. 

[Exit. 


VOJL.  II.  U 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  L   LeoaBio's  Garden. 

Enter  HERO;t  Mabgabbt^  a?u2  Ursula. 

Hero.  Grood  Margaret,   run  thee  into  the  par- 
lour; 
ITiere  shalt  thou  find  my  cousin  Beatrice 
Proposing  with  the  Prince  and  Qaudio  :^ 
Whisper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,  I  and  Ursula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  discourse 
Is  all  of  her ;  say,  that  thou  overheard*st  us  ; 
And  bid  her  steal  into  the  pleached  bower. 
Where  honey-suckles,  ripen'd  by  the  sun, 
Forbid  the  sun  to,  enter ; — ^like  favourites. 
Made  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
Against  that  power  that  bred  it : — there  will  shft 

hide  her. 
To  listen  our  propose:  This  is  thy  office. 
Bear  thee  well  in  it,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg.  I'll  make  her  come,  I  warrant  you,  pre- 
sently. -  [Exit. 
Hero.  Now,  Ursula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come. 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  must  only  be  of  Benedick: 
When  I  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praise  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit: 
My  talk  to  thee  must  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  sick  in  love  with  Beatrice:  Of  this  matter 
Is  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made. 
That  only  Woxmds  by  h^rsay.     Now  begin; 


•  Proposing  vnth  the  Prince  and  Clavdio:']   Proposing  is  coa- 
veruog>  from  the  French  word— ^c»po«^  di«course^  talk. 
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Enter  Beatricb^  behind. 

For  look  where  Beatrice^  like  a  lapwings  nme 
Close  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Urs.  Thepleasant*st  angling  is  to  see  the  fish 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  silver  stream^ 
And  greedily  devour  the  treadierous  bait: 
So  ai^le  we  for  Beatrice;  who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero.  Then  go  we  near  her^  that  her  ear  lose 
nothing 
Of  the  &lse  sweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it.-^ 

[They  advcmce  to  the  bw>er^ 
No,  truly,  Ursula,  she  is  too  disdainful; 
I  know,  her  ^irits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggards  of  the  rock.      • 

Urs.  But  are  you  sul«> 

That  BenedidL  loves  Beatrice  so  entirely  ? 

Hero.  So  says  the  prince,  and  my  new-trothed 
lord. 

Urs.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  madam  ? 

Hero.  They  &A  intreat  me  to  acquaint  her  df 
it: 
But  I  persuaded  them,  if  they  lovM  Benedick, 
To  wish  him  wrestle  with  affection. 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urs.  Why  did  you  so?   Doth  not  the  gentle-^ 
man 
Deserve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed. 
As.  ever  Beatrice  shall  couch  upon  ?  - 

Hero.  O  Grod  of  love!  I  know,  he  doth  desire 
As  much  as  may  bp  yielded  to  a  man : 
But  nature  never  fraon'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  stuff  than  that  of  Beatrice: 
Disdain  and  scorn  ride  sparkling  in  h^  eyes, 

v2 
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Misprising^  what  they  look  on;  and  her  wit 
Values  itself  so  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  else  seems  weak:  she  cannot  love^ 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection. 
She  is  so  self-endeared. 

Urs.  Sure,  I  think  so; 

And  therefore,  certainly,  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  lest  she  make  sport  at  it. 

Hero.  Why,  you  speak  truth:  I  ne\'er  yet  «wr 
man. 
How  wise,  how  noble,  young,  how  rarely  featured. 
But  she  would  spell  him  backward :  if  fair-faced, 
She'd  swear,  the  gentleman  should  be  her  sister; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick. 
Made  a  foul  blot:  if  tall,  a  lance  ill-headed; 
If  low,  an  agate  very  vilely  cut: 
If  speaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds; 
If  silent,  why,  a  block  tnoved  with  none. 
So  turns  she  every  man  the  wrong  side  out;    . 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  simpleness  and  merit  purchaseth. 

Urs.  Sure,  sure,  such  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  No :  not  to  be  so  odd,  and  from  all  fashions, 
As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable: 
But  who  dare  tell  her  so  ?  If  I  should  speik, 
She*d  mock  me  into  air;  O,  ishe  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myself,  press  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire. 
Consume  away  in  sighs,  waste  inwardly: 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks; 
Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling. 

Urs.  Yet  tell  her  of  it;  hear  what  she  will  say* 

Hero.  No;  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counsel  him  to  fight  against  his  passion : 
And,  truly,  I'll  devise  some  honest  slanders 

'  Misprising'^']    Despising,  contemning,  or  undervaluing* 
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To  stain  ray  cousin  with:  One  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoison  liking. 

Urs.  O,  do  not  do  your  cousin  such  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  so  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  so  swift  and  excellent  a  wit,® 
As  she  is  priz'd  to  have,)  as  to  refuse 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  signior  Benedick. 

Hero.  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio. 

Urs.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam. 
Speaking  my  fancy;  signior  Benedick, 
For  shape,  for  bearing,  argument,^  and  valour. 
Goes  foremost  in  report  through  Italy, 

Hero.  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urs.  His  excellence  did  earn  it,    ere  he    had 
it— 
When  are  you  married,  madam  ? 

Hero.  Why,    every    day; — to-morrow:    Come, 
go  in; 
ril  show  thee  some  attires;  and  have  thy  counsel. 
Which  is  the  best  to  furnish  me  to-morrow. 

Urs.  She's  lim'd'  I  warrant  you;  we  have  caught 
her,  madam. 

Hero.  If  it  jMTOve  so,  then  loving  goes  by  haps: 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  some  with  traps. 

%\Exeunt  Hsao  avd  Ursula, 

Beatrice  advances. 

Beat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  Can  this  be  true  ? 
Stand  I  condemn'd  for  pride  and  scorn  so  much? 
Contempt,  farewell!  and  maiden  pride,  adieu! 
No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  such. 

•  —  80  swift  and  excellent  a  wit,^    Swffl  means  ready. 

• argument,']    or  conversation, 

'  She*s  lim*d  —*]    Entangled  with  birdUme, 
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And^  ^nedick,  lo¥e  on,  I  w31  requite  tirae^ 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand;^ 
If  4iou  dost  love,  my  kindness  shall  incite  the^ 
^  To  bin4<>VU'  loves  up  in  a  holy  bsmd: 
For  others  say,  thou  dost  deserve;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  thwi  reportingiy,  [Exk. 


SCENE  IL 

ji  Room  in  Leonato^s  House. 

Enter  Don  Pbdro,  Claudio,  Bbnbdick,  and 
Leonato, 

D.Pedro.  I  do  but  stay  till  your  marriage  bo 
consummate,  and  then  I  go  toward  Airagon, 

Claud,  ril  bring  yo^i  thither,  my  lord,  if  you'll 
vouchsafe  me. 

.D.  Pedro.  Nay,  that  would  be  as  ^eat  a  ^1  in 
the  new  gloss  of  your  marriage,  as  to  show  a  child 
.his  new  coat^  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it  I  will 
only  be,  bold  with  Benedick  for  his  company;  for, 
from  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  sole  of  tiis  foot, 
he  is  all  mirth;  he  hath  twic^  or  thrice  Qut  Cupid's 
.i)Ow-Btring,  and  the  little  hangman  dare  not  shoot 
at  him:  he  hath  a  heart  as  sound  as  a  bell,  and 
his  tongue  is  the  clapper;  for  what  his  heart  thinks, 
his  tongue  speaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been.. 

Leov.,  {So  say  I;  methinks,  you  are  sadder^ 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love, 

/).  Pedro.  Hang  him,   truant;   there's  no  true 

^  Taming  my  wild  heart,  to  thy  loving  hand;"}  Tius  image  is 
taken-from  fdconiy.  She  iiad  been  charged  with  being  as  wUd  as 
haggards  of  the  rock;  she  therefore  says,  that  wild  as  her  heart  is, 
9l^  win  tame  it  to  the  hand,    Johnson, 
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drop  of  blood  In  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with 
love:  if  he  be  sad,  he  wants  money. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

D.  Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it  \ 

•  Claud.  Yt>u  must  hang  it  first,  and  draw  it  after- 
wards. 

D.  Pedro.  What?  sigh  for  the  tooth-ach? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  Well,  Every  one  can  master  a  grief,  but 
he  that  has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  say  I,*  he  is  in  love. 

D.  Ped;t0.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in 
him,  unless  it  be  a  fancy  thit  he  hath  to  strange  dis^ 
guises;  as,  to  be  ^  Dutch-man  to-day;  a  FVench- 
man  to-morrow;  or  in  the  shape  of  two  countries 
at  once,  as,  a  German  from  the  waist  downward, 
all  slops;*  and  a  Spaniard  from  the  hip  upward, 
no  doublet'.  Unless  he  have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery, 
as  it  appears  he  hath,  he  is  no  fool  for  fancy,  as  yoii 
would  have  it  appear  he  is. 

Claud.  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  some  woman, 
there  is  no  believing  old  signs :  he  brushes  his  hat 
O*  mornings;  What  should  that  bode? 

D.  Pedro.  Hath  any  man  seen  him  at  the  barber's? 
Clavd.  No,  but  the  barber's  man  hath  been  seen 
with  him;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
already  stuffed  tennis-balls. 

Leon.  Indeed,  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by 
the  loss  of  a  beard. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  he  rubs  hintoelf  v^ith  civet:  Can 
you  smell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Claud.  Tl^iafs  as  much  as  to  say.  The  sweet 
youth's  in  love. 

I  — a// slops 5]  Slops  are  large  loose  breaches,  or  trousers, 
worn  only  by  sulors  at  p^sei^t. 
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/).  Pedro.  Tht  greatest  note  of  it  is  his  mc- 
ancholy. 

Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wadi  his  face  ? 

D.Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himself?  for  the 
which,  I  hear  what  they  say  of  him. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jesting  ^irit ;  which  is  now 
crept  into  a  lutestring,  and  now  governed  by  stops. 

D.  Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for 
him :  Conclude,  conclude,  he  is  in  love. 

Claud.  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

-D.  Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too ;  I  warrant, 
one  that  knows  him  not* 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions;  and,  in  de- 
spite of  all,  dies  for  him. 

D.  Pedro.  She  shall  be  buried  with  her  face 
upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  tooth-ach.— 
Old  signior,  walk  aside  with  me;  I  have  studied 
eight  or  nine  wise  words  to  speak  to  you,  which 
thes^  hobby-horses  must  not  h^r. 

[Exeunt  Benedick  and  JItEonato. 

D.  Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about 
Beatrice, 

Claud.  Tis  even  so :  Hero  and  Margaret  have  by 
this  played  their  parts  with  Beatrice;  and  then  the 
two  bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they 
m^et. 

Enter  Don  John. 

D.  John.  My  lord  and  brother,  God  save  you. 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

D.  John.  If  your  leisure  served,  I  would  speak 
with  you. 

D.Pedro.  In  private? 

Z>.  John.  If  it  please  you; — ^yet  count  Claudlo 
may  hear;  for  what  I  would  speak  of,  concerns  him. 
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JD.  Pedro.  What's  the  matter? 

D.  John.  Means  your  lordship  to  be  married  to- 
iBorrow  }  [To  Claudio. 

D.  Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

D.  John.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what 
I  know. 

Claud.  If  ther^  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you, 
discover  it. 

D.John.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not;  let 
that  appear  hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that 
I  now  will  manifest:  For  my  brother,  I  think,  he 
holdsyou  well;  and. in  deamess  of  heart  hath  holp 
to  effect  your  ensuing  marriage :  surely,  suit  ill 
spent,  ana  labour  ill  bestowed! 

J).  Pedro.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

jD.  John.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you ;  and,  circum- 
stances shortened,  (for  she  hath  been  too  long  a 
talking  of,)  the  lady  is  disloyal. 

Claud.  Who?  Hero? 

D.  John.  Even  she;  Lieonato's  Hero,  your  Hero, 
every  man^s  Hero. 

Claud.  Disloyal? 

D.  John.  The  word  is  too  good  to  p^nt  out  her 
wickedness;  I  could  say,  she  were  worse;  think  you 
of  a  worse  title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it.  Wonder 
not  till  furth^  warrant:  go  but  with  me  to-night, 
you  shall  see  her  chamber-window  entered;  even 
the  night  before  her  wedding-day;  if  you  love  her 
thep,  to-morrow  wed  her;  but  it  would  better  fit 
your  honour  to  change  your  mind. 

Claud.  May  this  be  so?^ 
X).  Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. 
i>.  John.  If  you  dare  not  trust  that  you  see,  con- 
fess not  that  you  know :  if  you  will  follow  me,  I 
will  show  you  enough ;    and  when  you  have  seen 
jnore,  and  heard  more,  proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  see  anything  to-night  why  I  should 
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not  marry  her  to-morrow;   in  the  congraga&m, 
where  I  should  wed^  there  will  I  duune  har. 

D.  Pedro.  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain 
her,  I  will  join  with  thee  to  disgrace  her. 

D.  John.  I  will  disparage  her  no  farther,  till  you 
are  my  witnesses:  b^  it  coldly  but  till  nudnigfat, 
and  let  the  issue  show  itself. 

D.  Pedro.  O  day  untowardly  turned! 

Claud.  O  mischirf  strangely  thwarting ! 

D.  John.  O  plague  right  well  prevent^  ! 
So  will  you  say,  when  you  have  setti  the  sequel. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 
A  Street. 

Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges/  with  the  Watc^i. 

Dogh.  Are  you  good  mein  and  true  ? 

Ferg.  Yea,  or  else  it  were  pity  but  they  should 
suffer  salvation,  body  and  soul. 

Dogb.^NsY,  that  were  a  punishment  too  good 
for  them,  it  they  should  have  any  allegiance  ifi 
them,  being  chosen  for  the  prince's  watdi. 

Ferg.  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb.  First,  who  think  you  the  most  desartless 
man  to  be  constable? 

1  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  sir,  or  George  Sea* 
coal ;  for  they  can  write  and  read. 

Dogb.  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoal :  God 
hath  blessed  you  with  a  good  name :  to  be  a  well- 

«-—— Dogberry  aft(2  V^ges,]  The  first  of  these  worthies  ha^ 
his  name  from  the  Dog'berry,  i.  e.  the  female  comely  a  shnib  thai 
grows  in  the  hedges  in  every  county  of  England.  Verges  is  ^7 
the  provincial  pronunciation  of  Verjuke. 
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favoured  man  is  the  gift  of  fortune;  but  to  write, 
and  raad  com^s  by  nature. 

2  fVatcK  Both  which,  master  constable, 

Dogb.  You  have ;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  an- 
swer. Well,  "for  your  favour,  sir,  why,  give  God 
thanks,  and  make  no  boast  of  it ;  and  for  your 
writing  and  reading,  let  that  appear  when  there  is 
no  neai  ctf  such  vanity.  You  are  thought  here  to 
be  the  most  senseless  and  fit  man  for  the  constable 
of  the  watch;  therefore  bear  you  the  lantern: 
This  is  your  charge ;  You  shall  comprehend  all  va- 
grom  men ;  you  ^re  to  bid  any  man  stand,  in  the 
prince's  name. 

2  tVatck.  How  if  he  will  not  stand  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let 
him  goj  and  presently  call  the  rest  of  the  watch 
together,  and  thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

F'erg.  If  he  will  not  stand  when  he  is  bidden,  he 
is  none  of  the  prince's  subjects. 

Dogb.  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none 
but  the  prince's  subjects: — ^You  shall  also  make  no 
noise  in  the  streets;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble 
and  talk,  is  most  tolerable  and  not  to  be  endured. 

2  Watch.  We  will  rather  sleep  than  talk;  we 
know  what  belongs  to  a  watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  speak  like  an  ancient  and  most 
quiet  watchman;  for  I  cannot  see  how  sleeping 
should  offend:  only,  have  a  car^  that  your  bills  be 
not  stolen:* — ^Well,  you  are  to  call  at  all  the  ale- 
houses, and  bid  those  that  are  drunk  get  them  to 
bed. 

2  Watch,  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  are. 

5  «..5«  bills  he  not  stolen:']  A  bill  is  still  carried  by  Ae  watch'^ 
Bien  at  licbfidd.  It  vas  the  old  weafxm  of  Ei^fish  mfantry^ 
which^  s^ys  Tem^^  gave  the  most  gh^thf  and  (Uplor^blp  Kotmd^, 
It  may  be  palled  securisfalcata^    Johnson, 
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sober;  if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  answer, 

you  may  say^  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  them 

for. 

•     2  Watch.  Well,  sir. 

Dogb.  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  mlay  suspect  him, 
by  virtue  of  your  office,  to  be  no  true  man:  and, 
for  such  kind  of  men,  the  less  you  meddle  or  make 
with  them,  why,  the  more  is  for  your  honesty* 

2  JVatch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  shall 
we  not  lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb.  Truly,  by  your  office,  you  may;  but,  I 
think,  they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defiled:  the 
most  peaceable  way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief, 
is,  to  let  him  show  himself  what  he  is,  and  st|^  out 
of  your  company. 

Perg.  You  have  be^n  always  called  a  merciful 
man,  partner. 

Dogb.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my 
will ;  much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honesty  in 
Uiim. 

Verg.  If  you  hear  a  diild  cry  in  the  night,  you 
must  call  to  the  nurse,  and  bid  her  still  it. 

2  JVaich.  How  if  the  nurse  be  asleep,  and  will 
not  hear  us? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the 
child  wake  her  with  crying:  for  the  ewe  that  will 
not  hear  her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  answer  a 
calf  when  he  bleats. 

Verg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You, 
constable,  are  to  present  the  prince's  own  person ; 
if  you  meet  the  prince  in  the  night,  you  may  stay 
him. 

Verg.  Nay  by*r  lady,  that,  I  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  shillings  to  one  on*t,  with  any  man 
that  knows  the  statues,  he  may  stay  him:  marry, 
not  without  the  prince  be  willing:  for,  indeed,  the 
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^^vvatch  ought  to  offend  no  man;  and  it  is  an  offence 
to  stay  a  man  against  his  will. 

Verg.  ByV  lady,  I  think,  it  be  so. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  masters,  good  night: 
an  there  be  any  .matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up 
me:  keep  your  fellows*  counsels  and  your  own,  and 
good  night. — Come,  neighbour. 

2  fVatck.  Well,  masters,  we  hear  our  charge: 
let  us  go  sit  here  upon  the  church-bench  till  two, 
and  then  all  to-bed. 

Dogb.  One  word  more,  honest  neighbours:  I 
pray  you,  watch  about  signior  Leonato's  door;  for 
the  wedding  being  there  to-morrow,  there  is  a  great 
coil  to-night :  Adieu,  be  vigitant,  I  beseech  you. 

[^Exeunt  Dogberby  and  Vergbs. 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bora.  What!  Conrade, — 

fVatch.  Peace,  stir  not.  [Asid^. 

Bora.  Conrade,  I  say ! 

Con.  Here,  man,  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 

Bora.  Mass,  and  my  elbow  itched;  I  thought, 
tliere  would  a  scab  follow. 

Con.  I  will  owe  thee  an  answer  for  that;  and  now 
forward  with  thy  tale. 

Bora.  Stand  thee  close  then  under  this  pent- 
house, for  it  drizzles  rain;  and  I  will,  like  a  true 
drunkard,  utter  all  to  thee. 

Watch.  [Aside.']  Some  treason,  masters;  yet 
stand  close. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don 
John  a  thousand  ducats. 

Con.  Is  it  possible  that  any  villainy  should  be  so 
dear? 

Bora.  Thou  should'st  rather  ask,  if  it  were  possi- 
ble any  villainy  should  be  so  rich;   for  when  rich 
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villains  have  need  of  poor  ohe8>  poor  ones  txtacf 
make  what  price  they  will. 

Con.  I  wonder  at  it. 

Bora.  That  shows,  thou  art  unconfirnted:®  Thou 
knowest,  that  the  fadhion  of  a  doublet^  or  ahat^  or 
adoak,  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Con.  Yes,  it  is  apparel. 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fashion. 

Con.  Yes,  the  fashion  is  the  £ishioii. 

Bora.  Tush!  I  may  as  well  say,  the  fool's  tlie 
fool.  But  see'st  thoa  not  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fashion  is  ? 

Watch.  I  know,  that  Deformed;  he  has  been  a 
vile  thief  this  seven  year;  he  goes  up  and  down  like 
a  gentleman:  I  remember  his  name. 

Bora.  Didst  thou  not  hear  somebody  ? 

Con.  No;  'twas  the  vane  on  the  house. 

Bora.  Seest  thou  not,  I  say,  what  a  deformed 
thief  this  fashion  is?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all 
the  hot  bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five  and 
thirty?  sometime,  fashioning  them  like  l^haraoh's 
soldiers  in  the  reechy  painting;^  sometime,  lie 
god  Bel's  priests  in  the  old  church  window;  some- 
time, like  the  shaven  Hercules  in  the  smirched* 
worm-eaten  t^estry,  where  his  cod-piece  seems  as 
massy  as  his  club  ? 

Con.  All  this  I  see;  and  see,  that  the  fashion 
wears  out  more  apparel  than  the  man:  But  art  not 
thou  thyself  giddy  with  the  fashion  too,  that  thou 
hast  shtfted  out  of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the 
fashion  ? 

^ th<m  art  unconfirmed :]   i.  e.  unpractised  in  the  ways  of 

the  world. 

' reechy  painting  ;]    Is  painting  discoloured  l^  smoke. 

• sometime,  like  the  shaven  HeraUes,  in  the  smirched,  &c.J 

Hercules  when  shaved  to-make.him  look  like  a  woman,  while  he  re- 
mained in  the  service  of  Omphale^  his  Lydian  mistress.  Smirched  is 
soiled^  obscured. 
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.  Bora*  Not  so  neither:  but  know,  that  I  have 
to-night  wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentle<» 
woman,  by  the  name  of  Hero;  she  leans  me  out  at 
her  mistress'  chamber-window,  bids  me  a  thousand 
times  good  night, — ^I  tell  this  tale  vilely: — I  should 
first  tell  thee,  how  the  Prince,  Claudio,  and  my 
master,  planted,  and  placed,  and  possessed  by  my 
master  Don  John,  saw  afar  off  in  the  orchard  this 
amiable  encounter. 

Con.  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora.  Two  of  them  did,  the  Prince  and  Claudio; 
but  the  devil  my  master  knew  ^e  was  Margaret; 
and  partly  by  his  oaths,  which  first  possessed  them, 
partly  by  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them, 
but  chiefly  by  my  vilkiny,  which  did  confirm  any 
slander  that  Don  John  had  made,  away  went  Clau« 
dio  enraged;  swore  he  would  meet  her  as  he  was 
^ipointed,  next  morning  at  the  temple,  and  there, 
before  the  whole  congregation,  shame  her  with  what 
he  saw  over-night,  and  send  her  home  again  without 
a  husband. 

1  fFatcfu  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name, 
stand. 

2  Watch.  Call  up.  the  right  master  constable: 
We  have  here  recovered  the  most  dangerous  piece 
of  lechery  that  ever  was  known  in  the  common- 
wealth. 

\  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  erf  them;  I 
know  him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Cbn.  Masters,  masters. 

a  Watch.  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth, 
I  warrant  you. 

Q^n.  Martens, — 

1  Watch.  Never  speak;  we  charge  you,  let  u$ 
obey  you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  ffoodly  commodity, 
being  taken  up  of  these  men's  bills. 
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Con.  A  commodity  in  question^  I  warrant  you* 
Come/  we'll  obey  you.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  IV^ 

A  Room  in  Leonato^s  Hotise. 

Enter  Hero,  Margaret,  and  Ursula- 

ffero.  Good  Ursula,  wake  my  cousin  Beatrice 
and  desire  her  to  rise. 

Urs.  I  will,  lady. 

Hero.  And  bid  her  come  hither. 

Urs.  Well.  lExit  Ursula. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato*  were 
better. 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  good  Meg,  TU  wear  this. 

Marg.  By  my  troth,  it's  not  so  good;  and  I  war- 
rant, your  cousin  will  say  so. 

Hero.  My  cousin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another; 
I'll  wear  none  but  this. 

Marg.  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  if 
the  hair  were  a  thought  browner:  and  your  gown's 
a  most  rare  fashion,  i'faith.     I  saw  the  duchess  of 
Milan's  gown,  that  they  praise  so. 
Hero.  O,  that  exceeds,  they  say. 
Marg.  By  my  troth   it's  but  a  night-gown   in 
respect  of  yours:    Cloth  of  gold,   and  cuts,  and 
laced  with  silver;    set  with  pearls,  down  sleeves, 
side-sleeves,^  and  skirts  round,  underbome  with  a 
blueisb  tinsel :  but  for  a  fine,  quaint,  graceful,  and 
excellent  fashion,  yours  is  worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart 
is  exceeding  heavy ! 

•  ——  rubato  — ]    An  <Miuunent  for  the  neck,  a  colknr-ba&d  or 
kind  of  ruff. 

*  — —  sid&'sleevcs,']    Side-sHeeves   mean  long  ones. 
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Marg.  Twill  be  heaviei^  soon,  by  the  weight  of 
a  man. 

Hero.  EVe  upon  thee!  art  not  aslmmed? . 

Marg^  Of  vAistty  lady?  of  speaking  honourably? 
Is  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar?  Is  not 
your  lord  honourable  without  marriage?  I  think, 
you  would  have  me  say,  saving  your  reverence,— r 
a  htisband:  an  bad  thinking  do  not  wrest  true  speak- 
ing, I'll  offend  no  body:  Is  there  any  harm  in — 
the  heavier  for  a  husbcmd?  None,  I  think,  an  it  be 
the  right  husb^tnd,  and  the  right  wife;  otherwise 
*tis  light,  and  not  heavy:  Ask  my  lady  Beatrice 
dse^  here  she  cbmes. 

Enter  Bbatbicb. 

Hera.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat.  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hero. 

Hero.  Why,  how  now!  do  you  speak  in  the  sick 
tune? 

Beat.  I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

Mzrg".  Clap  us  mion^Light  0*  love;*  that  goes 
without  a  burden;  do  you  sing  it,  and  FU  dance  it. 

Beat.  Yea,  Light  o'  love,  with  your  heels ! — then 
if  your  husband  have  stables  enough,  you'll  see  he 
shall  lack  no  bams.* 

Marg.  O  illegitimate  constri^ction !  I  scorn  that 
with  my  heels. 

Beat.  Tis  almost  five  o^clock,  cousin ;  'tis  time 
you  were  ready.  By  my  troth  I  am  exceeding  ill  :— 
hey  ho! 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horse,  or  a  husband  ? 

Beat.  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

8  — —  Light  o*  /ouej]  This  i«  the  name  of  an  old  dance  tune, 
which  has  occurred  akeady  in  The  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona. 

'  — —  no  bams.}  A  -quibble  between  bams,  repositories  of 
com,  and  bairns,  the  old  word  for  children. 

VOL.  II.  ,  ^  . 
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Me^g.  Well,  an  you  be  not  turned  Turk/  there's 
no  more  sailing  by  the  star. 

Beat.  What  means  the  fool,  trow?. 

Mxrg.  Nothing  I;  but  God  9^nd  evefy  one  their 
heart's  desire! 

Her^.  These  gloves  the  count  sent  me^  they  aie 
an  excellent  perfume* 

B^at.  I  am  stuffied,  cousin^  I  cannot  smell. 

Marg.  A  maid^  and  stuffed  I  tl^re's  goodly 
catering  of  cold. 

Beat.  O5  God  help  me!  God  help  sie!  how  lon^ 
have  you  prc^ess'd  apprehension ) 

Marg.  Ever  since  you  left. it:  doth  not  my  wit 
become  me  rarely  ? 

Beat.  It  is  not  seen  afiough,  you  should  wear  it 
in  your  cap. — By  my  troth,  I  am  sick. 

Marg.  Get  you  some  of  this  distilled  Carduus 
Benediptus,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart;  it  is  the  pnly 
thing  for  a  quahn. 

Heron  There  thou  pricVsther  with  a  thistle. 

Beat.  Benedictus!  why  Benedictus?  you  have 
some  moraP  in  this  Benedictus. 

Marg,  Moral  ?  np,  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral 
meaning;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thistle.  You  may 
think,  perchance,  that  I  think  you  are  in  love:  nay, 
by*r  lady,  I  aipn  not  si^ch  a  fool  to  think  what  J  list; 
nor  I  list  not  to  think  what  I  can;  nor,  indeed, 
I  cannot  think,  if  I  would  thjnk  my  heart  out  of 
thinking,  that  you  are  in  love,  or  that  you  will  be  ini 
love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love :  yet  Benedick  was 
such  another,  and  now  is  he^  become  a  man:  he 
swore  he  would  never  marry;  and  yet  now,  in  despite 
of  his   heart,  he  eats  his  meat  without  grudging: 

*  — —  turned  Titfk,'}    i.  e.  taken  captire  by  lave,  and  turned  a 
renegado  to  his  religion. 

• — :—  some  morS  — ]    TTiat  is,  some  secret  meaning,  like  the 
moral  of  a  &ble.    Joh  n  so  n  . 

t 
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and  hpw  ypu  m^y  be  <X)nv^edjj  |  inow  not;  ^ut 
rnethinks,  you  look  with  your  eyes  as  other  wopiei^ 
do.  , 

JBeqf.  W\^t  pac^  i$-thi$  that  thy  topgqe  kepp5? 

Mfirg-,  NQt  a  fals0  gallqp.  /        , 

Re-^enter  JJbsvla. 

Urs..  Madam,  withdraw;  the  prince,  the  count, 
signion  Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  jthe  gallants  qi£ 
thp  tqwD,  are.  cpme  to  fetch  you  to  ^hurchu 

Hero.  Help. to  dre^smej  good  cpz^  good  Meg^: 
good  Ursula.  [Eop^nt. 


SCENE  V. 

Another  Room  in  Leonato's  ffoiis^. 

Enter  Leonato,  with  Dogberry  and  Verges*. 

Leon.  What  would  you  with  me>  honest  neigh- 
bour? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  I  would  have  some  confidence 
with  you,  that  deceiUs  you  nearly. 

Jjeon,  Brief,  I  pray  you;  for  you  see,  'tis  a  busy 
time  with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  is,  sir. 

Ferg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  sir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  .my  good  friends? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  sir,  spe^s  a  little  off 
the  matter:  an  old  man,  sir,  and  his  wits  are  not 
do  blunt,  as,  God  help,  I  would  desire  they  were; 
but,  in  faith,  honest,  as  the  skin  between  his  brows. 

f^erg.  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honest  ag  any 
man  living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honestef 
than  I. 

x2 
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Dogb.  Comparisons  are  odorous :  paiabras^  neigh- 
bour Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 

Dogb.  It-  pleases  your  worship  to  say  so,  but  we 
are  the  poor  duke's  officers;  but,  trtily,  for 'mine 
own  part,  if  I  were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  I  could  find 
in  my  heart  to  bestow  it  all  of  your  worship. 

Leon.  All  thy  tediousness  on  me !  ha ! 

Dogb.  Yea,  and  'twere  a  thousand  times  more 
Aan  *tis:  for  I  hear  as  good  exelamation  on  your 
worship,  as  of  ahy  man  in  the  city;  and  though  I 
be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it, 

Ferg.  And  so  am  I. 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to 
say. 

F^erg.  Marry,  sir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting 
your  worship's  presence,  have  ta'en  a  couple  of  as 
arrant  knaves  as  any  in  Messina. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  sir;  he  will  be  talking; 
as  they  say.  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  ,is  out; 
God  help  us !  it  is  a  world  to  see !  ^ — ^Well  said, 
i'faith,'  neighbour  Verges:— well,  God's  a  gofod 
man;  an  two  men  ride  of  a  horse,  one  must  ride 
behind: — Ah  honest  soul,  i'faith,  sir^,  by  my  troth 
he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread :  but,  God  is  to  he  wor- 
shipped: All  men  are  not  alike;;  ^as  good  neigh- 
bour! 

Leon.  Indeed,  neighbour,  he  comes  too  short  of 
you. 

Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 

Leon.  I  must  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  word,  sir:  our  watch,  feir,  have,  in- 
deed, comprehended  two  aspicious  persons,  and  we 


• .— -  palabras,']     So,  in  The  Taniing  of  tkf  SArersi,  the  tinker 
says,  pocas  p^lahras,  i.  e.  few  words.    A  scrap  of  Spanish,  which 
might  once  have  been  current  aniong  the  vulgar. 
.  ' ' it  is  a  uorld  to  secf]     i.  e.  it  is  wonderful  to  see.  ' 
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would  have  them  this  morning  examined  before 
your  worship. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  yourself,  and  bring 
it  me;  I  am  now  in  great  haste,  as  it  may  appear 
unto  you,  ^ 

Dogb.  It  shall  be  suffigance. 

Leon.  Drink. some  wine  pre  you  go:  fere  you 
well. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  thd«^'«tay  for  you  to  give  your 
daughter  to  her  husbiwb^J 

Leon.  I  will  wait  upon  them;  I  am  ready. 

•   \lElxeunt  Lbonato  tmd  Messenger. 

Dogb.  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis 
Seacoal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorh  to  the 
gaol :  vTe  are  now  to  examination  these  men.  - 

Ferg.  And  we  must  do  it  wisely. 

Dogb.  We  will  spare  for  no  wit,  I  wsorant  you; 
here's  that  [Touching  kis  forehead^  shall  drive  some 
of  them  to  a  non  com:^  only  get  tne  learned  writer 
to  set  down  our  excommunication,  and  meet  me  at 
the  gaol.  [^Exeuni* 


* to  a  non  com;]  i«  e.  to  anon  compos  mmtU;  ^  peibaps^ 

to  a  non-plus. 
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*  ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L    The  Inside  of  a  Church 

Enter  t)on  Pedro,  Don  John,  Leonato,  Friar, 
Claudio^  Benedick^  Heko^  and  Beatbicb, 
&c. 

Leon.  Come,  friat  Fran^  be  brief;  only  tx)  the 
plain  form  of  marriage,  ai»:you  shaU  reccHmt  their 
particular  duties  afterwards* 

Friar.  You  come  hither,  my,  lord,  to  marry  this 
lady? 

Chud^  No. 

Leon.  To  be  married  tOjher^  triar;  you  come  to 
marry  her. 

Friar.  Lady,  you  come  hitherto  be  married  to 
this  count? 
-  Hero.  I  do.' 

Friat.  if  either  of  you  kuow  Any  inward  impedi- 
ment why  you  should  not  be  conjoined,  Ji  charge 
you,  on  your  souls,  to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any.  Hero  ? 

Hera^  None,  my  lord. 

Friar.  Know  you  any,  count? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  answer,  none. 

Claud.  O,  what  men  dare  do!  what  men  may  do  ! 
what  men  daily  do!  not  knowing  what  they  do! 

Bene.  How  now !  Interjections  ?  Why,  then  some 
be  of  laughing,^  as,  ha!  ha!  he! 

Claud.  Stand  thee  by,   friar: — Father,  by  your 
leave; 

^  —  some  he,  of  iaughiftg,']    TTiis  is  a  quotation  from  the  Jc* 
cidence.    Johnson 
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Will  yourwith  free  ahd  nncoh^traiired  soul 
Give  me  this  toaid,  j^por  daughter? 

Leon.  As.  freely,  son,  as  God  did  giv6  her  me. 

Claud.  And  what  haVe  I  to  give  you  bick,  whosfe 
worth  ' 

May  couiri^oiae  this  ridi  and  precious  gift  ? 

D.  Perfrot  Nothihg,  unless  you  tender  her  again. 

Claud.  Sweet  prince,  you  i^m  me  noble  thank^^ 
fulness.*-^ 
There,  Leonato^  take  her  bade  again ; 
Give  ndt  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend; 
She's  but  the  sign  aiwi  semblansce  of  her  hotiour :— ► 
Behold,  how  like  a  maid  she  blushes  here: 
0>  \^hat  authority  and  show  of  truth 
Can  cunning  sin  cover  itself  withal  \ 
Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modest  Evidence, 
To  witness  simple  virtue  ?    Would  you  not  swear. 
All  you  that  see  her,  that  she  were  a  maid. 
By  thd^  -exterior  shows  ?  But  she  is  none : 
She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed: 
Her  blush  is  guiltiness,  not  modesty. 

Leon.  What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Claud.  Not  to  be  married. 

Not  knit  my  soul  to  an  approved  wanton. 

Leon.  Dear  my  lord,  if  you,  in  your  own  proof 
Have  vanquish'd  die  resistance  of  her  youth. 
And  made  defeat  of  her  Virginity,—^ — 

Claud.  I  know  what  you  would  say;    If  I  have 
kn^^vn  her, 
You'll  say,  she  did  embrace  me  as  a  husband. 
And  so  extenuate  the  'forehand  sin : 
No,  Leoi^to, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large;  ^ 
But,  as  a  brother  to  his  sister,  show'd 
Bashfiil  sincerity,  and  comely  love. 

*  ■         word  too  large  >]     1^  e.  licentious » 
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Hero.  And  seem'd  I  ever  otherwise  toyoa? 

C7aucf.  Out  on  thy  seeming  i   I  will  write  against 
It: 
You  seem  to  me  as  IXan  in  her  orb; 
As  chaste  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown ; 
But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  those  pamper'd  animals 
Tliat  rage  in  savage  sensuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  speak  so  wide  ?' 

Leon.  Sweet  prince,  why  speak  not  you? 

D.  Pedro.  What  should  I 

I  stand  dishonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  stale, 

Leon.  Are  these  things   spoken?    or  do  I  but 
dream  ? 

D.John.  Sir,  they  are  ^x>kjm,  and  these  things 
are  true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  likett  nuptial. 

Hero.  True,  OGod! 

Claud.  Leonato,  stand  I  here? 
Is  this  the  prince  ?  Is  this  the  prince's  brother? 
Is  this  face  Hero*s  ?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leom  All  this  is  so;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord? 

Claud  Let  me  but  move  one  question  to  your 
daughter; 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power^ 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  htx  answer  truly. 

Leon.  I  charge  thee  do  so,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me!  how  am  I  beset!— 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this? 

Claud.  To  make  you  answer  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero.  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  Who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  just  reproach  ? 

Claud  Marry,  that  can  Hero; 

*  —  that  he  doth  speak  so  wide  ?]  i.  e.  so  remotely  fixan  th« 
present  business. 

3  ...^  kindly  power  -»-]     That  is,  kindred  pov^er. 
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Hero  ksdf  can  Mot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talk'd  with  you  yesternight 
Out  at  your  window,  betwixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  smaid,  answer  to  this. 

Hero.  I  talk'd  witli  no  man  at  that  hour,    my 
lord. 
-     D.  Pedro.  Why,    then    are  you  no  maiden. — 

Leonato, 
I  am  sorry  you  must  hear;  Upon  mine  honoiu*. 
Myself^  my  brotha*,  and  this  grieved  county 
Did  see  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  last  night. 
Talk  with  a  rufiian  at  her  chamber^window; 
Who  hatii,  indeed,  most  like  a  liberal  villain,^ 
Confessed  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoudand  timed  in  secret. 

D.John.  Fye,  fyel  they  are 

Not  to  be  nam'd,  my  lord,  not  to  be  ^oke  of ; 
There  is  not  chastity  enough  in  language. 
Without  offence,  to  utter  them :  Thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  sorry  for  thy  much  masgovemment. 

Claud.  OHero!  what  a  Hepohadst  thou  been. 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placed 
About  thy  thoughts,  and  counsels  ^  thy  heart! 
But,  fere  thee  wdl,  mest  foul,  most  fairl  farewell. 
Thou  pure  impiety,  and  imjuouB  purity  I 
For  thee  I'll  lode  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  i6y  eye-lids  shall  conjecture*  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm. 
And  never  shdl  it  more  be  jgractous.^ 

Leon.  Hath  no  man's  6»^x  here  a  pdnt  for  me  ? 

[Hbko  swoons. 

Beat.  Why,   how  now,  cousin?  wherefore  sink 
youdown?       . 

*  —  liberal  villain,']    Liberal  here,  as  in  many  places  of  these 
~  plays,  meauB frank  beyond  honesty,  or  decency,    free  of  tongue, 

* conjecture  — ]     Conjecture  is  here  used  for  suspicion. 

^  And  never  shall  ii  more  be  gtacious.]   i.  e.  lovely,  attractive. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


370  MUCH  ADO 

D.  John.  Come,  let  us  go:  tb^se  ti^b^  ootne 
thus  to  light) 
Smother  hdr  spirits  x^^ 

[Eixeimt  Den  Psmo^  Don  John>  mnd 
ClaujiIo* 

Bene.  How  doth  the  lady  ?  t . 

Beat.  .  Dead,  I  think^^-^help,  liUd^; — 

Hero!  why.  Hero! — ^Uncle !—Sigmar  Benedick ! — 
ftiar! 

Leon.  O  iate^  take  not  iwi^  thy  heaVy  hand  i 
Death  is  the  fairest  coVei'  for  her  ^bmie. 
That  may  be  wished  for.     , 

Beat.  Howiio^,  cousin  Hero? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  lady* 

Leon.  /Dost  thdiu  look  u^? 

Friar.  Yte;  Wherefore  should  she  not?     . 

Leon^  Wherefore?  Why^  doth hc^  ^nreiy  eatthly 
thing 
Cry  shame  upon  her  ?  Cduld  she  here  deny 
The  story  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  V--^ 
Do  not  live,  Hero ;  do  not  c^  thine  ^ei : 
For  did  I  think  them  woUld'st  not  quickly  die. 
Thought  I  thy  spirits  were  stronger  than  thy  shames, 
Mysdf  would,  on  the  rearward  bf  repro&chei. 
Strike  at  thy  life.     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frabae?® 
O,  one  Xocy  much  by  thee!  Wh^r  had  I  one? 
Why  ever  wast  thou  lovdy  in  my  eyes  ? 
Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  haiid^ 
Took  up  a  beggar's  is^ie  iit  my  gates ; 
Who  smirched''  thus,  and  mired  with  infamy, 

7  Thk  story  that  is  printed  in  her  blodd?^  Hiat  is,  the  story 
tchkh  her  blushes  discover  to  be  true, 

'  Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  franlc?]  Grieved  I 
at  nature's  being  so  frugal  as  to  have  framed  for  nw  only  (»ie 
child? 

^ii^'hosBBaxQhsdJ}  Tq smirch iMiQ daub,  iosulljr. 
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I  iTiight  have  said,  Nd  phrt  of  it  is  mine, 
This  shame  derives  itself  J¥om  unknown  loins? 
But  mine,  andiriine I  lovM,  and  mine  I prais'd, 
And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on ;  mine  eo  much, 
That  I^nAyfielf  Was  to  myself  not  mine. 
Valuing bf  her;  Why,  she — O,  she  is  fallen 
Into  a  pit  of  ink  1  that  the  wide  sea 
Hath  drops  too  few  to  w^sh  her  clean  again ; 
And  salt  tooiittle,  which  may  season  give 
To  her  foul  taihted  flesh  J 

Senef.      '  Sir,  sif^  be  patient: 

F&t  my  pdrti  I  am  «o  attit'd  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  say. 

Beat.  O,  on  my  soul,  my  cousin  is  belied ! 

Bene,  l^dy,  were  ybu  hef  bedfellow  last  night? 

Beat.  N(>>  ti*uly,  not;  although,  until  last  nighty 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  CoAfirm*d,  confihnM!  O,  that  is  stronger 
imde, 
"UTiich  was  befoite  barred  up  'ivith  ribs  of  iron! 
WouM  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
Who  lov'd  her  so,  that,  speaking  of  her  foulness, 
Wash'd  it  with  tears?    Hence  from  her;   let  her 
die. 

Friar.  Hear  me  a  little; 
For  I  have  only  been  silent  so  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  course  of  fortune, 
By  noting  of  the  kdy:  I  have  mai-k'd 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions  start 
Into  her  face;  a  thousand  innocent  shames 
In  angel  whiteness  bear  away  those  bhishesi 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  ^ppear'd  a  fit^ 
To  bum  the  errors  that  these  princes  hold 
Against  her  maiden  truth : — Call  me  a  fool ; 
Trust  not  my  heading,  nor  my  observations, 
Which  with  experimental  seal  doth  warrant 
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Thetenour  erf"  my  book;*  trust  not  my  age. 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  sweet  lady  lie  not  guiltless  here 
Under  some  biting  error. 

Leon.  Friar,  it  cannot  be: 

Thou  seest,  that  all  the  grace  that  she  hath  left> 
Is,  that  sbe  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  sin  of  peijury ;  she  fiot  denies  4t : 
Why  seek'st  thou  then  to  cover  with  excuse 
That  which  appears  in  proper  nakedness^ 

Friar.  Lady,  whet  man  is  he  you  are  accused  of? 

Hero.  They  know,  that  do  aoou^  me ;  I  know 
none: 
If  I  know  more  of  any  man  alive. 
Than  that  which  maiden  modesty  doth  warrant. 
Let  all  my  sins  lack  mercy !— O  my  fether. 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  cohvo^'d 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yesternight    : 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  ^^ly  creature^ 
Refuse  me,  hat6  m*,  tortur6  me  to  dwth. 

Friar^  There  is  some  strange  misprision  ii^  tl» 
princes, 

Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  ho^ 
nour;^ 
And  if  their  wisdoms  be  miried  in  this. 
The  practice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  bastard. 
Whose  spirits  toil  in  frame  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not;  If  they  speak  b^t  truth  of  her. 
These  hands  shall  tear  her ;  if  they  wrpne  her  honour^ 
The  proudest  of  them  shall  well  hear  of  it. 
Time  h^  not  yet  so  dried  this  blood  of  mine. 
Nor  age  so  eat  up  my  invention. 
Nor  fortune  made  such  hayock  of  my  means, 

1  *—  of  my  book^]    i.  e.  of  what  I  have  read. 

••—  pent  of  honour;']  Bent  b  used  by  our  author  for  the 
utmost  degree  of  any  passion^  or  mental  quali^.  In  this  play  be- 
fore. Benedick  says  of  Beatrice,  her  affection  has  U$full  bent. 
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Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  so  much  of  ffiends^ 
But  they  shall  find,  awak'd  in  such  a  kind. 
Both  strength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind. 
Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  iriends, 
To  quit  me  of  them  throughly. 

Friar.  Pause  a  while. 

And  let  my  counsel  sway  you  in  this  case. 
Your  dau^ter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead ; 
Let  her  awhile  be  secretly  kept  in. 
And  publish  it,  that  she  is  dead  indeed : 
Maintain  a  mourning  ostentation ; 
And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
That  appertain  unto  a  bund . 

Leon.  What  shall  become  of  this?  What  will 

this  do? 
Friar.  Marry,   this,   well  carried,   shall  on  her 
behalf 
ChfHige  slander  to  remorse;  that  is  some  good: 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  strange  course. 
But  on  this  travail  look  ior  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  must  be  so  maintained. 
Upon  the  instant  that  she  was  accused, 
Slmll  be  lamented,  pitied  and  excused. 
Of  every  hearer:  For  it  so  falls  out. 
That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  worth. 
Whiles  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack'd  and  lost. 
Why,  then  we  rack  the  value  ;^  then  we  find 
The  virtue,  that  possession  would  not  show  us 
V  While&it  i^as  ours:^-Sp  will  it  fare  with  Claadio. 
When  he  shall  hear  she  died  upon  his  words, 
The  idea  of  her  life  shall -sweetly  creep 
Intohis  study  of  imagination; 
And  every  lovely  orgsm  of  her  life 


I  —  we  rack  the  valw{\    i.  e.  we  exaggerate  the  value.    The 
allusi<H]L  is  to  rack-rents,  —  . 

♦    *  ■ 
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Shall  come  appareU'd  in  mcM^  precioQs  habit. 

More  moving-delicate,  and  full  of  life. 

Into  the  eye  and  prospect  of  his  soul. 

Than  when  she  liv*d  indeed: — then  shlJl  he  nwuna, 

(If  ever  love  had  inter^t  in  hi^  livet,) 

And  wish  he  had  not  so  accused  her; 

No,  though  he  thought  his  aqcus&tion  trqe^ 

Let  this  be  so,  and  doubt  not  but  s^cces8 

Will  fashion  the  event  in  better  shape 

Thwi  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 

But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levelled  false. 

The  supposition  of  the  lady's  death 

Will  Quench  the  wonder  of  h^r  infamy: 

And,  if  it  sort  not  well,  you  may  conp^  her 

(As  best  befits  her  wounded  reputation^) 

In  some  reclusive  and  religious  life. 

Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injun^s. 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advise  you: 
And  though,  you  know,  my  inwardness*  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  pince  and  Claydio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  secretly,  and  justly,  as  your  soul 
Should  with  your  body, 

Leon.  Being  that  I  flow  in  grief, 

The  smallest  twine  may  lead  me. 

jPrfar.  *Tis  well  consented;  presently  away; 
For  to  strange  sores  strangely  they  i^tmn  the 
cure. — 
Come,  lady  I  die  to  live:  this  wedding  day. 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolonged;  h^ve  paUei^ce,  and 
endure. 

\Exmnt  Friar,  Hbap^  and  L^oitato. 

Bene.  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  wluk? 

Beat.  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 

Bene.  I  will  not  desire  that. 

^........^  «iy  inwaridncss  ^1   i.  e.  intimacy:. 
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BeaL  You  have  no  reason,  I  do  it  freely 

Bene.  Surely,   I  do  believe  your  fair  cousin  is 
wrong'd. 

Seat.  Ah,  how  much  might  the  man  deserve  of 
me,  that  would  right  her ! 

Bene.  Is  there  any  way  to  show  such  friendship  ? 

Beat.  A  very  even  way,  hxt  no  such  friend. 

Bene.  May  a  man  do  it? 

Beat.  It  is  a  man*s  offioe,  but  not  yours. 

Bene.  I  do'  love  nothing  in  the  world  so  well  as 
you;  Is  not  that  strange? 

Beat.  As  strange  as  the  thing  I  know  not:  It 
were  as  possible  for  me  to  say,  I  loved  nothing  so 
well  as  you:  but  believe  me  not;  and  yet  I  lie  not; 
1  confess  nothix^y  nor  I  deny  nothing  :-~I  am  sorry 
for  my  cousin. 

Bene.  By  my  sword,  Beatrice,  thou  lovest  me. 
~    Beat.  Do  not  swear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 

Bene.  I  will  swear  by  it,  that  you  love  me;  and  I 
will  make  him  eat  it,  that  says,  I  love  not  you. 

Beat.  Will  you  not  eat  your  word? 

Bene.  With  no  sauce  that  can  be  devised  to  it : 
I  protest,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me ! 

Bene.  What  ofience,  sweet  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  You  have  staid  me  in  a  happy  hour;  I  was 
about  to  protest,  I  loved  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 

Be(U.  I  love  you  with  so  much  qf  my  hearty  that 
none  is  left  to  protest. 

Ben^.  Come,  hid  mado  any  thiQg  for  thee. 

Beat.  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene.  Ha!  nqf  fot  the  wide  world. 

B^t.  You  kill  m^  to  deny  it:  Farewell. 

Bene.  Tarry,  sweet  fieatiice. 

Beat.  lamgoncj  though  I  api  here; — ^Thereis 
no  love  inyou:— ^Nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 
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Bene.  Bratrice, — r 

Beat.  In  faith^  I  will  go*    . 

Bene.  Well  be  friends  first* 

Beat.  You  dare  easier  be  friends  with  me,  than 
fight  with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.  Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approved  in.the  height  a  villain, 
that  hath  slandered,  scorned,  dishonoured  my  kins- 
woman ?: — ^O,  that  I  were  a  man ! — ^What !  bear  her 
in  hand^  imtil  they  come  to  take  hands;  and  then 
with  public  accusation,  uncovered  slander,  unmiti^ 
gated  rancour, — O  God,  that  I  were  a  man !  i  would 
eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice; — 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window  ?«— -a  proper 
saying! 

Bene.  Nay  but,  Beatrice ;~ 

Beat.  Sweet  Ha-o ! — die  is  wronged,  she  is  slan- 
dered, she  is  undone. 

Bene.  Beat— 

Beat.  Princes,  and  counties!^  Surely,  a  princely 
testimony,  a  goodly  count-confect;^  a  sweet  gallant, 
surely !  O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  sake !  or  that  I 
had  any  friend  would  be  a  map  for  my  sake  I  But 
manhood  is  melted  into  courtesies,  valour  into  com- 
pliment, and  mea  are  only  turned  into  tongue,  and 
trim  ones  too:  he  is  now  as  valiant  as  H^cules^ 
that  only  tells  a  lie,  and  swears  it:— I  cannot  be  a 
man  with  wishing,  therefore  I  will  dia-a  woman  with 
grieving. 

jBewe..  Tarry,  good  Beatrice:  By  this  hand,  I  love 
thee. 


'  —  hear  Ur  i*  hmd  — ]  i.-e.  delude  her  hfMr  prorafiflefc 
•  ^—  and  counties  I]    Ctnmtjf  was  ,^  anci^t  general  torn  fw 

a  nobleman, 
^ :  a  goodly  cbunt-confectj}  i.  e.  a  specious  nobleman  made 

out  of  sugar.         -       -,..-.  -       t 
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J^eaU  Use  it  for  itiy  love  some  other  way  than 
swearing  by  it 

Bene,  Think  you  in  your  soul  the  count  Qaudio 
hath  wronged  Hero? 

Beat,  lea^  as  sure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  soul* 

Bene.  Enough,  I  am  engaged,  I  will  challenge 
him;  I  will  kiss  your  hand,  and  so  leave  you:  By 
this  hand^  Claudio  shall  render  me  a  dear  account : 
As  you  hear  of  me,  so  think  of  me.  Go,  comfort 
your  cousin:  I  must  say,  she  is  dead;  and  so, 
farewell.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IL 
A  Prison. 

Enter  Dogbeert,  Vbrges,  and  Sexton,  in  gatvm ; 
and  the  Watch,  with  Conradb  and  Borachio. 

Dogh.  Is  our  whole  dissembly  appeared  ? 

Verg.  O,  a  stool  and  a  cushion  for  the  sexton  ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefactors  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner* 

Verg.  Nay,  that's  certain ;  we  have  the  exhibi- 
tion to  examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be 
examined  ?  let  them  come  before  master  constable. 

Dogl.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me. — 
What  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

Bora.  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Pray  write  down — ^Borachio. Yours, 

sirrah  ^ 

Con.  I  am  a  gentleman,  sir,  and  my  name  is 
Conrade. 

Dogb.  Write  down— master  gentleman  Conrade. 
—Masters,  do  you  serve  God  ? 

Con.  Bora,  x  ea,  sir,  we  hope. 

VOL.   II.  Y 
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Dogb.  Write  down-^thM  they  hdp^  they  serve 
God  : — and  write  Gbd  first ;  for  God  defeifnl  but 
God  should  go  heSbte  such  villttM  ! — ^Masters^  it  is 
cfroved  already  that  you  are  little  better  thMi  fialse 
Knaves;  ahd  it  will  go  near  to  be  thought  so 
portly.    How  answer  you  for  yourselves  ? 

Con.  Marry,  sir,  we  say  we  are  none. 

Dogb.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  assure  you ; 
but  I  will  go  about  with  him. — Come  you  hither, 
sirrah  ;  a  word  in  your  ear,  sfa- ;  I  say  to  you,  it  is 
thought  you  are  false  knaves. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  say  to  you,  we  are  none. 

Dogb.  Well,  stand  aside. — 'Fore  God,  they  are 
both  in  a  tale :  Have  you  writ  down — that  they  are 
none  ? 

Sexton.  Master  constable,  you  go  not  the  way  to 
examine;  you  must  call  forth  the  watch  that  are 
their  accusers. 

Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  ^ftestway:® — Let 
the  watch  come  forth : — ^Masters,  I  charge  you,  in 
the  prince's  name,  accuse  these  men. 

1  JVatch.  This  man  said,  sir,  that  Don  John,  the 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogb.  Write  down — prince  John  a  villain : — 
Why  this  is  flat  perjury,  to  call  a  prince's  brother- 
villain. 

Bora.  Master  constable, — 

Dogb.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace;  I  do  not  like 
thy  look,  I  promise  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  Say  else  ? 

2  PFatck.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thousand 
ducats  of  Don  John,  for  accusing  the  lady  Herd 
wrongfully. 

Dogb.  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committ^. 
Ferg.  Yea,  by  the  mass,  that  it  is. 


the  eftest  wai/:]  far  deftest,  u  e.  readiest. 
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Sexton.  What  else^  fellow  ? 

1  JVatchi,  And  that  count  Claudio  did  mean^ 
upon  his  words,  to  disgrace  Hero  before  the  whole 
assembly,  and  not  marry  her. 

Dogh  O  villain !   thou  wilt  be  condemned  into 
everlasting  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  else  ? 

2  ff^atch.  This  is  alU 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  masters,  than  you  can 
deny.  ^Prince  John  is  this  morning  secretly  stolen 
away;  Hero  was  in  this  manner  accused^  in  this  very 
manner  refused,  and  upon  the  grief  of  tliis,  sud-* 
denly  died. — ^Master  constable,  let  these  n^n  b6 
bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato's;  I  will  go  before, 
and  show  him  their  examination.  [Exit 4 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinioned. 

Verg.  Let  them  be  in  band. 

Con.  Off,  coxcomb! 

Dogb.  God's  my  life!  where's  the  sexton?  IfeC 
him  write  down — the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb.-^ 
Come,  bind  them : ^Thou  naughty  varlet ! 

Con.  Away !  you  are  an  ass,  you  are  an  ass. 

Dogb.  Dost  thou  not  suspect  my  place?  DoSt 
thou  not  suspect  my  years  ? — O  that  he  were  here  ta 
write  me  down — an  ass  1 — ^but,  masters,  remember, 
that  I  am  an  ass;  though  it  be  not  written  down,  y€l 
forget  not  that  1  am  an  ass: — ^No,  thou  villain,  thou 
art  full  of  piety,  as  shall  be  proved  upon  thee  by  good 
witness.  I  am  a  wise  fellow;  and,  which  is  mote,  an 
officer;  and,  which  is  more,  a  housholder ;  and,  which 
is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  flesh  as  any  is  in  Mes- 
sina; and  one  that  knows  the  law,  go  to;  and  a  rich 
fellow  enough,  go  to;  and  a  fellow  that  hath  had 
losses ;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thing 
handsome  about  him : — Bring  him  away.  O,  that  I 
had  been  writ  down — an  ass !  [Exeunt. 

y2 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  1.  Before  Leonato's  House. 

Enter  Leonato  and  Antonio. 

Ant.  If  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourself; 
And  'tis  not  wisdom,  thus  to  second  grief 
Against  yourself. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  cease  thy  counsel, 

Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitless 
As  water  in  a  sieve :  give  not  me  counsel ; 
Nor  let  no  comforter  delight  mine  ear. 
But  such  a  one  whose  wrongs  do  suit  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  so  lov'd  his  child. 
Whose  joy  of  her  is  overwhelm'd  like  mine. 
And  bid  him  speak  of  patience ; 
Measure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine, 
And  let  it  answer  every  strain  for  strain; 
As  thus  for  thus,  and  such  a  grief  for  such, 
In  every  lineament,  branch,  shape,  and  form : 
If  such  a  one  will  smile,  and  stroke  his  beard; 
Cry— sorrow,    wag!    and  hem,    when   he    should 

groan; 
Patch  grief  with  proverbs;  make  misfortune  drunk 
With  candle-wasters;*'  bring  him  yet  to  me. 
And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 
But  there  is  no  sudi  man:  For,  brother,  men 
Can  counsel,  and  speak  comfort  to  that  grief 
Which  they  themselves  not  feel ;  but,  tasting  it. 
Their  counsel  turns  to  passion,  which  before 
Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage. 


•  make  rnisfort  one  drtmk 


With  candle-wasters  5]  Perhaps,  t,bose  who  sit  up  all  night  to 
drink. 
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Fetter  strong  madness  in  a  silken  thready 
Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words: 
No,  no;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  speak  patience 
To  those  that  wring  under  the  load  of  sorrow; 
But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  sufficiency, 
To  be  so  moral,  when  he  shall  endure 
The  like  himself:  therefore  give  me  no  counsel: 
My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertisement,* 

Ant.  TTierein  do  men  from    children    nothing 
differ. 

Leon.  I  pray  thee,  peace:   I  will  be  flesh  and 
blood; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philosopher. 
That  could  endure  the  tooth-ach  patiently; 
However  they  have  writ  the  style  of  gods. 
And  made  a  pish  at  chance  and  sufferance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourself ; 
Make  those,  that  do  offend  you,  suffer  too. 

Leon.  There  thou  speak'st  reason:  nay,  I  will  do 
so: 
My  soul  doth  tell  me.  Hero  is  belied ; 
And  that  shall  Claudio  know,  so  shall  the  prince. 
And  all  of  them,  that  thus  dishonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  hastily, 

D.  Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud.  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords, — 

jD.  Pedro.  We  have  some  haste,  Leonato. 

Leon.  Some  haste,  my  lord! — ^well,  fare  you  well, 

my  lord: — 
Are  you  so  hasty  now  ? — ^well,  all  is  one. 

D.  Pedro.  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  old 

man. 

* Mtf;^  advertisement]  That  is,  ^^tam  admomtim. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


an  MUCH  ADO 

jint.  If  h^  could  right  himself  with  quarreling^ 
Some  of  uB  would  lie  low. 

Clai^.  Who  wrongs  him  ? 

.    Leon.  Marry, 

Thou,    thou    dost  wrong   me;    thou    dissembler, 

thou :— ^ 
Nay,  neiF^  l^y  thy  hwd  upon  thy  sword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Q^^d.  Marry,  b^shrew  my  hand. 

If  it  should  give  your  age  such  cause  of  fear : 
Iia  fi^ith,  my  hand  m^aiit  nothing  to  my  sword. 

Leon.  Tush,  tush,  man,  never  fleer  and  jest  at 
me: 
I  speak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  br^ 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old:  Know,  ClaudK),  to  thy  head. 
Thou  ha^t  so  wrong'd  mine  innocent  child  and  me. 
That  I  ajn  forc'd  to  lay  my  revereaace  by; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruise  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  trial  of  a.man, 
I  say,  thou  best  belied  mine  innocent  child; 
Thy  slander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her 

heart, 
And  she  lyes  buried  with  her  ancestors : 
O !  in  a  tomb  where  never  scandal  slept. 
Save  this  of  her's,  framM  by  thy  villainy, 

Claud.  My  villainy ! 

Leon.  Thine,  Claudio;  thine  I  say, 

D.  Pedro.  You  say  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

FU  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare ; 
Despite  his  nice  fence,*  and  his  active  practice,  " 
His  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  lustyhood. 


^  Despite  his  nice  fence^]  i.  e.  defence^  or  skill  in  the  science  of 
fendng^  or  defence. 
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C&twf.  Away,  I  wUl  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Leon.  Canst  thou  so  daff  me  ?^    Thou  hast  kill'd 
my  child; 
If  thou  kill'st  me,  bay,  thou  shalt  kill  a  man. 

jinL  He  shall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed: 
But  that's  no  matter;  let  him  kill  one  first ;^- 
Win  me  and  wear  me, — ^let  him  answer  me,-r- 
Come,  follow  me,  boy;  come,  boy,  follow  me: 
JBir  boy,  FU  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence;* 
Nay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  will. 

Leon.  Brother,— 

Ant.  Content  yourself:  God  knows,  I  lov'4  my 
niece ; 
And  she  is  dead,  slander'd  to  death  by  villains; 
That  dare  as  well  answer  a  man,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  serpent  by  the  tongujB : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts.  Jacks,  milksops! — 

Leon.  Brother  Antony, — 

Ant.  Hold  you  content;  Wh^t,  man!    I  know 
them,  yea. 
And  what  they  weighs  even  to  the  ^tmost  scruple: 
Scambling,*  out-facing,  fashion-mongVing  boys. 
That  lie,  ajid  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  slander. 
Go  antickly,  and  show  outward  hideousness. 
And  speak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  if  they  durst. 
And  this  is  all. 

Lepn.  But,  brother  Antony,-^— 
'Ant.  Come,  'tis  no  matter; 

^Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

D.  Pedro.  Gentlemen  both,    we  will  not   wake 
your  patience. 
My  heart  is  sorry  for  your  daughter's  dqath; 

*  Canst  thou  so  daff  me?]  or  dof,  i.  e.  put  me  of, 

4 ,  foining/encc;]  Foining  is  a  term  in  fencing,  and  means 

thrusting^ 

*  Scambling,]  i,  e,  scrarfdfling. 
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But,  on  my  honour,  d:^  was  chargM  with  nodiing 
But  what  was  true,  and  yery  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

jD.  Pedro.  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon.  No  ? 

Brother,  away: — ^I  will  be  heard; — 

Ant.  And  shall. 

Or  some  of  us  will  smart  for  it. 

[^Exeunt  Leokato  and  Antonio. 

Enter  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  See,  see;  here  comes  the  man  we 
went  to  seek. 

Claud.  Now,  signior!  what  news? 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

D.  Pedro.  Welcome,  signior:  You  are  almost 
come  to  part  almost  a  fray. 

Claud.  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  noses 
snapped  off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

D.  Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother:  What 
think*st  thou  ?  Had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  should 
have  been  too  young  for  them. 

Bene.  In  a  false  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour. 
I  came  to  seek  you  both. 

Claud.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  seek  thee; 
for  we  are  high-proof  melancholy,  and  would  fain 
have  it  beaten  away:  Wilt  thou  use  thy  wit? 

Bene.  It  is  in  my  scabbard;  Shall  I  draw  it? 

Z>.  Pedro.  Dost  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  side  ? 

Claud.  Never  any  did  so,  though  very  many  have 
been  beside  their  wit. — I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do 
the  minstrels;  draw,  to  pleasure  us. 

D.  Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  he  looks 
pale:— Art  thou  sick,  or  angry? 

Claud.  What!  courage,  man!  What  though  care 
killed  a  cat,  thou  hast  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill 
care, 
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Bene.  Sir,  I  shall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  an 
you  charge  it  against  me: — I  pray  you,  choose 
another  subject* 

Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  staff;  this 
last  was  broke  cross.^ 

D.  Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and 
more;  I  think,  he  be  angry  indeed. 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle.^ 

Bene.  Shall  I  speak  a  word  in  your  ear  ? 

Claud.  God  bless  me  from  a  challenge ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain; — I  jest  not: — ^I  will 
make  it  good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare, 
and  when  you  dare: — Do  me  right,  or  I  will  protest 
your  cowardice.  You  have  killed  a  sweet  lady,  and 
tier  death  shall  fall  heavy  on  you:  Let  me  hear  from 
you. 

Claud. .Welly  I  will  meet  you,  so  I  may  have 
good  cheer. 

D.  Pedro.  What,  a  feast  ?  a  feast  ? 

Claud,  rfaith,  I  thank  him ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calfs  head  and  a  capon ;  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
most  curiously,  say,  my  knife's  naught. — Shall  I  not 
fold  a  woodcock  too  ?• 

Bene.  Sir,  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  easily. 

D.  Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee  how  Beatrice  praised  thy 
wit  the  other  day:  I  said,  thou  hadst  a  line  wit; 
True,  says  she,  ajine  little  one:  No,  said  I,  a  great 
v;it;  Right,  says  she,  a  great  gross  one:  Nay,  said 
I,  a  good  wit;  Justy  said  she,  it  hurts  no  body:  Nay, 
said  I,  the  gentleman  is  wise\  Certain^  said  she, 
a  wise  gentleman:  Nay,  said  I,  he  hath  (he  tongues ; 
That  I  believe,  said  she,  for  he  swore  a  thing  to  me 
on  Monday  nigfu,   which  he  forswore  on  Tuesday 

•  Nay,  then  give  him  another  staff*;  &c.]  An  allusion  to  filting. 
'  ■    ■     to  turn  his  girdle.']  A  proverbial  speech. 

*  Shall  I  notjind  a  woodcock  too^  A  woodcock,  means  one 
taa{^  in  a  Qiringei  aUuding  to  tJie  plot  against  Benedick. 
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morning;  there's  a  double  tongue;  there's  two 
tongues.  Thus  did  she,  an  hour  together,  trans- 
shape  thy  particular  virtues;  yet,  at  last,  she  con^ 
eluded  with  a  sigh,  thou  wast  this  properest  man  in 
Italy. 

Claud.  For  the  which  she  weft  heartily,  and  said^ 
she  cared  not. 

D.  Pedro.  Yea,  that  she  did;  but  yet,  fi>r  all 
that,  an  if  she  cM  not  hate  him  deadly,  she  would 
love  him  dearly:  the  eld  man's  daughter  told  us  alL 

Claude  All,  all;  and  moreover,  God  saw  him 
when  he  was  hid  in  the  garden. 

D.  Pedro.  But  when  shall  we  set  the  savage  buirs 
horns  on  the  sensible  Benedict's  head? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  dwellt 
Benedick  the  married  man? 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy;  you  know  my  mind; 
I  will  leave  you  now  to  your  gossip-like  humours 
you  break  jests  as  braggarts  do  their  blades,  which, 
Crod  be  thanked,  hurt  not.-— My  lord,  for  your 
many  courtesies  I  thank  you:  I  must  discontiniw 
your  company:  your  brother,  the  bastard,  is  fled 
from  Messina:  you  have,  among  you,  killed  a  sweet 
and  innooent  lady:  Fch-  my  lord  Lack-beard,  there, 
he  and  I  shall  meet;  and  till  then,  peace  he  with 
him.  [Exit  Benedick. 

D.  Pedro.  He  is  in  earned. 

Claud.  In  most  profound  earnest;  and,  HI  war* 
rant  you,  for  the  love  of  Bea^ice. 

D.  Pedro.  And  hath  challenged  thee  ? 

Claud.  Most  sincerely. 

D.  Pedro.  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he 
goes  in  his  doid>let  and  hose,  and  leaves  off  his 
wit!^ 


^  What  n  pretty  thing  man  is,  whm  he  goes  in  his  datidet  and 
hose,  and leaoes  csff  his  witf\  Pechaps  die  mcapiQg  i8>«-Wli9t  an 
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Enter  Dogbbrry,  Verges,  and  the  Watch,  with 
CoNRAPE  and  Borachio. 

Claud.  He  is  then  a  giant  to  an  ape:  but  then  is 
an  ape  a  doctor  to  such  a  man. 

2>.  PedrQ.  But,  soft  you,  let  be;*  pluck  up,  my 
heart,  and  be  sad  !^  I^  he  not  say,  my  brother  was 
fled? 

Dogl.  Come,  you,  sir;  if  justice  cannot  tame 
you,  she  shall  ne'er  weigh  more  reasons  in  her  ba- 
lance: nay,  an  you  be  a  cursing  hypocrite  once, 
you  must  be  looked  to. 

Z).  Pedro.  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men 
bound!  Borachio,  one! 

Claud.  Hearken  after  their  offence,  my  lord! 

D.  Pedro.  Officers,  what  offence  have  these  men 
done? 

Dogb.  Marry,  sir,  they  have  committed  false  re- 
port; moreover,  they  have  spoken  untruths;  se- 
condarily, they  are  slanders ;  sixth  and  lastly,  they 
have  belied  a  lady ;  thirdly,  they  have  verified  unjust 
things:  and,  to  conclude,  they  are  lying  knaves. 

D.  Pedro.  First,  I  ask  thee  what  they  have  done; 
thirdly,  I  ask  thee  what's  their  offence;  sixth  and 
lastly,  why  they  are  committed;  and,  to  conclude, 
what  you  lay  to  their  charge  ? 

Claud.  Rightly  reasoned,  and  in  his  own  division ; 
and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  suited. 

D.  Pedro.  Whom  have  you  offended,  masters, 
that  you  are  thus  bound  to  your  answer?  this 
learned  constable  is  too  cunning  to  be  understood: 
What's  your  offence  ? 

ioconsisteot  fool  is  mati,  when  he  covers  his  body  with  clothes^ 
and  at  the  same  time  divests  himself  of  his  understanding! 

'  But,  soft  you,  let  be  5]  i.  e.  desist. 

•  pluck  up,  my  heart,  and  be  sad  /]  i.  e.  rouse  thyself,  my 

Jxeaitj  «odt)e  piepaied  &r  serious  consequences! 
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Bora.  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine 
answer;  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  count  kill  me. 
I  have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes:  what  your 
wisdoms  could  not  discover,  these  shallow  fools  have 
brought  to  light;  who,  in  the  night,  overheard  me 
confessing  to  this  man,  how  Don  John  your  brother 
incensed  me  to  slander^  the  lady  Hero;  how  you 
were  brought  into  the  orchard,  and  saw  me  court 
Margaret  in  Hero's  garments;  how  you  disgraced 
her,  when  you  should  marry  her:  my  villainy  they 
have  upon  record ;  which  I  had  rather  seal  vnth  my 
death,  than  repeat  over  to  my  shame:  the  lady  is 
dead  upon  mine  and  my  master's  false  accusation; 
and,  briefly,  I  desire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a 
villain. 

JD.  Pedro.  Runs  not  this  speech  like  iron  through 
your  blood  ? 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poison,  whiles  he  utter'd  it. 

D.  Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  set  thee  on  to  this? 

Bora.  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  practice 
of  it. 

D.Pedro.  He  is  composed  and  frara'd  of  trea- 
chery:— 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy. 

Claud.  Sweet  Hero !  now  thy  image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  semblance  that  I  loved  it  first. 

Dogb.  Come,  bring  away  the  plaintifi^s;  by  this 
time  our  Sexton  hath  reformed  signior  Leonato  of 
the  matter:  And  masters,  do  not  forget  to  specify, 
when  time  and  place  shall  serve,  that  I  am  an  ass. 

Ferg.  Here,  here  comes  master  signior  LeonatOj 
and  the  Sexton  too. 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antoniq,  with  the  Sexton. 
Leon.  Which  is  the  villain  ?  Let  me  see  his  eyes; 

* incensed  me  to  slander^  &c.]  That  is.  Incited  mc. 
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That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him:  Which  of  these  is  he? 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,  look  on 
me. 

Leon.  Art  thou  the  slave,  that  with  thy  breath 
hast  kill'd 
Mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  so,  villain;  thou  bely'st  thyself; 
Here  stand  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds ; 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud.  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Yet  I  must  speak:  Choose  your  revenge  yourself; 
Impose  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  sin:  yet  sinn'd  I  not. 
But  in  mistaking. 

D.  Pedro.  By  my  soul,  nor  I; 

And  yet,  to  satisfy  this  good  old  man, 
I  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight 
That  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

Leon.  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live. 
That  were  impossible;  but,  I  pray  you  both. 
Possess  the  people  in  Messina  here 
How  innocent  she  died :  and,  if  your  love 
Can  labour  aught  in  sad  invention. 
Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb. 
And  sing  it  to  her  bonefs;  sing  it  to-nigHt: — 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  house; 
And  since  you  could  not  be  my  son-in-law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew:  my  brother  hath  a  daughter. 
Almost  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  she  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us; 
Give  her  the  right  you  should  have  given  her  cousin. 
And  so  dies  my  revenge. 
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Claud.  O,  noble  sir. 

Your  over- kindness  doth  wring  tears  frofti  me! 
I  do  embrace  yovar  offer ;  and  diqxise 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Claudio. 

Leon.  To-morrow  then  I  will  expect  your  com- 
ing; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave. — ^This  naughty  man 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  t6  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pati'd*  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  1)y  your  brother. 

Bora.  No,  by  my  soul,  she  was  not ; 

Nor  knew  not  what  she  did,  when  she  spoke  to  me ; 
But  always  hath  been  just  and  virtuous. 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dogb.  Moreover,  sir,  (which,  indeed,  is  not  un- 
der white  anci  blaci:,)  this  plaintiff  here,  the  of- 
fender, did  call  me  ass:  I  breech  you,  let  it  be  re- 
membered in  his  punishment:  And  also,  the  watch 
heard  them  talk  of  one  Deformed:  they  say,  he 
wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a  lock  hanging  by  it ; 
and  borrows  money  in  God's  name;  the  which  he 
hath  used  so  long,  and  never  paid,  that  now  men 
grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  nothing  for  God's 
sake :  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon  that  point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honest  pains. 

Dogb.  Your  worship  speaks  like  a  most  thankful 
and  reverend  youth;  and  I  praise  God  for  you. 

Leon.  There's  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb.  Grod  save  the  foundation ! 

Leon.  Go,  I  discharge  thee  of  thy  prisoner,  and 
I  thank  thee. 

Dogb.  I  leave  an  arrant  knave  with  your  worship ; 
which,  I  beseech  your  worship,  to  correct  yourself, 
for  the  example  of  others*  God  keep  your  worship ; 
I  wish  your  worship  well ;  God  restore  you  to  health : 

*  — -« teas  pack'd  — "]    i.  e.  combined;  an  accomplice. 
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I  hti<tiWy  give  you  leave  to  depart;  and  if  a  merry 
rtieeting  may  be  wished,  Grod  prohibit  it. — Come, 
neighbour. 

[jSa7<ninf  Dogberry,  Verges,  and  Watch. 
Leon.  Until  to-morrow  morning,  lords,  farewell. 
*  Ant.  Farewell,  my  lords;   we  look  for  you  to- 
morrow. 
D.  Pedro.  We  will  not  fail. 
Cland.  To-night  V\\  mourn  with  Hero. 

\JE,xeunt  Don  Pedro  and  Claubio. 
Leon.  Bring  you  these  fellows  on;  we'll  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd*  fellow. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Leonato's  Garden. 

Enter  Benedick  and  Margaret,  meeting. 

Bene.  Pray  thee,  sweet  mistress  Margaret,  de- 
serve well  at  my  hands,  by  helping  me  to  the  jspeech 
of  Beatrice. 

Marg.  Will  you  then  write  me  a  sonnet  in  praise 
of  my  beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  so  high  a  style,  Margaret,  that  no  man 
Ihring  shall  come  over  it;  for,  in  most  comely  truth, 
thou  deservest  it. 

Marg.  To  have  no  man  come  over  me?  why, 
shall  I  always  keep  below*stairs  ? 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's 
mouth,  it  catches. 

Marg.  And  your*s  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils, 
which  fet,  but  hurt  not. 

*  •— -^  lewd]  Lewd,  m  this  insta&cd>  means  ignorant. 
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Bene.  A  most  manly  wit^  Margaret5  it  will  not 
hurt  a  woman;  and  so,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice:  I 
give  thee  the  bucklers.* 

Marg.  Give  us  the  swords,  we  have  bucklers  of 
our  own. 

Bene.  If  you  use  them,  Margaret,  you  must  put 
in  the  pikes  with  a  vice;  and  they  are  dangerous 
weapons  for  maids. 

Marg.  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,  who,  I 
think,  hath  legs.  \_Exit  Margaret* 

Bene.  And  therefore  will  come. 

The  god  of  love,  .  [Singing. 

That  sits  above, 
And  knows  me,  and  knows  me. 
How  pitiful  I  deserve, — 

I  mean,  in  singing;  but  in  loving, — ^Leander  the 
good  swimmer,  Troilus  the  first  employer  of  pan- 
dars,  and  a  whole  book  full  of  these  quondam  car- 
pet-mongers, whose  names  yet  run  smoothly  in  the 
even  road  of  a  blank  verse,  why,  they  were  never  so 
truly  turned  over  and  over  as  my  poor  self,  in  love : 
Marry,  I  cannot  show  it  in  rhyme ;  I  have  tried ; 
I  can  find  out  no  rhyme  to  lady  but  baby,  an  inno- 
cent rhyme;  for  scorn,  horn,  a  hard  rhyme;  for 
school,  fool,  a  babbling  rhyme;  very  ominous  end- 
ings :  No,  I  was  not  born  under  a  rhyming  planet, 
nor  I  cannot  woo  in  festival  terms.^ 

EyUer  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  would'st  thou  come  when  I  called 

thee? 

*  I  give  thee  the  bucklers,']  To  give  the  buckleri  la,  periiaps^  to 
yield,  or  to  lay  by  all  thoughts  of  defence,  so  clypeum  abjicere^ 
^  — -  in  f<^tival  terms.]  i.  e.  in  splendid  pluasedcgjr. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ABOUT  NOTHING.  gg? 

^tat.  Yea,  signior,  md  4epw^  w^ien  ycHi  W  flx^ 

£^w.  O,  sUy  but  till  ^nl 

Beat.  TA^,  is  spokf^j  fare  yqu  well  )[io^;mif 
and  yet,  ere  I  go.  Jet  m^  go  with  th4  I  capie  for, 
ivbich  la,  with  knowing  wh^t  hath  passed  l^tW^en 
you  and  Claudia, 

Ben0.  Only  foul  words;  ?pd  |hert?¥ip9|i  I  Will 
kis$  th^e« 

Beat.  Foul  words  is  hut  fo^l  wind,  an4  fpql 
wmd  is  but  foul  breath,  and  foul  brefttj^^  ijs  ^qisqifi^^ 
therefore  I  will  depart  unki?s(3d. 

Bene.  Thou  hast  frighted  the  wpi^d  Wt  pf  \i\s 
right  sense,  so  forcible  is  thy  wit:  gut,  I  mi^st  fell 
thee  plainly,  Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge;* 
and  either  I  must  shortly  hear  jfron^  h}m,  or  |  will 
subscribe  him  a  ijow^rd.  And,  J  pr^y  tbee  row, 
tell  me,  for  which  of  my  b^d  p?rt^  didst  fiipu  fjf^ 
fall  in  love  with  me? 

Beat.  For  them  all  together;  which  maintained 
so  politick  a  state  of  evil,  that  they  will  npt  admit 
any  good  part  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for 
which  of  my  good  parts  did  yo.u  first  '^fler  love  for 
me  ?  ^ 

Bene.  Suffer  love;  a  good  epjthejt*!  I  do  suflfer 
love,  indeed,  for  I  love  thee  against  my  will. 

Bea^.  In  spite  of  your  heart,  I  fbink;-  ajas^ 
poor  he;art1  If  ypu  spite  it  for  my  sake,  J  will  spite 
it  for  yours ;  for  I  will  never  love  tijat  wjhich  my 
friend  hates. 

Bene.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wise  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat.  It  appears  not  in  this  confession:  therp's 
not  one  wise  man  a^png  twenjty,  ih^  W|U1  praise 
nimself. 

Bene.  An  old,  an  old  instance,  Beatrice,  that 
lived  in  the  time  of  good  neighbours :  if  a  man  do 


•  —  undergoes  mi/  challenge;'}  i.  e.  b  subject  to  it, 
VOL.    II.  Z 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


494  MtrCH  ADO 

not  erect  in  this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he 
shall  live  no  longer  in  monument,  than  the  bell 
rings,  and  the  widow  weeps. 

ieat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  you  ? 

Bene.  Question? — ^Why,  an  hour  in  clamour, 
and  a  quarter  in  rheum:  Therefore  it  is  most  ex- 
pedient for  the  wise,  (if  Don  Worm,  his  conscience, 
find  no  impediment  to  the  contrary,)  tp  be  the 
trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I  am  to  myself:  So 
niuch  for  praising  myself,  (who,  I  myself  will  bear 
witness,  is  praise-^worthy,)  and  now  tell  me.  How 
doth  your  cousin  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat.  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend:  there 
wilH  leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Enter  Uksi/la. 

Urs.  Madam,  you  must  come  to  your  uncle; 
yonder*s  old  coil  ^  at  home :  it  is  proved,  my  lady 
Hero  hath  been  falsely  accused,  the  Prince  and 
Claudio  mightily  abus'd ;  and  Don  John  is  the  au- 
thor of  all,  who  is  fled  and  gone :  will  you  come 
presently? 

Beat.  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  signior  ? 

Bene.  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap,  and 
be  buried  in  thy  eyes;  and,  moreover,  I  will  go  with 
thee  to  thy  uncle's.  [^Exeunt. 


•old  coil — "]  Cof/ is  bustle^  stir- 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Inside  of  a  CJiurch. 

Enter  Don  VED^Oy  Claudio,  and  Attendants,  with 
musick  and  tapers. 

Claud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato? 
Atten.  It  is,  my  lord. 
Claud.   [Reads  from  a  scroll.^ 

Done  to  death  by  slanderous  tongues 

Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies: 
Deaths  in  guerdon^  of  her  wrongs. 

Gives  herfaine  which  never  dies: 
So  the  life,  that  died  with  shame. 
Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 

Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb,    [affixing  it. 
Praising  her  when  lam  dumb.^^ 

Now,  musick,  sound,  and  sing  your  solemn  hymn. 

SONG. 

Pardon,  Goddess  of  the  night. 
Those  that  slew  thy  virgin  knight  ^^ 
For  the  which,  with  songs  of  woe, 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 

Midnight,  assist  our  moan; 

Help  us  to  sigh  and  groan. 
Heavily,  heavily: 

Graves,  yawn,  and  yield  your  dead". 

Tilt  death  be  uttered. 
Heavily,  heavily. 

* in  guerdon-^]  Guerdon  is  reward,  remuneration*. 

*  Those  that'slew  th^  virgin  knight^]  i.  e.  virgin  hero. 

Z  2 
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Claud,  ^ow,  unto  thy  bones  good  night! 

Yearly  will  t  do  this  rite. 
D.Pedro.  Good    morrow,    masters;    put    your 

tordifeS  outt 
The  wolves  have  prey'd ;  and  look,  the  gentle 

Before  the  wheels  of  Ifhtelms,  rofond  about 

Daf)|^  the  -drowsy  east  with  s^s  of  gr^ : 
Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us ;  fore  you  well. 
Claud.  Grood  m6rrow>  mast^s;  ea^  his  •several 

way. 
D.  Pedro.  Come>  !et  us  heAcei  and  put  on  other 
weeds ; 
And  then  to  Leonato's  we  vrill  go. 

Claud,  And,   Hymen,   now  with  luckier   issue 
speed'*;. 
Than  this,  for  nvhom  M^  i^der*4  iip  this  wt>e ! 

^ExeunU 


SCENE  IV. 

-/f  )^oo)?i  mlieonato's  JJottse, 

£n^er  Leonato,  Antonio,  Benedick,  Beatbice^ 
UiiwtA,  Friar,  and^ssx^ 

Friar.  Did  1  not  tell  ydu  she  was  innocent? 

Leon^  So  are  the  prince  and  Claudio^  who  accus'd 
her. 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated: 
But  Margaret  was  in  some  fault  for  this; 
Although  against  her  will,  as  it  appears 
In  the  true  course  of  all  thfe  question^ 

Ant.  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  sort  so  welL 

Bene.  And  so  am  I,  being  else  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  jto  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Leon.  Well,  daughter,  mad  you  gentlewomen  all, 
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Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourselves ; 
And,  when  I  send  for  you,  come  hither  mask*d: 
The  prince  and  Claudio  promised  by  this  hour 
To  visit  me: — ^Youknow  your  office,  brother; 
You  must  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Claudio.       [Exeunt  Ladies* 

AnU  Which  I  will  do  with  confirmed  counte- 
nance. 

Bene.  Friar,  I  must  entreat  your  pains,  I  think. 

Friar.  To  do  what,  signior? 

Bene.  To  bind  me,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.-^ 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  signior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Leon.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her;  'Tis  most 
true. 

Bene.  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  sight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from 
me, 
Prom  Claudio,   and  the  prince;   But  what's  yom* 
will? 

Bene.  Your  answer,  sir,  is  enigmatical : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  is,  your  good  will 
-May  stand  with  ours,  this  day  to  be  conjoined 
In  the  estate  of  honourable  marriage; — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  shall  desire  your  help. 

Leon.  My  heart  is  with  your  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help. 

Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio^ 

£,nter  Don  Pemio  and  Clavdio,  with  Attendants. 

D.  i/Vcfro.  »Good  moirrow  to  this  fair  assembly. 

Leon.  Good  morrow,  prints:  good  morrow,  Clau- 
dio; 
We  here  attend  yoia;  Are  you  yet  determm'd 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter^ 

Cl(md.  V\\  i>okl  my  mind^  wiere  she  an  J^thippe. 
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L^on.  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's   the  fiiar 
ready.  *  [jEaj-ff  Antonio. 

D.  Pedro.  Gkxxl'morrow,  Benedick:  Why,  what's 
the  matter. 
That  you  have  such  a  February  face. 
So  full  of  frost,  of  storm,  and  cloudiness? 

Claud.  I  think,  he  thinks  xypon  the  savage  bull  :— 
Tush,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  shall  rejoice  at  thee; 
As  once  Europa  did  at  lusty  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  beast  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  sir,  had  an  amiable  low; 
And  some  such  strange  bull  leap'd  your  father's  cow. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  same  noble  feat, 
JMuch  like  to  you,  for  you  have  just  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  with  the  Ladies  mashed. 

Claud.  For  this  I  owe  you:    here  come  other 
reckonings. 
Which  is  the  lady  I  must  seize  upon  ? 

Ant.  This  same  is  she,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 
Claud.  Why,  then  she's  mine:  Sweet,  let  me  see 

your  face. 
Leon.  No,  that  you  shall  not,  till  you  take  her 
hand 
Before  this  friar,  and  swear  to  marry  her. 

Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar; 
I  am  your  husband,  if  you  like  of  me. 

Hero.  And  when  I  lived,  I  was  your  other  wife: 

[UnTnasking. 
And  when  you  loved,  you  were  my  other  husband. 
Claud.  Another  Hero  ? 
Hero.  .    Nothing  certainer : 

One  Heit)  died  defil'd ;  but  I  do  live, 
^d,  surely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

D.  Pedro.  The  former  Hero!  Hero  that  is  dead! 
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Leon.  She  died,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  daHder 

lived* 
Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify ; 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
1*11  tell  you  largely  of^  fair  Hero's  death : 
Mean  time,  let  wonder  seem  familiar, 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  presently. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar, — -Which  is  Beatrice  ? 
Beat  J  I  answer    to    that    name;    {^Unmaskingi 

What  is  your  will  ? 
Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  no  more  than  reason. 

Bene.  Why,  then  your  \mcle,  and  the  prince, 
and  Claudio, 
Have  been  deceived;  for  they  swore  you  did. 
Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me? 
Bene.  No,  no  more  than  reason. > 

Beat.  Why,    then  my  cousin,    Margaret,   and 
Ursula, 
Are  much  deceived;  for  they  did  swear,  you  did. 
Bene.  They  swore  that  you  were  almost  sick  for 

me. 
Beat.  They  swore  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead 

for  me. 
Bene.  Tis  no  such  matter: — ^Then,  you  do  not 

love  me  ? 
Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompense. 
Leon.  Come,  cousin,   I  am  sure  you  love  the 

gentleman. 
Claud.  And  I'll  be  sworn  upon't,  that  he  loves 
her; 
For  here's  a  paper,,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  sonnet  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fashion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another. 

Writ  in  my  cousin's  hand,  stolen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  affection  unto  Benedicks 
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B^ne.  A  miracle  1  here*8  our  own  hands  against 
our  hearts  ! — Come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this 
light,  I  take  thee  for  pity. 

Beat.  I  would  not  deny  you  ;—but,  by  this  good 
day,  I  yield  upon  great  persuasion;  and,  partly^ 
to  save  your  life,  for  I  was  told  you  were  in  a 
consumption. 

Bene.  Peace,  I  will  stop  your  mouth. 

[Kissing  her^ 

D*  Pedro.  How  dost  thou.  Benedick  the  married 
man? 

Bene.  I'll  tell  thee  what,  prince;  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour:  Dost 
thou  think,  I  care  for  a  satire,  or  an  epigram  ?  No: 
if  a  man  will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  shall  wear 
nothing  handsome  about  him:  In  brie^  moceldo 
propose  to  marry,  £  will  think  nothing  to  any  pur- 
pose that  the  world  can  say  against  it;  and  there* 
fore  never  flout  at  me  for  what  I  have  said  against 
it;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is  my  oondb'* 
sion. — For  thy  part,  Qaudio,  I  did  think  to  have 
beaten  thee;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my 
kinsmen,  live  unbruised,  and  love  my  ^xDusin. 

Claud.  I  had  well  hoped,  thoU  wouldst  have 
^lenied  Beatrice,  that  i  might  have  cudgelled  diee 
out  of  thy  single  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer; 
which,  odt  of  question,  thou  wih  be,  if  my  cousin 
do  not  look  exceeding  narrowly  to  thee. 

Bene.  Come,  come,  we  are  fiiends :— diet's  have  a 
dance  ^ere  we  are  married,  that  we  imagr  lighten  i>ur 
own  hearts,  and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon.  We'll  have  bandog  afterwards. 
Bene.  First,   o*  nay  wofd;  ther^anc,  play,  fflu* 
sick. — 
Prince,  thou  art  sad;  get  tiiee  a  wife,  get.lhee  a 
wife:  l^ere  is  no  $txS^  more  nepoiend   tkwi  0nt 
tipped  with  horn. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta*en  in 
flight. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Messina. 

Bene.  Think  not  on  him  till  to-morrow;  I'll  de- 
vise thee  brave  punishments  for  him, — Strike  up, 
pipers,  [Dance. 

[Exeunt.^ 


'  Tliis  play  may  be  justly  said  to  contain  two  of  the  most 
sprightly  characters  that  Shakspeare  ever  drew.  The  wit,  the 
humourist,  the  gentleman,  and  the  soldier,  are  combined  in 
Benedick.  It  is  to  be  lamented,  indeed,  that  the  first  and  most 
splendid  of  these  distinctions,  is  disgraced  by  unnecessary  pro« 
faneness;  for  the  goodness  of  his  heart  is  hardly  sufficient  to 
atone  for  the  licence  of  his  tongue.  The  too  sarcastic  levity, 
which  flashes  out  in  the  conversation  of  Beatrice,  may  be  excused 
on  account  of  the  steadiness  and  friendship  so  apparent  in  her  be* 
haviour,  when  she  urges  her  lover  to  risque  his  Ule  by  a  challenge 
to  Claudio.  In  the  conduct  of  the  fable,  however,  there  is  an 
imperfection  similar  to  that  which  Dr.  Johnson  has  pointed  out  in 
The  Merry  Wken  of  Windsor I'^'ihQ  second  contrivance  is  less  in- 
genious than  the  first:-— or,  to  speak  more  plainly,  the  ^ame  inci- 
dent  is  become  stale  by  repetition.  I  wish  some  other  method  had 
been  found  to  entrap  Beatrice,  than  that  very  one  which  before 
bad  been  successfully  practised  on  fienedick.    S tekven  ». 
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MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM.* 
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♦  A  Midsummer-Night's  Dream.]  This  play  was  entered 
at  Stitioiiers*  Hall,  Oct.  8,  iGOO,  by  Thoipas  Rsher.  It  fa  pw>* 
bable  that  the  hint  for  it  was  received  from  Chauter's  Knight* s 
Tale, 

There  is  an  old  black  letter  pamphlet  by  W.  Settle,  called 
TTitana  and  Theseus,  entered  at  Stationers'  Hafi,  in  ifOSj  tJOt 
Shakspeare  has  taken  no  hints  from  it.  Titania  is  also  the  name  of 
the  Queen  of  the  Fairies  in  Dedker's  IVhore  ^  Subpion,  1607* 

Steevjmts. 

The  Midsummer-Night* s  Dream  I  suppose  to  iave  be^  wxitteo 
in  1592.    MALONi. 
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PERSONS  represented: 


Theseus,  Duke  of  Athens. 
Egeus,  Father  to  Hermia. 

D^meSs,  I  *■"  ^*^'^  «"■**  ^^""^*- 

thilostrate.  Master  of  the  Revels  to  Tlieseus. 

Quince,  the  Carpenter* 

Snug,  the  Joiner. 

Bottom,  the  fVeaver* 

Flute,  the  BellowS'mender4 

Snout,  the  Tinker. 

Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolyta,    Q^ueen  of  the  Ariiazons,    betrothed  to 

Theseus. 
Hermia,  Daughter  to  Egeus,  in  love  with  Lysanden 
Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius. 

Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 
Titania,  Queen  of  the  Fairies. 
Puck,  or  Robiri-goodfellow,  a  Fairy 4 
Peas-blossom,  ^ 

ultvt'  [Fairies. 

Mustard-seed,  3 
Pyramus,  *] 

Tfr^^ll  ^^  I    Characters  in  the  Interlude  per- 

Moonsfune,        \  formed  by  the  Clowns. 

Lion,  J 

Other  Fairies  attending  their  King  and  Queen. 
Attendants  on  Theseus  and  Hippolyta. 

SCENE,  Athens,  and  a  Wood  not  far  from  it. 

*  The  enumeration  of  persons  was  first  made  by  Mr.  Rowe. 

Steevens. 
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ACT  I. 


SCENE  I.    Athens.  A  Room    in  the  Palace  of 
Theseus, 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate,  ani 
Attendants. 

The.  Now,  fair  Hippolyta,  our  nuptial  hour . 
Draws  on  apace;  four  happy  daysbring  in 
Another  moon:  but,  oh,  methinks,  how  slow 
This  old  moon  wanes !  she  lingers  my  desires. 
Like  to  a  step-dame,  or  a  dowager. 
Long  withering  out  a  young  man's  revenue. 

Hip.  Four  days  will  quickly  steep  themselves  in 
nights ; 
Four  nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  time; 
And  then  the  moon,  like  to  a  silver  bow 
New  bent  in  heaven,  shall  behold  the  night 
Of  our  solemnities. 

The.  Go,  Philostrate, 

Stir  tip  the  Athenian  youth  to  merriments; 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  spirit  of  mirth; 
Turn  melancholy  forth  to  funerals. 
The  pale  companion  is  not  for  our  pomp. — 

\^Exit  Philostratk. 
Hippolyta,  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  sword, 
^nd  won  thy  love,  doing  thee  injuries  j 
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But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  key. 

With  pomp,  with  triumph,  and  with  revelling. 

Enter  Egws,  Hwmu,  Lysandbr,  aiwi  Dbmf-j 

TRIUS. 

Ege.  Happy  be  Theseus,  our  renowned  duke! 

The.  Thanks,  good  Egeus:    What's  the  news 
with  thee  ? 

Ege.  Full  of  vexation  come  I,  with  complaint 
Against  my  child,  my  daughter  Hermia. — 
Stand  forth,  Demetrius;— My  noble  lord. 
This  man  hath  my  consent  to  marry  her:T — 
Stand  forth,  Lysander; — and,  my  gracious  duke, 
This  hath  bewitch'd  the  bosom  of  my  child : 
Thou,  thou,  Lysarvier,  thou  hast  given  her  rhymes, 
And  interchang  d  love-tokens  with  my  child: 
Thou  hast  by  moon-light  at  her  window  sung. 
With  feigning  voice,  vcai^s  of  feigning  love ; 
And  stol'n  the  impression  of  her  feiutasy 
With  bracelets  of  thy  hair,  rings,  gawds,*  conceits, 
Knacks,  trifles,  nosegays,  sweet^meats;  messoigers 
Of  strong  prevaijm^nt  in  unhard^i'd  youth : 
With  cunning  hast  thou  filch'd  my  daughter's  heart ; 
Turned  her  obedience,  which  ia  due  to  me. 
To  stubborn  harshness: — And,  my  gracious  duke, 
Be  it  pQ  fthe  will  not  here  before  yqur  grace 
Consent  to  marry  with  Demetrius^ 
I  b6g  the  wcient  privil^e  erf  Athens ; 
As  she  is  mine,  I  may  dispose  of  her: 
Which  shall  be  either  to>  this  gentleman. 
Or  to  her  death ;  according  to  aax  law, 
Immediatjely  provided  ip  that  case. 

The.  What  s^y  you,  Hermia?    be  advisM,  to 
maid: 
To  you  ypur  father  should  be  as  a  god; 

*  — —  ^(iM?rf6',]   L  e.  bauUes,  ^y$,  (^iflef. 
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One  that  composed  your  beauties;  yea^  ^id'one 

To  whom  you  aie  but  bb  *sk  form  in  wax,  / 

By  him  imprinted,  and  within  his  power 

To  leave  the  figure,  or. disfigure  it^  - 

Demetrius  is  a  worthy  gentleman. 

Her.  So  is  Lysander. 

The.  In  himself  he  is : 

But,  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  father's  voice. 
The  other  must  be  held  tbe  worthier. 

Her.  I  would,  itiy  jkther  look'd  but  with  my  eyes.  • 

The.  Rather  your  eyes  must  witli  his  ji»igement 
look.        :  ^ 

Her.  I  do  entreat  jrour  grace  to  pardon  me. 
I  know  not  by  what  poWer  I  am  made  bold; 
Nor  how  it  may  concern  my  modesty. 
In  such  a  presence  here,  to  plead  my  thoughts: 
But  I  beseech  yoiu*  gracte  that  I  may  know 
The  worst  that  may  bcfid  me  in  this  catse,    ' 
If  I  refuse  to  wed  Demetrius. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  d^th,  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  society  of  men.  i 

Therefore,  fair  Hermia,  question  your  desires,       / 
Know  of  your  youth,^  examine  well  your  blood. 
Whether,  if  you  yidd  not  to  your  father*s  choice. 
You  can  endure  the  livery  of  a  nun; 
For  aye  to  be  in  shady  cloister  mew'd. 
To  live  a  barren  sister  all  your  life. 
Chanting  feint  hymns  to  the  cold  fruitless  moohu  / 
Thrice  blessed  they,  that  master  so  their  blood,    i 
To  undergo  such  maiden  pilgrimage : . 
But  earthner  happy*  is  the  rose  distilFd, 
Than  that,  which,  withering  on  the;  virgin  thorn, 

•  To  leaye  the  fgurtt  or  disfigure  iV.]    i.  e.  you  owe  to  pour 
father  a  bdn^  which  he  may  a*  pleasure  continue  or  destroy. 

^  Know  of  your  youth,"}    Consider  your  youth. 

*  But  ecuthlier  Ao/y^y'—- ]    perhaps,  earlier;  or,  earthly  happy, ' 

VOL.  II.  C  C 
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Gro^  livei,  «nd  dies,  in  «in^  blessedness* 

Her.  So  wUl  I  gfow,  so  Jfve;  so  die^  my  lord. 
Ere  I  will  jvdd  my  viigm  patent  up 
Unto  his  lordship,  vfaose  unwished  yoke 
My  soul  consents  not  to  give  soverei^ly* 

The.  Take  time  to  pause:  mid,  by  die  next  new 
moon 
(The.sealing'day  betwixt  my  loeve  and  me, 
For  everlasting  bond  of  fdlowship,) 
Upcm  that  day  eitl^r  prepare  to  cfe,: 
For  disobedienoe  to  your  father's  will; 
Or  else,  to  wed  Demetrius,  as  he  would: 
Or  oil  Diana^s  akar  to  protiest. 
For  aye,  austerity  and  single  life. 

Dem.  Relent,   sweel  Hennia;*^And,   Lysander, 
yield 
Thy  crazai  title  to  iny  certain  right. 

Lys.  Ycm  have  her  fsthar's  love,  Demetrius; 
Let  me  have  Hermia's:  do  you  marry  him. 

Ege*  Scoirrful  Lysander!  true,  he  hath  my  lave; 
And  what  is  mine  my  love  shall  render  him; 
And  she  is  mine;  and  all  my  right  of  her 
I  do  estate  unto  Demetrius. 
.     Lys.  ilam,  my  lord,  as  well  deriv'd  as  he, 
As  well  possessed;  my  love  is  more  than  his; 
My  fortunes  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd. 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrius*; 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  these  boasts  can  be^ ' 
I  am  belov'd  of  beauteoas  Hermia: 
Why  should  not  t  then  prosecute  my  right? 
Demetrius,  I'll  avouch  it  to  his  head. 
Made  love  to  Nedar?s  daughter,  flelena, 
And  won  her  soul ;  and  she,  sweet  lady,  dotes, 
^Devoutly  dotes,  dotes  in  idolatry, 
Upon  this  spotted^  and  incon^ant  man. 

?  p......  spotted^''}   As  spotless  is  innocent^  so  spotted  is  wicked. 
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The.  I  must  confess,  that  I  hare  heard  so  miK^/ 
And  with  Deoielriits  thought  tohaye  spoke  thereof ; 
But,  being  over^ftiU  of  sdf-afikirs, 
lify  mmd did  lofie  it.^-But,  Demetrius,  come; 
And  come,  Egeus;  you  shall  go  with  me, 
1  have  tome  private  schooling  for  you  both.— 
For  you,  fair  Hermia,  loc^  you  arm  yourself 
To  fit  yoiu*  fimdes  to  your  Other's  will ; 
Or  jdse  the  low  of  Aihetis  holds  you  up 
(Which  by  no  means  we  may  extenuate,) 
To  death,  or  to  a  vow  of  single  life*— 
Come,  my  Hippolyta;  What  cheer,  my  love?— 
Demetrius,  and  Egeus,  go  along: 
I  must  employ  you  in  some  business 
Against  our  miptial;  and  confer  with  you 
Of  something  nearly  that  concerns  yourselves. 

Ege.  With  duty,  and  desire  we  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Thes.  Hip.  Ege.  Dem.  and  train. 

I^s*  How  now,  my  love  ?  Why  is  your  cheek  so 
pale? 
How  chance  the  roses  there  do  fade  so  fast  ? 

Her.  Belike,  for  want  of  rain;   which  I  could 
well 
Beteem  them^  from  the  tempest  of  mine  ctcs. 

Lvs.  Ah  me !  for  aught  that  ever  I  could  read, 
Covud  ever  hear  by  tale  or  history. 
The  course  of  true  love  never  did  run  smooth: 
But,  either  it  was  different  in  blood; 

Her.  O  cross !  too  high  to  be  withrall'd  to  low! 

Xjt/s.  Or  dse  misgrafFed,  in  respect  of  years; 

Her.  O  spite !  too  old  to  be  engaged  to  yoxmg ! 

Ziys.  Or  else  it  stood  upon  the  choice  of  friends: 

Jkr.  O  hell!  to  choose  love  by  another's  eye! 

Jj7/s.  Or,  if  there  were  a  sympathy  in  choice, 
War,  death,  or  sickness  did  lay  siege  to  it; 

^  Beteem  them  — •]    Gire  tfa^n^  pour  oat  upon  t]iem« 
Cc2 
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IVtaking  it  inomentany  as  a  €Oimd>^ 

Swift  as  a  sh^ow,  short  as  any  dresmi^        .    . 

Brief  as  the  lightning  in  the  collied  night,® 

That,    in    a    spleen,    unfolds  both    kcaVen    and 

earth, 
And  ere  a  ttian  hath  power  to-  sayi'»-^Behc4d ! 
The  jaws  of  darkn^s  do  cfevour  it  op: 
So  quick  bright  things >cotne  to  confosaon. 

Her.  If  then  true  lovers  haVe  bden  eVer  dross'd. 
It  stands  as  an  edict  in  destiny:       / 
Then  let  us  teach  our  trial  piatienoe, 
Becau^  it  is  a  customary  cross ; 
As  due  to  love,  as  thoughts,  and  dreams,  and  si^^ 
Wishes,  and  tears,  poor  £moy's  follow^rs.^ 

Lj/s^  A  good  persuasion;    thdreforc,    hear  me, 
Hermia. 
I  have  a  widow  aunt,  a  dowager 
Of  greiat  revenue,  and  she  hath  no  child  ^ 
From  Athens  is  her  house  remote  seven  le^^ues; 
And  she  respects  me  as  her  only  son. 
There,  gende  Hermia,  msy  1  marry  thee; 
And  to  that  place  the  sharp  Athenian  law 
Cannot  pursue  us:  If  thou  lov'st  me  then. 
Steal  forth  thy  father's  house  to-morrow  night  j 
And  in  the  wood,  a  league  without  the  towfi. 
Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  with  Helena^ 
To  do  observance  to  a  mom  of  May^ 
There  will  I  stay  for  thee. 

Her.  My  gbod  Lysatfd^ff 

I  swear  to  thee,  by  Ct^id^s  strongest  bow; 
By  his  best  arrow  with  a  golden  head; 
By  the  simplicity  of  Venus'  doves; 
By  that  which  knitteth  souls,  and  prbspers  loves  j 

^    ■      momeiitatiy  as  a  sownd^    i.  e.  moftHtniary* 

* tht  collied  night ^    Cotiied,  I  e.  black,  smutted  with 

coal. 
9  «_^  fanofsfQlloiwers,}    Fancy  is  love. 
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And  by  that  fire  which  bum'd  the  Carthage  queen,* 
"When  the  false  Trojan  under  sail  was  seen; 
By  all  the  vows  that  ever  men  have  broke. 
In  number  more  than  ever  women  spoke;-— 
In  that  same  place  thou  hast  appointed  me. 
To-morrow  truly  will  I  meet  with  thee. 

Lys.  Keep  promise,    love :   Ixx)k,    here  comes 
Helena. 

^nier  Helena. 

^  Her.  God  speed  fair  Helena !  Whither  away  ? 
Heh  Call  you  me  fair?  that  fair  again  unsay. 
Demetrius  loves  your  fair:^  O  happy  fair! 
Your  eyes  are  lode-stars  ;^  and  your  tongue's  sweet 

air 
More  tuneable  than  lark  to  shepherd's  ear. 
When  wheat  is  green,  when  hawthorn  buds  appear. 
Sickness  is  catching ;  O,  were  favour  so  !* 
Your's  would  I  catch,  fair  Hermia,  ere  I  go ; 
My  ear  should  catch  your  voice,  my  eye  your  eye. 
My  tongue  should  catch  your  tongue's  sweet  melody. 
Were  the  world  mine,  Demetrius  being  bated. 
The  rest  I'll  give  to  be  to  you  translated.^ 
O,  teach  me  how  you  look ;  and  with  what  art 
You  sway  the  motion  of  Demetrius'  heart, 
tier.  I  frown  upon  him,  yet  he  loves  me  still, 
HeL  O,  that  your  frowns  would  teach  my  smiles 
suchsk-ill! 

>  .1  hif  that  fire  which  burn*d  the  Carthage  queen,']  Shak* 
speare  had  forgot  that  Theseus  performed  his  exploits  before  the 
Trojan  war,  and  consequently  long  before  the  death  of  Dido. 

*  Demetrius  loves  ^our  feir :]    J^air  is  used  as  a  substantive. 

^  Your  eyes  are  lode^stars;']  This  was  a  compliment  not  unfre* 
quent  among  the  old  poets.  The  lode-star  is  tlie  leading  or  guid- 
ing  star,  that  is,  the  pole-star. 

*  ■ '    ■  O,  were  favour  <o/]    Favour  is  feature,  couiitennnce, 

« to  he  to  i/m  translated.]    To  translate,  in  our  author, 

sometimes  signifies  to  change,  to  transform. 
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H&r.  I  give  him  corses,  yet  he  gives  me  love. 

Hel.  O5   that  my  pr^ers  ooold  socfa  afiection 
move! 

Her.  The  more  I  hate,  themorehelbUovsme. 

HeL  The  more  I  love,  the  more  he  hateth  me. 

Her.  His  folly,  Helena,  is  no  hxAt  of  mine. 

HeL  N<Hie,  hut  your  beauty;  'Would  that  fault 
were  mine! 

Her.  Take  comfort;  he  no  more  shall  see  my 
face; 
Lysander  and  myself  will  fly  this  place. — 
Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see,® 
Seem'd  Athens  as  a  paradise  to  me: 
O  then,  what  graces  in  my  love  do  dwell. 
That  he  hath  tum*d  a  heaven  unto  hell ! 

Lys.  Helen,  to  you  our  minds  we  will  unfold: 
To-morrow  night  when  Phoebe  doth  behold 
Her  silver  visage  in  the  wafry  glass. 
Decking  with  liquid  pearl  the  bladed  grass, 
(A  time  that  lovers*  nights  doth  still  conceal,) 
Through  Athens*  gates  have  we  devis'd  to  steal. 

Her.  And  in  the  wood,  where  often  you  and  I 
Upon  faint  primrose-beds  were  wont  to  lie. 
Emptying  our  bosoms  of  their  counsel  sweet; 
There  my  Lysander  and  myself  shall  meet : 
And  thence,  from  Athens,  turn  away  our  eyes. 
To  s^ek  new  friends  and  stranger  companies. 
Farewell,  sweet  playfellow;  pray  thou  for  us. 
And  good  luck  grant  thee  thy  Demetrius  !^ — 

•  Take  comfort ;  h$  no  more  shall  see  my  face  ;    - 

l4/sander  an4  fnysdf  willjiy  this  place,-^ 

Before  the  time  I  did  Lysander  see,"]  Perhaps  eveiy  r^er 
mtf  oot  discover  the  prquiety  of  these  lines.  H^rmia  is  willing  to 
comfort  Helena,  and  to  ^vdid  all  appearance  of  trixunph  over  het. 
She  therefore  bids  her  not  to  consider  the  power  of  pleasing,  as  an 
advaotaffe  to  be  much  envied  or  much  desired,  since  Hennia, 
whom  we  considers  as  possessing  it  in  the  supreme  degree,  has 
found  no  other  eiSect  qf  it  than  tb^  loss  (^  h^f^ne^.    Johv^^v* 
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Keep  word,  Lysosider:  we' must  sterv-e:  am- sight 
From  lovers*  food,  tUL  morraw  deep  onidnight.^ 

[Exit  Heeaa. 
Lys.  I  witt,  myHetmia. — Hdienai  adieu: 
As  you  on  him,  Demetrius  dote  on  you ! 

[Exit  Lys. 

Hel.  How  happy  some,  o'er  other  some  can  be ! 
Through  Athens  I  am  thought  as  fair  as  she. 
But  what  of  that  ?  Demetrius  thinks  not  so; 
He  will  not  know  what  all  but  he  do  Know. 
And  as  he  errs,  doting  on  Hermia's  eyes. 
So  I,  admiring  of  his  qualities. 
Things  base  and  vile,  holding  jfio  quantity^ 
Love  can  transpose  to  fwm  and  dignity. 
Love  looks  not  with  the  eyes,  but  with  the  mind; 
And  therefwe  is  wing'd  Cupid  painted  blind; 
Nor  hath  Iqvc's  mind  of  any  judgemenli  taste ; 
Wings,  and  no  eyes,  figure  unbeedy  haste: 
And  therefore  is  love  said  to  be  a  child. 
Because  in  choice  he  is  so  oft  beguil'd. 
As  waggi^  bo)rs  in  game*  themselves  forswear. 
So  the  boy  Love  is  peijur'd  every  where: 
For  ere  Demetrius  look*d  on  Hermia's  eyne,® 
He  hail'd  down  oaths,  that  he  was  only  mine; 
And  when  this  hail  some  heat  from  llermia  felt, 
So  hedissolv'd,  and  showers  of  oaths  did  melt 
I  win  go  tell  him  of  fair  Hermia's  flight : 
yhen  to  the  wood  will  he,  to-morrow  night. 


'  «— —  when  Thehe  doth  behold,  &c, 
— —  deep  midnight,']  Shakspeare  has  a  little  forgottea  him- 
self. It  appears  from  p.  307,  that  to-morrow  night  would  be 
within  three  nights  of  the  new  moon,  when  there  is  no  moon- 
shine at  aH,  much  less  at  deep  midnight.  The  same  oversight 
occurs  in  Act  III.  sc.  i.    Blackstone. 

•  in  game  — ^]    Game  here  signifies  sport,  jest, 

9  «« —  Hermia's  eyne,]   This  plural  is  comnaon  both  in  Chaucer 
and  Spenser. 
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Purtde  her^  and  for  this  intelligence 

If  I  have  thanks^  it  is  a  dear  expence:* 

But  herein  mean  I  to  enrich  my  pain. 

To  h^ve  his  sight  thither^  and  back  agmn,       ^Exit. 


SCENE  IL 

The  same,     A  Room  in  ct  Cottage. 

Enter  Snug,  Bottom,  Flute,  Snout,   Quinc% 
and  Starveling.^ 

Quin.  Is  all  our  company  here  ? 
. .  Bot.  You  were  best  to  call  them  generally,  man 
by  man,  according  to  the  scrip,  ^ 

Quin.  Here  is  the  scroll  of  every  man*s  name, 
which  is  thought  fit,  through  all  Athens,  to  play  in 
our  interlude  before  the  duke  and  duchess,  on  his 
wedding-day  at  night. 

.  Bpt.  First,  good  Peter  Quince,  say  what  the  play 
treats  on ;  then  read  the  names  of  the  actprs ;  and  so 
grow  to  a  point, 

Quin:  Marry,  our  play  is—The  most  lamentable 
comedy,  and  most  cruel  de^th  pf  Pyramus  and 
Thisbjr, 

^  — r—  it  is  a  dear  expence:]  i.  e.  it  will  cost  Mm  much,  (be 
a  severe  constraint  on  his  feelings^)  to  make  even  so  slight  a  Feturn 
for  my  communication.     Steevens. 

^  In  this  scene  Shakspeare  takes  advantage  of  his  know- 
ledge of  tlie  theatre,  to  ridicule  the  prejudices  and  compe- 
titions of  the  players..  Bottom,  who  is  generally  acknowledged 
the  principal  actor,  declares  his  inclination  to  be  for  a  tyrant,  for  ^ 
part  of  fluy,  tumult,  and  noise,  such  as  every  young  man  pants 
to  perform  when  he  first  steps  upon  the  stage.  The  same  Bottom, 
who  seems  bred  in  a  tiring-room,  has  ano&er  histrionical  passion. 
He  is  for  engrossing  every  part,  and  would  exclude  his  mferiors 
from  all  possibility  of  distinction.  He  is  therefore  desirous  to  play 
Pyramus,  Thisbe,  and  the  Lion,  at  the  same  time.     Johkson, 

* —r-r  ^^€  scrip.]    A  scrip,  Fr.escript,  now  written  ccri^, 
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-  Bat.  A  very  good  piece  of  work,  I  assure  you, 
and  a  merry .^ — ^Now,  good  Peter  Quince,  call  forth 
your  actors  by  the  scroll :  Masters,  spread  yourselves/ 

Quin.  Answer,  as  I  call  yqu. — ^Nick  Bottom,  the 
weaver. 

Bot.  Rieady:  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and 
proceed. 

Quin.  You,  Nick  Bottom,  are  set  dpwn  for  Py- 
ramus. 

Bot.  What  is  Pyramus ?  a  lover,  orW  tyrant? 

Quin.  A  lover,  that  kills  himself  most  gallantly 
for  love. 

Bot.  That  will  ?i$k  some  tears  in  the  true  per- 
forming of  it:  If  1  dp  it,  let  the  audience  look  to 
their  ^yes;  I  will  move  storips,  I  will  condole  in 
some  measurck  To  the  rest:— Yet  my  chief  humour 
is  for  a  tyrant :  I  could  play  Ercles  rarely,  or  a  part 
to  tear  ^  cat  in,  to  make  all  split. 

^^  The  raging  rocks, 

*^  \With  shivering  shocks^ 

^*  Shall  break  the  locks 

^^  Of  prison-gate§: 
*^  And  Phibbus' car 
*^  Shall  shine  from  far, 
*^  And  make  and  mar 

''  The  foolish  fates." 

This  was  lofty ! — ^Now  name  the  rest  of  the  players. 
. — ^This  is  Ercles'  vein,  a  tyrant's  vein;  a  lover  is 
more  condoling, 

Quin.  Francis  Flute,  the  bellows-n^ender. 

Flu.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You  must  take  Thisby  on  you. 

Flu.  What  is  Thisby  ?  a  wandering  knight? 

^ '—  spread  younelves,^    i.  e.  stand  separatelj,  not  in  a  group. 
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Quin.  It  is  the  lady  that  Pyramus  must  k)ve. 

Flu.  Nay,  faith,  let  me  not  play  a  woman;  I  have 
a  beard  coming, 

Quin.  That's  all  one;  yon  shall  {^y  it  in  a  mask, 
and  you  may  speak  as  small  as  you  will. 

Bot.  An  I  may  hide  my  face,  let  me  play  Thisby 
too:  Fll  speak  in  a  monstrous  little  voice;— TAwnif, 
Thisne, — Ah,  Pyrttmusy  my  lover  dear ;  thy  Thisby 
dear!  and  lady  dear! 

Quin.  No,  no;  you  must  play  Pyramus,  and, 
Flute,  you  Thisby, 

Bot.  Well,  proceed. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  the  tailor. 

-Smr. 'Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  Robin  Starveling,  you  must  pl^  Thisby*8 
mother. — ^Tom  Snout,  the  tinker. 

Snout.  Here,  Peter  Quince. 

Quin.  You,  Pyramus*s  father;  my^lf,  Thisb/s 
father; — Snug,  the  joiner,  you,  the  lion's  part:— 
and,  I  hope,  here  is  a  play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  lion's  part  written?  pray 
you,  it  it  be,  give  it  me,  for  I  am  slow  of  study.* 

Quin.  You  may  do  it  extempore,  for  it  is  nothing 
but  roaring. 

Bot.  liCt  me  play  the  lion  toot  I  will  roar,  that  I 
will  do  any  man^B  heart  good  to  hear  me;  I  will  roar, 
that  I  will  make  the  ^viie  say.  Let  him  roar  again. 
Let  him  roar  again, 

Quin.  An  you  should  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would 
fright, the  duchess  and  the  ladies,  that  they  would 
shnek;  and  that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

ML  That  would  hang  us  every  mother's  scm. 

Bot.  I  grjtnt  you,  friends,  if  that  you  should 
fright  the  ladies  out  oi  their  wits,  they  would  have 


5 slcrw  of  study.]  Study  is  still  the  cant  term  used  in  a 

theatre  i<cx  getting  any  nonsense  by  rote. 
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no  more  discretion  but  to  hang  us :  but  I  will  ag- 
gravate my  voice  so,  that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as 
any  sucking  dove;  Iv^ill  roar  you  an  *twere^  any 
nightingale. 

Quin.  You  can  play  no  part  but  Pyramus:  for 
Pyrainus  is  a  sweet-faced  man;  a  proper  man,  as 
one  shall  see  in  a  suauner*6  day;  a  most  lovely, 

fentleman-likeman;  therefore  you  must  needs  play 
lyramus. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  beard 
were  I  best  to  play  it  in  ? 

Quin.  Why,  what  you  will. 

Bot.  I  wirf  discharge  it  in  either  your  straw- 
coloured  beard,  your  orange-tawny  beard,  your 
purple-in-grain  beard,  or  your  French-crown-colour 
beard,  your  perfect  yellow. 

Quin.  Some  of  your  French  crowns  have  no  hair 
at  all,  and  then  you  will  play  bare-faced. — But,  mas- 
ters, here  are  your  parts:  and  I  am  to  entreat  you, 
request  you,  and  desire  you,  to  con  them  by  to- 
morrow night;  and  meet  me  in  the  palace  wood,  a 
mile  without  the  town,  by  moon-light;  there  will 
we  rehearse :  for  if  we  meet  in  the  city,  we  shall  be 
dogg*d  with  company,  and  our  devices  known.  In 
the  mean  time  I  will  draw  a  bill  of  properties,^  such 
as  our  play  wants.     I  pray  you,  foil  me  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meet;  and  there  we  may  rehearse 
more  obscenely,  and  courageously.  Take  pains;  be 
perfect;  adieu. 

Quin.  At  the  duke's  oak  we  meet* 

Bot.  Enough;  Hold,  or  cut  bow-strings.® 

[^Exeunt. 

• an  'twere  — ^]    An  means  as  if. 

'  —  properties,']    Properties  are  whatever  little  articles  are 

wanted  in  a  play  for  the  actors^  accorciing  to  their  respective  parts, 

dresses  ahd  scenes  excepted.    The  person  who  delivers  them  out 

IS  to  this  day  called  the  property-man. . 

*  At  the  duke*s  oak  we  meet, 

^•"-^  Hold,  or  cut  bow-strings.]    To  meet,   tohether  bou^ 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.    4  Wood  near  Athens. 
Enter  a  Fairy  at  one  doory  and  Puck  at  another. 

Pud.  How  now,  spirit!  whither  wander  you? 
Fai.  Over  hill,  over  dale, 

Thorough  bush,  thorough  briar. 
Over  park,  over  pale. 

Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  wander  every  where. 
Swifter  than  the  moones  sphere; 
And  I  serve  the  fairy  queen. 
To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green  :^ 
The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be;^ 
In  their  gold  coats  spots  you  see; 
Those  be  rubies,  fairy  favours. 
In  those  freckles  live  their  savours: 
I  must  go  seek  some  dew-drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 
Farewell,  thou  lob  of  spirits,*  I'll  be  gone  ; 
Our  queen  and  all  our  elves  came  here  anon. 


strings  hold  or  are  cut,  is  to  meet  in  all  events.  To  cut  the  bow- 
string, when  bows  were  in  use,  was  probably  a  common  practice 
of  ihpse  who  bore  enmity  to  the  archer. 

^  To  dew  her  orbs  upon  the  green  21  These  orbs  are  circles  sop- 
posed  to  be  made  by  the  fairies  on  the  ground,  whose  verdure  pro- 
ceeds from  the  fairies*  care  to  water  them. 

^  The  cowslips  tall  her  pensioners  be;']  This  was  said  in  conse- 
quence of  Queen  Elizabeth's  fashionable  establishment  of  a  band  of 
military  courtiers,  bytiie  name  oi  pensioners.  They  were  some 
of  tlie  handsomest  and  tall  cat  young  men,  of  the  best  families  and 
fortune,  that  could  be,  found. 

^ lob  of  spirits,']    Lob,  lubber,  loOby,  lobcocJc,  aU  denote 

l)oth  inactivity  of  body  and  dulness  of  mind,  and  were  used  as 
terms  of  contempt. 
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Pubki.  The  king  doth  keep  his  revels  here  to- 
night ; 
Take  heiedj  the  queen  come  not  within  his  sight. 
For  Oberon  is  passing  fell  and  wrath. 
Because  that  she^  as  her  attendant,  hath 
A  lovely  boy,  stoFn  from  an  Indian  king; 
She  never  had  so  sweet  a  changeling: 
And  jealous*  Oberon  would  have  the  child 
Knight  of  hb  trtiin,  to  trace  the  forests  wild: 
But  she,  perfdrce,  withholds  the  loved  boy, 
Crowns  him  with  flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  joy : 
And  now  they  never  meet  in  grove,  or  green. 
By  fountain  clear,  or  spangled  star-light  sheen,^ 
But  they  do  sqiKire;*  that  all  their  elves,  for  fear, 
Oreep  into  acorn  cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

Fat.  Either  I  mistake  your  shape  and  making 
quite. 
Or  dse  you  are  that  shrewd  and  knavish  sprite, 
Caird  Robip  Good-fellow:  are  you  not  he. 
That  fright  the  maidens  of  the  villagery ; 
.  Skim  milk;  and  sometimes  labour  in  the  quern,* 
And  bootless  make  the  breathless  housewife  chum; 
And  sometime  make  the  drink  to  bear  no  barm  ;^ 
Mislead,  night- wanderers,  laughing  at  their  harm  ? 
Those  that  Hobgoblin  call  you,  and  sweet  Puck,^ 
You  do    t^eir    work,  and  they  shall    have    good 

luck: 
Arenotyouhe? 


sheen.,']    Shining,  bright,  gay.     JoriirsoK. 


*  But  they  do  square;]    To  square  here  is  to  quarrel. 

* m  the  quern,]    Quern  is  a  hand-mill:  kuerna,  mola. 

^  —  no  barm  ;1  Barme  is  a  nam6  for  yeast, 
^  Sweet  Pncky']  The  epithet  is  by  no  means  superfluous;  as 
Pmck  alone  was  far  from  being  an  endearing  appellaticm.  It  signified 
nothing  better  than  Af-/*'/,  or  dtviL  It  seems  that  in  the  fairy  my- 
thology. Puck,  or  Hobgoblin,  was  the  trusty  servant  of  Oberon, 
and  always  employed  to  watch  or  detect  the  intrigues  of  Clueen 
Mab,  caUed  by  Shakspeaie,  Titania. 
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Pttek.  Thou  speaVflJt  aright; 

I  am  that  merry  wanderer  of  the  nighL 
I  jest  to  OheroD»  and  make  him  smile^ 
When  I  a  fat  aod  bean-fed  horse  begnilej 
Neighing  in  likeness  of  a  filly  foal : 
And  sometime  lurk  I  in  a  gossip's  bow]> 
In  very  likeness  of  a  roasted  crab ;  * 
And^  when  she  drinks^  against  her  lips  I  bob^ 
And  on  her  withered  dew-lap  pour  the  ak. 
The  wisest  aunt,  telling  the  saddest  tale. 
Sometime  for  three-foot  stool  mistakdii  me; 
Then  slip  I  from  her  bum>  down  topples  she^ 
And  tailor  cries,^  and  falls  into  a  cough ; 
And  then  the  whole  quire  hold  thdir  hips^  and  loffe;  * 
And  waxen^  in  their  mirth,  and  neeze,  and  sweffir ' 
A  merrier  hour,  waa  never  wasted  there,-— 
But  room.  Faery,  here  comes  Oberon. 

Fai.  Aim!  here  my  mistress: — ^' Would  that  ho 
were  gone ! 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  Obebon,    at  one  door^  with  his  train,   aid 
TiTAif lA,  at  another,  with  hers. 

Ohe.  Ill  met  by  moon-Hght,  proud  Titania. 
Tita.  What,  jealous  Oberon?  Fairy,  skip  hence; 
I  have  forsworn  his  bed  and  company. 

Obe,  Tarry,  rash  wanton;  Am  not  I  thy  lord? 
Tita.  Then  I  must  be  thy  lady :  But  I  know 


•  —  a  roasted  crabj]    i.  e.  a  wild  aj^le  of  that  name. 

«  And  tailor  aieB,"]  The  custom  of  crying  tailor  at  a  sodden 
M  backwards,  I  tMnk  I  remember  to  have  observed.  He  that 
i^ps  beside  his  chair,  falls  as  a  tailor  squats  upon  his  board. 

JOHNSOV. 

* *  hold  their  hifs,  and  loffe;"]    i.  e.  laugh. 

*  And  waxen  —• ]    And  encrease,  as  the  moon  %c(iX€s^ 

* 
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When  thou  hart  rtoFn  away  from  fairy  knd^ 
And  in  tim  shape  of  Corin  sat  all  day^ 
Playing  oa  pipes  of  com,  and  versing  love 
To  amorcHisPhillida.    Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  farthest  steq>  of  India? 
But  that,  forsooth,  the  bouncing  Amazon, 
Your  bu$]d3i*d  mistress,  and  your  warrior  love. 
To  Theseus  must  he  wedded;  and  you  come 
To  give  tl^T  bed  joy  and  prosperity. 

Obe.  How  canst  thou  thus^  for  shame,  Titaniji^ 
Glance  at  my  ciectit  with  Hippolyta^ 
Knowing  I  know  thy  love  to  Theseus  ? 
Didst  thou  not  kad  hiiii  thorough  the  ^mmering 

night* 
From  Perigenia,  whom  be  ravished? 
And  make  him  with  fair  JEg\6  break  his  faith. 
With  Ariadne,  and  Ahtiopa? 

Tita.  These  are  the  foi^eries  of  jealousy: 
And  never,  since  the  middle  summer's  spring,* 
Met  we  (m  hill,  in  dale,  forest,  or  mead. 
By  paved  fountain,  or  by  rushy  brook, 
Or  on  the  beached  margent  of*^  thq  sea. 
To  dance  our  tringlets  to  the  whistling  wind. 
But  with  thy  brawls  thou  hast  disturb'd  our  sport. 
Therefore  the  winds,  piping  to  us  in  vain. 
As  in  revenge,  have  sucVd  up  from  the  sea 
Contagious  fogs ;  which  falling  in  the  land. 
Have  every  pelting^  river  made  so  proud. 
That  they  have  overborne  their  continents  :^ 

«  — —  the  glimmering  ni^t — '}  the  mght  faintly  illuminated  by 
stars. 

*  And  never,  since  the  middle  summer's  spring,  S^c.'}  The  middU 
summer's  spring,  is,  I  apprehend,  the  season  when  trees  put  forth 
their  second,  or,  as  they  are  frequently  called,  their  midsummer 
shoots.    Henley. 

* pelting — ]  This  word  is  always  used  as  a  word  of  contempt. 

*— overcome  fAeir  continents:]  Bome  down  the  banks  that 
contain  them. 
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The  ox  hath  thcfefore  strirtch*d  his  yote  in  vain, 
The  ploughman  lost  his  sweat ;  and  the  green  com 
Hath  rotted,  ere  his  youth  attained  a  be^d: 
The  fold  stands  empty  in  the  drowned  field. 
And  crows  are  fatted  with  the  murrain  flock;' 
The  nine  men's  morris  is  fill'd  up  with  mod;* 
And  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green/ 
For  lack  of  tread,  are  undistinguishable : 
The  human  mortals'  want  their  winter  here; 
No  night  is  now  with  hymn  orcarol  blest  c-— 
Therefore  the  moon,'  the  governess  of  floods^ 
Pale  in  her  anger,  wadies  al^the  air, 
That  rheumatiok  diseases  do  abound:^  ' 
And  thorough  this  distemperature/  we  sec 
The  seasons  alter:  hoary-hiaded frosts      •  - 
Fall  in  the  frefeh  lap  .of  the  crimson  rose;  ' 
And  on  old  Hyems'  chin,  and  icy  crown. 
An  odorous  clkplet  of  sweet  summer  bodsi. 

^  —  murrain  >ZocA:;}  The  murrain  is  the  plague  m  cattfe^ 

'  Thenine  men's  jnorris  It  Jill*  d  up  with  mud;"]  Nin&mensmprm 
is  a  game  still  played  by  the  shepherds,  cowkeeper^,  &<?.  in  the 
midland  counties^  as  follows : 

A  figure  is  made  on  £he  ground  by  cutting  out  the  turf  j  and  two 
persons  take  each  nine  stones^  which  th^  piace  by  jtiiitas  in  the 
angles,  and  afterwards  move  alternately,  as  at  chess  or  draughts. 
He  who  can  place  three  in  a  straight  line,  may  then  take  off  any 
one  of  his  adversary's,  wher^  he  pleases,  till  one,  having  lost  dJ 
his  men,  loses  the  game, 

^  —  the  quaint  mazes  in  the  wanton  green,"}  This ,  alludes  to-  a 
sport  still  followed  by  boysj  i.*  e.  what  b  now  called  running  the 
figure  of  eight,     Ste evens, 

'  The  human  mortals  — ]  Shakspeare  might  have  employed  this 
epithet,  which,  at  firat  sight,  appears  redundant,  to  mark  the 
difference  between  men  and  faines^  Fairies  were  not  human,  but 
they  were  yet  subject  to  mortaUty, 

*  That  rheuraatick  diseases  do  abound:']  Rheumatick  diseasa 
signified  in  Shakspeare's  time,  n6t  what  we  now  call  rheumatism, 
but  distillations  from  the  head,  catarrhs,  &c. 

^ this  distemperature,]    Js  either  this  perturbation  of  the 

elements,  or  the  perturbed  state  in  which  the  king  and  queen  had 
lived  for  some  time  past. 

t 
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t^,  as  in  modkery,  sett  The  springs  the  soitimer^ 
The  childkig  autumn/  anffry  winter,  change 
Theif  wont^  liveries;  and  the  'maaed'wom, 
By  their  increase,*  now  knows  not  whioh  ia  which  i 
And  this  same  i^ogeny  of  evils  comes 
Prom  our  debate,  from  our  dissention; 
We  are  their  parewt^  and  original. 

Obe,  Do  you  amend  it  then;  it  Kes  in  you: 
Why  should  Titania  cross  her  Oberon  ? 
I  do  but  beg  a  Kttle  changeling  boy, 
To  be  my  Itenohman.* 

Tim.  Set  your  heart  at  rest. 

The  fairy  land  buys  not  the  child  of  me. 
His  mcy^r  was  a  vofresg  of  vniy  order : 
And,  in  thfe  speed  Inditm  air,  by  night. 
Full  often  hath  she  gossip'd  by  my  ^de; 
And  sat  with  me  on  Neptune's  yellow  aands. 
Marking  the  embarked  traders  on  the  flood; 
When  we  h&ve  laugh'd  to  see  tfie  sails  conceive. 
And  grow  big^-bellied,  with  the  wanton  wind: 
Which  she,  with  pi*etty  and  with  swimming  gait, 
(Following  her  womb,  then  ridi  with  my  youn^ 

Squire,) 
Would  imitate;  and  sail  upon  the  land. 
To  fetch  me  trifles,  and  return  again, 
As  from  a  voyage,  rich  with  mepchandize. 
But  she,  being  mortal^  of  that  boy- did  diej 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  do  rear  up  hef  boy: 
And,  for  her  sake,  I  will  not  part  with  him* 

Obe.  How  long  within  this  wood  intend  you  stay? 

Tita.  Perchance,  till  after  Theseus'  wedding-day. 

^Tke  dwldiog  ««^w»f?,]  h  ^btfrtgnant  atittUBn. 

*  %  their  increase,]  Hiat  is.  By  their  produce, 

c henchman*"]  Page  of  honour.    This  c^ce  '^as  abcdished 

at  court  by  Queen  Elizabeth,  but  probably  remained  in  the  city. 
Menekmm  were  a  certain  number  of  youths,  the  sons  of  gentle- 
men, who  stood  or  walked  near  the  person  of  the  monarch  on  all 
public  <)ccasi<Mi8« 

voi:.  n.  D  n 
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If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  rounds 
And  see  our  moonlight  revels,  go  with,  us ; 
If  not,  shiin  me,  and  I  will  spare  your  haunts. 

Obe.  Give  me  that  boy,  arid  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Tita.  Not  for  thy  kingdom. — ^Fairies,  away: 
We  shall  chide  down-right,  if  I  longer  stay, 

lEweunt  TiTANiA,  and  her  train. 

Obe,  Well,  go  thy  way:  thou  shjdt  not  from  this 
grove. 
Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  injury. — 
My  gentle  Puck,  come  hither:  Thou  remember'st 
Since  once  I  sat  upon  a  promontory. 
And  heard  a  mermaid,  on  a  dolphin's  back. 
Uttering  such  dulcet  and  harmonious  breatii. 
That  the  rude  sea  grew  civil  at  her  song; 
And  certain,  stars  shot  madly  from  their  spheres. 
To  hear  the  sea-maid*s  musick. 

Puck.  I  remember. 

Obe.  That  very  time  I  saw,  (but  thou  could'st 
not,) 
Flying  between  the  cold  moon  and  the  earth, 
Cupid  all  arm*d:  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  vestal,  throned  by  the  west;^ 
And  loosM  his  love-shaft  smartly  from  his  bow. 
As  it  should  pierce  a  hundred  thousand  hearts: 
But  1  might  see  young  Cupid's  fiery  shaft 
Quench'd  in    the    chaste    beams    of   the    wat'ry 

moon; 
And  the  imperial  votress  passed  on. 
In  maiden  meditation,  fancy-free.® 
Yet  mark'd  I  where  the  bolt  of  Cupid  fell: 
It  fell  upon  a  little  western  flower, — 
Before,  milk-white ;  now  purple  with  love's  wound, — 
And  maidens  call  it,  love-in-idleness. 

''At  a  fair  vestal^  throned  bif  the  west;2  A  compliment  to 
Queen  Elizabeth. 

®  ""^fancy-free,']  i.  e,  exempt  from  the  power  of  love. 
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Fetch  me  that  flower;  the  herb  I  showM  thee  once; 
The  juice  of  it  on  sleeping  eyelids  laid. 
Will  make  or  man  or  woman  madly  dote 
Upon  the  next  live  creatm^  that  it  sees. 
Fetch  me  this  herb:  and  be  thou  here  again^ 
Ere  the  leviathan  can  swim  a  league. . 

Puck.  rU  put  a  girdle  round  Sboxxt  the  earth 
In  forty  minutes.  [Eotit  Puclc. 

Obe.  Having  once  this  juice, 

Y\\  watch  Titania  when  she  is  asleep. 
And  drop  thie  liquor  of  it  in  her  eyes: 
The  next  thing  then  she  widcing  looks  upon, 
(Be  it  on  lion,  bear,  or  wolf,  or  bull. 
On  meddling  monkey,  or  on  busy  me,) 
She  shall  pursue  it  with  the  soul  of  loVe. 
And  ere  I  take  this  charm  off  from  her  sight, 
(As  I  can  take  it,  with  another  herb,) 
rU  make  her  render  up  her  page  to  me. 
But  who  comes  here?  I  am  invisible; 
And  I  will  over-hear  their  conference. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Helena  following  him. 

Dem.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  pursue  me  not. 
Where  is  Lysander,  and  fair  Hermia  ? 
The  one  FU  slay,  the  other  slayeth  me. 
Thou  told*st  me,  they  wefe  stoFn  into  this  wood. 
And  here  am  I,  and  wood  within  this  wood,^ 
Because  I  cannot  meet  with  Hermia. 
Hence,  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more. 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard-hearted  adamant; 
But  yet  you  draw  not  iron,  for  my  heart 
Is  true  as  steel :  Leave  you  your  power  to  draw. 
And  I  shall  have  no  power  to  follow  you. 

Dem.  Do  1  entice  you  ?  Do  I  speak  you  fair? 

« -—  and  wood  idthin  this  wood^  Wood,  or  mad,  wild. 
P   B   2 
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Ot^  rather/ da  I  not  in  plaiiiest  troth 
Tell  you — I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  yoa  ? 

Hel.  Andei^enfor  that  dplloveyouthemore. 
I  am  your  spsoiiel ;  and,  Demetnas, 
The  more  you  beat  me,  I  will  fawn  on  you: 
Use  me  but  as  your  spaniel,  spion  me,  strike  me^ 
Neglect  me,  lose  me;  oiJy  give  me  leave. 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worser  pbce  can  i  b^  in  your  love, 
(And  yet  a  place  of  high  respa^t  with  me,) 
Than  to  be  used  as  you  uBe  your  dog  j 

J)ewL  Tempt  not  too  much  the  hatred  o£  my 
spirit; 
For  I  am  sick,  when  I  do  look  od  thee. 

Hel.  And  I  am  side,  when  I  look  not  on  yoa 

^em.  You  do  impeach  your  modesty  *  too  much, 
To  leave  the  city,  and  commit  j^urs^ 
Into  the  hands  of  ooe  that  loves  yon  not ; 
To  trust  the  Of^rtimity  of  ni^at. 
And  the  ill  counsel  of  a  desert  place. 
With  the  rich  worth  of  your  virginity. 

Hel.  Your  virtue  is  my  privilege  for  that.' 
It  is  not  night,  when  I  do  see  your  face, 
TlierBfore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  night : 
Nor  doth  this  wood  lack  worldaof  company; 
For  you,  in  my  respect,  are  all  the  wc^d : 
Tbeniiow  can  it  be  said,  I  am  alone. 
When  a!l  the  worid  is  here  to  locfe  on  iw  ? 

Dem.  FU  run  firom  thee,  and  hide  metn  the  krek&o 
And  leave thecto  the  mercy  of  wild  b^sts; 

HeL  The  nry^dest  hath  not  srudi  a  heart  as  you. 
Run  when  ytwr  WiH,  the  story  Aall  be  ohi»ftg'id; 
AdoUd  flies,  and  Daphne  hoids  the  chase; 
The  dove  pursues  the  griffin;  the  miW  hind 


'  --— r  impeach S^ovr  frnde^ty — "^  i, ^  bringit Jjijto question.. 
*  — — for  that.]  i.  e.  For  Uavini^  tie  city,  &c.  Tykwhitt. 
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Mak^s  speed  to  catch  the  tiger:  Bootless  i^peedl 
When  cowardice  pursues,  aSd  valour  flies. 

Dem.  I  will  not  stay  thy  questions;  let  me  go: 
Or,  if  thou  follow  me,  do  not  believe 
But  I  shall  do  thee  mischief  in  the  wood. 

HeL  Ay,  in  the  temple,  in  the  town,  the  fidd. 
You  do  me  mischief.    Fye,  Demetrius! 
Your  wrongs  do  set  a  scandal  on  my  sex : 
We  cannot  fight  for  love,  as  men  may  do; 
We  should  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo* 
FH  follow  thee,  and  make  a  heaven  of  hell, 
To  die  upon  the  band'  I  love  so  well. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Hel. 

Ole.  Fare  thee  well,  nymph:    ere  he  do  leave 
this  grove, 
TIiou  shalt  fly  him,  and  he  shall  Seek  thy  love.— 

Re-enter  Puck. 

Hast  thou  the  flower  there?  Welcome,  wanderer. 

Fuck.  Ay,  there  it  is. 

Obe.  I  prav  thee,  give  it  me. 

I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wikl  thyme  blowa. 
Where  ox-4ips*  and  the  nodding  violet  grows ; 
Quite  over -cammed  with  lush  woodbine/ 
With  sweet  musk-roses,  and  with  eglantine: 
There  sleeps  Titania,  k^me  time  of  the  night, 
LiuUM  in  tliese  flowers  with  dances  and  delighyt^ 
And  there  the  snake  throws  her  enamelFd  skin. 
Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  fairy  in: 
And  with  the  juice  of  this  I'll  streak  her  eyes^ 
And  make  her  full  of  hateful  fantasies, 

5  To  die  upon  the  hand,  &c.]  To  die  upon,  &c.  in  otir  woAofn 
langtMige^  perliaps^  means — *'  to  die  by  the  hand." 

*  Where  ox-lip9 — ]  The  ar/^1s  the  greater  eowsiip. 

^  Quite  wer-cancfkd  with  Imh  wwdbine,'}  All  the  old  e<fitiont 
read — luscious  woodbine  5  htit  both  luidt  and  htmawf  (sstft  Mr. 
Henley)  are  words  of  the  same  origixi. 
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Take  thou  some  of  it,  and  seek  through  this  grove: 
A  sweet  Athenian  lady  is  in  love 
With  a  disdainful  youth :  anoint  his  eyes ; 
But  do  it,  when  the  next  thing  he  espies 
May  be  the  lady :  Thou  shalt  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  hath  on. 
Ef^Tect  it  with  >some  care ;  that  he  may  prove 
More  fond  on  h^,  than  she  upon  her  love: 
And  look  thou  meet  roe  ere  the  first  cock  crow. 
Puck.  Fear  not^  my  lord^  your  servant  shall  do  so. 

[ExeunjU 

SCENE  III. 

jinother  part  of  the  iVood. 

Enter  Titania,  with  her  train. 

Tita.  Come,  now  a  roundel,*  and  a  fairy  song; 
Then,  for  the  third  part  of  a  minute,  hence; 
Some,  to  kill  cankers  in  the  musk-rose  buds; 
Some,  war  with  rear-mice^  for  their  leathern  wings, 
To  make  my  small  elves  coats ;  and  some,  keep  back 
The  clamorous  owl,  that  nightly  hoots,  and  wonders 
At  our  quaint  spirits:  Sing  me  now  asleep; 
Then  to  your  offices,  and  let  me  rest. 

SONG. 

1  Fai.   You  spotted  ^nahes^  with  double  tongue^ 
Thorny  hedge-hogs,  be  not  seen; 
Newts^  and  blind-worms,  do  no  wrong; 
Come  not  near  our /airy  queen:  • 

«  .  a  roundd;]  Rounds,  or  roundels,  were  like  the  preseot 
coimtiy  dances. 

7 yji^ii  rear^^mice*^]  A  rere-mouse  ig  a  bat,  9  mouse  that 

rears  itself  from  the  ground  by  the  aid  of  wmgs. 

• with  double  tongue,  J  our  author  means— 'brAcd. 

^  Newts,  and  Uind-worms,]  The  newt  is  th^  ^IT^  the  UM. 
VH>rm  is  the  Cmika  or  slow^wm. 
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CHORUS* 

PfUlomel,  with  melody, 
Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby ; 
Jjulla,  lulla,  lullaby;  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby: 
Never  harm,  nor  spell  nor  charm. 
Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh; 
So,  good  night,  with  lullaby » 

n. 

2  F^.  fTeaving  spiders,  come  not  here; 

Hence,  you  long-legged  spinners,  hence  i 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near; 

Worm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence.  >  » 

V 

CHORUS. 

Philomel,  with  melody,  &c. 

2Fai.  Hence,  away;  now  all  is  well : 
One,  aloof,  stand  sentinel. 

\^Exeunt  Fairies.    Tit Amx  sleeps. 

Enter  Oreron. 

Obe.  What  thou  seest,  when  thou  dost  wake, 

[^Squeezes  thejlower  on  Titania*s  eye-lids^ 
Do  it  for  thy  true-love  take ; 
Love,  and  languish  for  his  sake: 
Be  it  ounce,'  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristled  hair. 
In  thy  eye  that  shall  appear  -j 

When  thou  wak*st,  it  is  thy  dear;  > 

Wake,  when  some  vile  thing  is  near.  ^      \Exit. 

*  Bt  it  oimceil  The  ounce  is  a  small  tiger,  or  tiger-€at« 
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Enter  Ltsander  and  Hbbmia, 

Lys.  Fair  love,  you  faint  wi(.h  wandaring  in  tho 
woodi 

And  to  speak  troth,  I  have  forgpt  our  way; 
We'll  rest  us>  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  gvod. 

And  tarry  for  the  comfort  of  the  day. 

Her.  Be  it  so,  Lysander,  find  ypu  out  a  bed. 
For  I  upon  this  bank  will  rest  my  head. 

Lys.  One  turf  shall  serve  as  pillow  for  \is  both  5 
One  heart,  pne  bed,  two  bos6^,  and  one  troth. 

ffgr.  Nay,   good  I^ysander;   for  wy  sake,   my 
dear, 
lie  further  off  }*et,  do  Qot  lie  so  near. 

I4/S.  O,  take  the  sense,  sweet,  of  my  innocence;^ 
Love  takes  the  meaning,  ip  Ipve's  conference. 
I  mean,  that  my  heart  unto  your^  is  knit; 
So  that  but  pne  heart  we  can  idake  of  it: 
Two  bosoms  interchained  with  an  oath; 
So  then,  two  bosQ^)s,  ^d  a  single  troth* 
Then,  by  your  side  no  bed*room  me  deny; 
Fpff  lyiMf  so,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lie. 

jHer.  ^Sander  riddles  very  prettily:— ' 
Now  much  beshrew^  my  manners  and  my  pride. 
If  Hermia  meant  to  say,  Lysander  lied. 
But,  gentle  friend,  for  love  and  poifftesy 
Lie  further  pfF;  in  hunian  modesty 
Such  separation,  as,  m^y  well  be  said^ 
Becomes  a  virtuous  bachelor  and  a  maid: 
So  far  be  distant;  and  good  night,  sweet  friend; 
Thy  Iqve  ne'er  alter,  tHl  thy  sweet  life,  ^d! 

*  0,  take  thB  sense,  stvM,  </  m/  in^eceiiGe;]  Uhctoihnid  the 
meaning  qf  my  innoeeme^  or  w  piif^outia  mcwmg^ 

*  Noxo  much  beshrew,  8fC,\  This  word,  of  which  the  ety-^ 
mology  is  not  exactly- luiown,  implies  9  sipbter  wish>  and.  means 
the  s^me  as  if  «be  hg^  ^M"*'  WW  Ulrh^nM  xxxf  i^^pA^n/  l^< 
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.  Zy9»  Ameiiy  Amen,  to  that  fair  payer^  say  I; 
And  then  end  life,  when  I  end  Foyalty ! 
Hert  is  my  bed :  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  rest ! 

Ber.  With  half  that  wish  the  wisher's  eyes  be 
pressed!  [They  sleep. 

Enter  Puck. 

Puck.  Through  the  forest  have  I  gone, 
;    But  Athenian  fpund  I  none. 
On  whose  eyes  Imight  approve 
This  flower's  force  in  stirring  love. 
Night  and  silence !  who  is  here  ? 
Weeds  of  Athens  he  doth  wear: 
This  is  he,  my  master  said, 
Despised  the  Athenian  maid; 
And  here  the  maiden,  sleeping  sound. 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  ground. 
Pretty  soul!  she- durst  not  lie 
Mear  this  lack-love,  kill-courtesy. 
Churl,  upon  thy  eyes  I  throw 
All  the  power  this  charm  doth  owe:* 
When  thou  wak'st,  let  love  forbid 
Sleep  his  seat  on  thy  eye-lid. 
So  awake,  when  I  am  gone; 
For  I  must  now  to  Oberon.  [Exit. 

£ni9r  DtMSTBius  and  Hblcna,  running. 

Hel.  Stay,  though  thou  kill  me,    sweet  Deme-J 

trius. 
Pemf  I  charge  thee,  hence,  and  do  not  haunt 

me  thus. 


4  AH  ih$  fmur  this  charm  doth  owe:]    i.  e«  all  the  power  it 
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'   HeU  O,  wilt  thou  darkKng^  leave  me?  do  noi  so. 

Dem.  Stay,  on  thy  peril;  I  alone  will  go. 

[Exit  Demetbius. 

Hel  O,  I  am  out  of  breath  in  this  foiid  chase! 
The  more  my  prayer,  the  lesser  i§  my  grace,* 
Happy  is  Hermia,  whereso'er  she  lies ; 
For  she  hath  blessed  and  attractive  eyes. 
How  came  her  eyes  so  bright  ?  Not  with  salt  tears : 
If  so,  my  eyes  are  oftener  wash'd  than  hers. 
No,  no,  I  am  as  ugly  as  a  bear; 
For  beasts  that  meet  me,  run  away  for  fear: 
Therefore,  no  marvel,  though  Demetrius 
Do,  as  a  monsteV,  fly  my  presence  thus. 
What  wicked  and  dissembling  glass  of  mjne 
Made  me  compare  with  Hermia*s  sphery  efnt  ?— 
But  who  is  here ? — Lys^ider!  on  the  ground! 
Dead?  or  asleep?  I  see  no  blood,  no  wound: — 
Lysander,  if  you  live,  good  sir,  awake. 

Lys.  And  run  through  fire  I  will,  for  thy  sweet 
sake.  [PFahing. 

Transparent  Helena !    Nature  here  shows  art. 
That  through  thy  bosom  makes  me  see  thy  heart 
Where  is  Demetrius  ?   O,  how  fit  a  word 
Is  that  vile  name,  to  perish  on  my  sword ! 

Hel.  Do  not  say  so,  Lysander ;  say  not  so : 
What  though  he  love  your  Hermia  ?  Lord^  what 

though  ? 
Yet  Hermia  still  loves  you:  then  be  content. 

Lys.  Content  with  Hermia?  No:  I  do  repent 
The  tedious  minutes  I  with  her  have  spent. 
Not  Hermia,  but  Helena  I  love : 
Who  will  not  change  a  raven  for  a  dove  ? 
The  will  of  man  is  by  his  reason  sway'd: 
And  reason  says  you  are  the  worthier  maid. 

*  — --  tDilt  thou  darkling  — ]    i.  e.  in  the  dark. 

« L  fny  grace,}    My  acceptableneis^   the  fiivdqr  that  |  caa 

gain. 
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Things  growing  are  not  ripe  until  their  season: 
So  I,  being  young,  till  now  ripe  not  to  reason;^ 
And  touching  now  the  point  of  human  skill/ 
Reason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  will,^ 
And  leads  me  to  your  eyes;  where  I  o*erlook 
Love's  stories,  written  in  love's  richest  book. 

HeL  Wherefore  was  I  to  this    keen    mockery 
bom? 
When,  at  your  hands,  did  I  deserve  this  scorn? 
Is't  not  enough,  is't  not  enough,  young  man. 
That  I  did  never,  no,  nor  never  can. 
Deserve  a  sweet  look  from  Demetrius'  eye. 
But  you  must  flout  my  insufficiency  ? 
Good  troth,  you  do  me  wrong,  good  sooth,  you 

do. 
In  such  disdainful  manner  me  to  woo. 
But  fare  you  well :  perforce  I  must  confess, 
I  thought  you  lord  of  more  true  gentleness. 
O,  that  a  lady,  of  one  man  refus'd. 
Should,  of  another,  therefore  be  abus'd !         [Exit. 

Lys.  She  sees  not  Hermia: — ^Hermia,  sleep  thou 
there; 
And  never  may'st  thou  cofne  Lysander  near ! 
For,  as  a  surfeit  of  the  sweetest  things 
The  deepest  loathing  to  the  stomach  brings; 
Or,  as  the  heresies,  that  men  do  leave, 
Are  hated  most  of  those  they  did  deceive; 
So  thou,  my  surfeit,  and  my  heresy. 
Of  all  be  hated ;  but  the  most  of  me ! 
And  all  my  powers,  address  your  love  and  might, 
To  honour  Helen,  and  to  be  her  knight!    \Exit. 


1       ■■  tiU now  ripe  not  to  reason {]    i,  e.  do  not  ripen  to  it. 
Ripe,  in  the  present  instance^  is  a  verb. 

•  —  touching  nffu  the  point  of  human  skill,']    i.  e.  my  senses 
being  now  at  the  utmost  height  ot  perfection. 

•  Reason  becomes  the  marshal  to  my  «»//,]    That  is.  My  will 
now  follows  reason* 
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Her.  [starting^]  Help  me,  Lysander,  help  me  I 
cjo  thy  list. 
To  pluck  this  crawling  serpent  from  my  breast! 
Ah  me,  for  pity ! — ^what  a  dream  was  here  ? 
Lysander^  look,  how  I  do  quake  with  fear!  * 
Methought  a  serpent  eat  iliy  heart  away. 
And  you  sat  smiling  at  his  cruel  prey: — 
Lysander!  what,  remov*d?  Lysander!  lord! 
What,  out  of  hearing?  gone?  no  sound,  no  w[0fd? 
Alack,  where  are  you?  speak,  an  if  you  hear; 
Speak,  of  all  loves;*  I  swoon  afanost  with  fear. 
No  ? — then  I  well  perceive  you  are  not  nigh : 
Either  death,  or  you.  Til  find  immediately,     [EsiL 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  V   The  sisme.  The  Queen  of  Fairies 
lying  asleep. 

Enter  Quince,   Snuo,   Bottom,  Flute,  Snout, 
and  Starveling. 

Bot.  Are  we  all  met  ? 

Quin.  Pat,  pat;  and  here's  a  marvellous  conve- 
nient place  for  our  rehearsal :  This  green  plot  shall 
be  our  stage,  this  hawthorn  brake  our  tyring-house; 
and  we  will  do  it  in  action,  as  we  will  do  it  before 
the  duke. 

*  Speak,  of  all  loves;]  Of  all  loves  is  an  adjuration  more  than 
iMice  used  by  our  author. 

^  In  the  tune  of  Shakspeare  there  were  many  companies  of 
players,  sometimes  five  at  the  same  time,  contending  for  the  £i« 
vour  of  the  putdick.  Of  these  some  were  undoubtedly  yerj  un- 
skilful and  very  poor,  and  it  is  probaUe  diat  die  design  of  ^is 
^cene  was  to  ridicule  their  ignorance,  and  the  odd  expedients  to 
which  they  might  be  driven  by  the  want  of  proper  decorations. 
Bottom  was  perhaps  the  head  of  a  rival  hopse^  and  is  therefore 
honoured  with  an  ass's  head,    Johnson, 
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:     Bot.  ?€*«•  Quince^ — 

Quin.  What  say'st  thou,  bully  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  There  are  things  in  this  comedy  of  Pyrarrms 
43mdThUby9  that  will  never  please.  First,  Py ramus 
must  draw  a  sword  to  kill  himself;  which  the  ladies 
cannot  abide.     How  answer  you  that  ? 

Snout.  By'rlakin,  a  parlous  fear.* 

Star.  I  bdieve,  we  must  leave  the  killing  out, 
ivben  all  is  done. 

Bot.  Not  a  whk ;  I  have  a  device  to  make  all  well. 
Write  me  a  prologue:  and  let  the  prologue  se^n  to 
aay,  we  will  do  no  harm  with  our  swords;  and  that 
Pyramus  is  not  killed  indeed:  and,  for  the  more 
-better  assurance,  tell  them,  that  I  Pyramus,  am 
not  Pyramus,  but  Bottom  the  weaver :  This  will 
put  them  out  of  fear. 

Quin.  Well,  we  will  have  such  a  prologue;  and 
it  shall  be  written  in  eight  and  six.^ 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more;  let  it  be  written  in 
eight  afiid  ei^^. 

SnQiJbt^  Will  not  the  ladies  be  afeard  of  the  lion? 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promise  you. 

Bot.  Masters,  you  ought  to  consider  with  ypuf- 
sdves:  to  bring  in,  God  shield  us!  a  lion  among 
ladies,  is  a  most  dreadful  thing :  for  there  is  not  a 
more  fearful  wfld-fowl  than  your  lion,  living;  and 
we  ought  to  look  to  it. 

Snmit.  Therefore,  another  prologue  must  tell,  he 
is  not  a  Hon. 

Bot.  Nay,  you  must  name  his  name,  and  half  his 
face  must  be  seen  through  the  lion's  neck ;  and  he 
himself  must  speak  through,  saying  thus,  or  to  the 
same  defect, — ^Ladies,  or  fair  ladies,  I  would  wish 

*  By'rlakio^  a  parbus  /«ir.]  By  our  ladi^kin,  or  little  ladif. 
fuiiom  is  a  wtsodi  corrupted  from  perUims,  i.  e.  dangerous. 

^"  ■"  in-dght  anddx.]  L  e.  in  allemate  vtrses  of  dglit  and 
six  syllablea.  '     . 
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you^  or,  I  would  request  you,  or,  I  would  enbreat 
you,  not  to  feat,  not  to  tremble:  my  life  for  yours. 
If  you  think  I  come  hitjier  as  a  lion,  it  were  pity  of 
my  life:  No,  I  am  no  such  thing;  I  am  a  man  as 
other  men  are : — ^and  there,  indeed,  let  him  name 
his  name;  and  tell  them  plainly,  he  is  Snug  the 
joiner  .* 

Quin.  Well,  it  shidl  be  so.  But  there  is  two  hard 
things;  that  is,  to  bring  the  moon-light  into  a 
diamber :  for  you  know,  Pyramus  and  Tliisby  meet 
by  moon-light 

Snug.  E^th  the  moon  shine,  that  night  we  pkj 
our  play  ? 

Bot.  A  calendar,  a  calendar !  look  in  the  alma^ 
nack  ;  find  out  moon-shine,  find  out  moon-shine. 

Quin.  Yes,  it  doth  shine  that  night. 

Bot.  Why,  then  you  may  leave  a  casement  of  the 
great  chamber-window,  where  we  play,  c^n ;  and 
the  moon  may  shine  in  at  the  casement. 

Quin.  Ay ;  or  else  one  must  qcMue  in  with  a  bush 
of  thorns  and  a  lanthom,  and  say,  he  comes  to  dis- 
figure, or  to  present,  the  person  of  moon-shine. 
Then,  there  is  another  thing:  we  must  have  a 
wall  in  the  great  chamber ;  for  Pyramus  and  Thisby, 
says  the  story,  did  talk  through  the  chink  of  a 
wall. 

•  No,  I  am  no  sitch  thing,  &c.]  Shakspeare  probably  meant  to 
dlude  to  a  fact  ^hich  happened  in  his  time,  at  an  entertainment 
exhibited  before  Queen  Elizabeth.  It  is  recorded  in  a  manuscript 
collection  of  anecdotes^  stories,  &c.  entitled.  Merry  Passages  md 
Jeastsi  MS.  Had.  6395 : 

'^  There  was  a  spectacle  presented  to  Queen  Elizabeth  u^^  the 
water,  and  among  others  Harry  Goldingham  was  to  represent 
Jrion  upon  the  dolphin's  backej  but  finding  his  roice  t6  be  veiye 
hoarse  and  unpleasant,  when  he  came  to  p^orm  it,  he  tears  off 
his  d'lsguise,  and  suears  he  was  none  of\  Arum,  not  he,  hut  eon 
honest  Hairy  Goldingham;  which  blunt  discoverie  [deased  the 
queene  better  than  if  it  had  gone  through  in  the  ri^t  way: — yet 
he  could  order  his  voice  to  an  instrument  exceeding  well/' 
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Snug.  You  never  can  bring  in  a  wall. — ^What  say 
you,  Bottom  ? 

Bot.  Some  man  or  other  must  present  wall :  and 
let  him  have  some  plaster,  or  some  lome,  or  somie 
rough-cast  about  him,  to  signify  wall ;  or  let  him 
hold  his  fingers  thus,  and  through  that  cranny  shall 
Pyramus  and  Thisby  whisper. 

Quin.  If  that  may  be,  then  all  is  well.  Come, 
sit  down,  every  mother's  son,  and  rehearse  your 
parts.  Pyramus,  you  begin :  when  you  have  spoken 
your  speech,  enter  into  that  brake  ;^  and  so  every 
one  according  to  his  cue. 

Enfer  Puck  behind. 

Puck.  What  hempen  home-spuns  have  we  swag- 
gering here, 
So  near  the  cradle  of  the  fairy  queen  ? 
What,  a  play  toward  ?  I'll  be  an  auditor ; 
An  actor  too,  perhaps,  if  I  see  cause. 

Quin.  Speak,  Pyramus : — ^Thisby,  stand  forth. 

Pyr.  Thisby  f  thejlowers  of  odious  savours  sweety^ 

Quin.  Odours,  odours. 

Pyr. odours  savours  sweet : 

So  doth  thy  breath,  my  dearest  Thisby  dear.-^ 
But,  hark,  a  voice  !  stay  thou  but  here  a  while. 

And  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  [^Exit. 

Puck.  A    stranger    Pyramus    than    e'er    play'd 
here ! 

[Aside. -^Eocit. 

This.  Must  I  speak  now  ? 

Quin.  Ay,  marry,  must  you :  for  you  must  un- 
derstand, he  goes  but  to  see  a  noise  that  he  heard, 
and  is  to  come  again. 

7  _^  that  6rafe;]  Brake  gignifies  here  a  thicket,  Qt  furze 
huh. 
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This.  Moat  radiant  Pyramus,  most  Hlfy-wkUe  of 
hue, 

Of  coUmr  like  the  red  rose  on  triumphant  brier, 
Mo$t  brisky  Juvenal,^  and  eke  most  lovely  Jew, 

As  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  would  never  tire. 
Til  meet  thee,  Pyramus,  at  Nirmy^s  tomb. 

Qui7i.  Ninus*  tomb,  man:  Why  you  must  n^ 
$p^  that  yet;  that  you  ancrwer  to  JPyramus:  you 
isp^k  all  your  part  at  once,  cues  and  all.^ — ^PyHamw 
enter ;  your  cue  is  past ;  it  is^  never  tire. 

Re-enter  Puck,   and  Bottom  with  an  ass's  A«ri 

This.  O, — As  true  as  truest  horse,  that  yet  would 

never  tire. 
Pyr.  If  T  were  fair,  Thisby,  I  were  only  thine: — 
(^uin.  O  monstrous  !  O  strange !  we  are  haunted. 
Pray,  masters  1  fly,  masters!  help! 

[Exeunt  Qowns. 
Puck,  ni  follow  you,  I'll  lead  you  about  a  round. 
Through    bog,  through  bush,   through  brake, 
throu^  brier; 
Sometime  a  horse  Fll  be,  sometime  a  hoimd, 

A  hog,  a  headless  bear,  sometime  a  fire ; 
And  neigh,  and  bark,  and  grunt,  and  roar,  and  bum, 
Like  horse,  hound,  hog,  bear,  fire,  at  every  turn. 

[Exit. 
Bot.  Why  do  they  run  away  ?  tiiis  is  a  knavery 
of  them,  to  make  me  afeard. 

Re-enter  Snout. 

Snout.  O  Bottom^  tiiou  art  changed  I  what  do  I 
^eeont^ee? 

«  •*-— jurena/;]    i.  e.  young  man. 

•  ■  "K  cues  and  4?//.]  A  cwf >  in  stage  cai>t,  is  the  last  words  of 
the  prececling  speech^  and  serves  as  a  hint  to  him  who  is  to  speak 
next. 
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Bot.  What  do  you  see?  you  see  an  ass's  head  of 
your  own;  Do  you? 

Re-enter  Quince. 

Quin*  Bless  thee.  Bottom !  bless..thee !  thou  art 
translated.  \^Extt. 

Bot.  I  see  their  knavery  :  this  is  to  make  an  ass 
of  me ;  to  fright  me,  if  they  could.  But Iwill  not 
stir  from  this  place,  do  what  they  can  :  I  will  walk 
up  and  down  here,  and  I  will  sing,  that  they  shall 
hear  I  am  not  afraid. 


iy  snail 
[Sings* 


The  omel'cock^  so  black  of  hue. 

With  orange-tawney  billf 
The  throstle  with  his  note  so  true. 
The  wren  with  little  quill ; 
.Tita.  What  angel  wakes  me  from  my  flowery 
bed  ?  [JVaking. 

Bot.  Thejinch,  the  sparrow y  and  the  larky 
The  plain-song  cuckoo  ^  gray. 
Whose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark. 
And  dares  not  answer y  nay '^^^ 

for,  indeed,  who  would  set  his  wit  to  so  foolish  a 
bird  ?  who  would  give  a  bird  the  lie,  though  he  cry, 
cuckooy  never  so  ? 

Tita.  I  pray  thee,  gentle  mortal,  sing  again : 
Mine  ear  is  much  enamour'd  of  thy  note, 

^  The  ousel-cock, J  The  ouzel  cock  is  generally  uttdefstood  to  be 
the  cock  blackbird  J  but  the  Owze/ differs  from  the  Black-bird  hy 
having  a  white  crescent  upon  the  breast,  and  is  besides  rather  larger. 

*  — —  plam-song  cuckoo^  &c.]  Thati  is,  the  cuckoo,  who, 
having  no  variety  of  strains,  sings  in  plain  song,  or  in  piano  cantu; 
by  which  expression  the  uniforln  modulation  or  simplicity  of  the 
chauttt  was  anciently  distinguished,  in  opposition  to  prick-song,  or 
variegated  musick  sung  by  note. 

VOL.  n.  E  B 
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So  is  mine  tye  enthralled  to  thy  diape ; 

And  thy  fair  virtue's  force  perforce  doth  move  me. 

On  the  first  view,  to  say,  to  swear,  I  love  thee. 

Bot.  Methinks,  mistress,  you  should  have  little 
reason  for  that :  And  yet,  to  say  the  truth,  reason 
and  love  keep  little  company  together,  now-a-days  2 
The  more  the  pity,  that  some  honest  neighbours 
will  not  make  them  fiiends.  Nay,  I  can  gleek* 
upon  occasion. 

TVta.  Thou  art  as  wise  as  thou  art  beautiful. 

Bot.  Not  so,  neither :  but  if  I  had  wit  enough 
to  get  out  of  this  wood,  I  have  enough  to  serve 
mine  own  turn. 

Tita.  Out  of  this  wood  do  not  desire  to  go ; 
Thou  shalt  remain  here,  whether  thou  wilt  or  no. 
I  am  a  spirit,  of  no  common  rate ; 
The  summer  still  doth  tend  upon  my  state. 
And  I  do  love  thee  :  therefore,  go  with  me ; 
I'll  give  thee  fairies  to  attend  on  thee  ; 
And  they  shall  fetch  thee  jewels  from  the  deep. 
And  sing,  while  thou  on  pressed  flowers  dost  sleep : 
And  I  will'purge  thy  mortal  grossness  so, 
That  thou  shalt  like  an  airy  spirit  go. — 
Peas-blossom  !  Cobweb!  Moth  I  and  Mustard-seed  ! 

Enter  four  Fairies. 

1  Fai.  Ready. 

2  Fat.    '  AndL 

3  Fai.  And  I. 

,    ,  4  Fai.  Where  shall  we  go  ? 

Tita.  Be  kind  and  courteous  to  this  gentleman; 
Hop  in  his  walks,  aud  gambol  in  his  eyes; 
Feed  him  with  apricocks,^^  and  dewberries. 
With  purple  grapes,  green  figs,  and  mulberries; 
The  honey  bags  steal  from  the  humble-bees, 

a  — —  ^/ecA-^j  Jcke  or  scoff,  deceive^  or  beguile. 
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And^  for  night  tapers,  crop  their  waxen  thighs. 
And  light  them  at  the  fiery  glow-worm's  eyes. 
To  have  my  love  to  bed,  and  to  arise ; 
And  pluck  the  wings  from  painted  butterflies. 
To  fan  the  moon-beams  from  his  sleeping  eyes: 
Nod  to  him,  elves,  and  do  him  courtesies. 

1  Fai.  Hail,  mortal ! 

iFai.  Hail! 
.    3  Fai.  Hail! 

4  Fai.  HaU! 

Bot.  I  cry  your  worships  mercy,  heartily. — ^I  be- 
seech, your  worship's  name. 

Cob.  Cobweb. 

Bot.  I  shall  desire  you  of  more  acquaintance, 
good  master  Cobweb:  If  I  cut  my  finger,  I  shall 
make  bold  with  you. — ^Your  name,  honest  gentle- 
man? 

Peas.  Peas-blossom. 

Bot.  I  pray  you,  commend  me  to  mistress  Squash,* 
your  mother,  and  master  Peascod,  your  father. 
Good  master  Peas-blossom,  I  shall  desire  you  of 
more  acquaintance  too.— -Your  name,  I  beseech  you, 
sir  ?     ' 

Mm.  Mitstard-seed. 

Bot.  Good  master  Mustard-seed,  I  know  your 
patience  well :  that  same  cowardly,  giant-like  ox- 
beef  hath  *  devoured  many  a  gentleman  of  your 
house:  I  promise  you,  your  kindred  hath  made  my 
eyes  water  ere  now.  I  desire  you  more  acquaint- 
ance, good  master  Mustard-seed. 

Tita.  Come,  wait  upon  him;  lead  him  to  my 
bower. 

,  The  moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watery  eye; 
And  when  she  weeps,  weeps  every  little  flower, 

4..^^^^  mistress  SqoashJ  A  squash  is  an  immature  po^scodL 

ss2 
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Lamenting  some  enforced  chastity. 

Tie  up  my  love's  tongue,  bring  him  silently. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Another  part  of  the  Wood. 

Enter  Obebon. 

Obe.  I  wonder,  if  Titatiia  be  awak'd; 
Then,  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  eye. 
Which  she  must  dote  on  in  extremity. 

Enter  Puck. 

Here  comes  my  messenger. — How  now,  mad  spirit? 
What  night-rule  ^  now  about  this  haunted  grove  ? 

Puch.  My  mistress  with  a  monster  is  in  love. 
Near  to  her  close  and  consecrated  bower. 
While  she  was  in  her  dull  and  sleeping  hour, 
A  crew  of  patches,^  rude  mechanicals, 
That  work  for  bread  upon  Athenian  stalls. 
Were  met  together  to  rehearse  a  play, 
Intended  for  great  Theseus'  nuptial  day. 
The  shallowest  thick-skin  of  that  bairen  sort. 
Who  Pyramus  presented,  in  their  sport 
Forsook  his  scene,  and  enter'd  in  a  brake: 
When  I  did  him  at  this  advantage  take. 
An  ass's  nowU  I  fixed  on  his  head; . 
Anon,  his  Thisbe  must  be  answered. 
And  forth  my  mimick  comes:  When  they  him  spy. 
As  wild  geese  that  the  creeping  fowler  eye, 

*  JFhat  night-rule — ']  Nlghi-ruk  in  this  place  should  'seem  to 
mean,  what  frolick  of  the  night,  whatrevehy  is  going  forward? 

« patches,"]  Patch  was  in  old  language  used  as  a  term  of 

opprobiyj  perhaps  with  much  the  same  import  as  we  use  raggu-- 
muffin,  or  tatterdemalion. 

^  An  asi*s  nowl— ]  a  head. 
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Or  russet-pated  choughs,®  many  in  sort,* 

Rising  and  cawing  at  the  gun's  report 

Sever  themselves,  and  madly  sweep  the  sky; 

So,  at  his  sight,  away  his  fellows  fly: 

And,  at  our  stamp,  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls; 

He  murder  cries,  and  help  from  Athens  calls. 

Their  sense,  thus  weak,  lost  with  their  fears,  thus 

strong. 
Made  senseless  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong: 
For  briers  and  thorns  at  their  apparel  snatch ; 
Some,  sleeves;  some,  hats:  from  yielders  all  things 

catch. 
I  led  them  on  in  this  distracted  fear. 
And  left  sweet  Py ramus  translated  there: 
When  in  that  moment  (so  it  came  to  pass,) 
Titania  wdc'd,  and  straightway  lov'd  an  ass. 

Obe.  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devise. 
But  hast  thou  yet  latch'd  ^  the  Athenian's  eyes 
With  the  love-juide,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do? 

Puck.  I  took  him  sleeping, — that  is  finish'd  too, — 
And  the  Athenian  woman  by  his  side; 
That,  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  she  must  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ohe.  Stand  close;  this  is  the  same  Athenian. 
Puck.  ^This  is  the  woman,  but  not  this  the  man. 
Dem.  O,   why  rebuke  you  him  ^that  loves  you 
so? 
Lay  breath  so  bitter  on  your  bitter  foe. 

Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  but  I  should  use  thee 
worse; 
For  thou,  I  fear,  hast  given  me  cause  to  curse. 


* choughs,]  The  chough  is  a  bird  of  the  daw  kind. 

^ sort^  Company. 

' latch*d — "]  Or  letch*d,  lick'd  over,  lecher,  to  lick,  F|?. 

In  the  North,  it  signifies  to  inject. 
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If  thou  ha^  slain  Lysander  in  his  sleep,  i 

Being  o'er  shoes  in  blood,  plunge  in  the  deep. 

And  kill  me  too. 

The  sun  was  not  so  true  unto  the  day. 

As  he  to  me :  Would  he  have  stol'n  away 

From  sleeping  Hermia  ?  I'll  believe  as  soon. 

This  whole   earth    may  be  bor'd;    and  that  the 

moon 
May  through  the  center  creep,  and  so  displease 
Her  brother's  noon-tide  with  the  Antipodes. 
It  cannot  be,  but  thou  hast  -murder'd  him ; 
So  should  a  murderer  look;  so  dead,  so  grim. 

Dem.  So  should  the    murder'd    look;    and   so 
should  I, 
Pierc'd  through  the  heart  with  your  stem  cruelty : 
Yet  you,  the  murderer,  look  as  bright,  as  clear. 
As  yonder  Venus  in  her  glimmering  sphere. 

Her.  What's  this   to    my  Lysander?    where  is 
he? 
Ah,  good  Demetrius,  wilt  thou  give  him  me  ? 

Dem.  I  had  rather  give  his  carcase  to  my  hounds. 

Her.  Out,  dog!  out,  cur!    thou  driv'st  me  past 
'    the  bounds 
Of  maiden's  patience.     Hast  thou  slain  Him  then? 
Henceforth  be  never  number'd  among  men ! 
O  !  once  tell  true,  tell  true,  even  for  my  sake ; 
Durst  thou  have  look'd  upon  him,  being  awake. 
And  hast  thou  kill'd  him  sleeping  ?^  O  brave  touch  1^ 
Could  not  a  wonn,  an  adder,  do  so  much  ? 
An  adder  did  it ;  for  with  doubler  tongue 
Than  thine,  thou  serpent,  never  adder  stung. 


•  Durst  thou  have  looked  upon  him,  being  atcake, 
^nd  hast  thmi  kiWd  him  sleeping'^']  Hast  thou  kill'd  him 
sleeping,  whom,  when  awake,  thou  didst  not  dare  to  look  upon  > 

^  0  brave  touch!]  Toiwh  in  Shakspeare's  time  was  the  same 
with  our  explm,  or  rather  stroke:  but  a  touch  anciently  signified 
a  trick. 
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Dem.  You  spehd  your  passion  on    a   misprised 
mood:^ 
I  am  not  guilty  of  Lyaauder's  blood; 
Nor  is  he  dead,  for  aught  that  I  can  tell. 

Her.  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  then  that  he  is  well. 
Dem.  An  if  1  could^  what  should  I  get  there- 
fore ? 
Her.  A  privilege,  never  to  see  me  more. — 
And  from  thy  hated  presence  part  I  so  : 
See  me  no  more,  whether  he  be  dead  or  no.  [Exit. 
Dem.  There  is  no  following  her  in  this  fierce 
vein : 
Here,  therefore,  for  a  while  I  will  remain. 
So  sorrow's  heaviness  doth  heavier  grow 
For  debt  that  bankrupt  sleep  doth  sorrow  owe ; 
Which  now,  in  some  slight  measure  it  will  pay. 
If  for  his  tender  here  I  make  some  stay. 

[Lies  down. 
Ohe.  What  hast  thou  done  ?  thou  hast  mistaken 
quite. 
And  laid  the  love-juice  on  some  true-love's  sight : 
Of  thy  misprision  must  perforce  ensue 
Some  true-love  tum'd,  and  not  a  false  tum'd  true. 
Puck.  Then  fate  o'er-rules;  that,  one  man  hold- 
ing troth, 
A  million  fail,  confounding  oath  on  oath. 

Obe.  About  the  wood  go  swifter  than  the  wind. 
And  Helena  of  Athens  look  thou  find : 
All  fancy-sick  she  is,  and  pale  of  cheef* 
With  sighs  of   love,   that  cost  the    fi-esh    blood 

dear : 
By  some  illusion  see  thou  bring  her  here ; 
charm  his  eyes,  ag^nst  she  do  appear. 


Bv 

I'll 


^ on  a  misprised  mood:']  is  put  for  "  in  a  mispris'd  mood;'* 

L  e.  *'  in  a  mistaken  manner** 

*  — ^ —  pak  of  cheer—]  Cheer,  fiom  the  Italian  cara,  is  j&e. 
quently  used  by  the  old  English  writers  for  countenance. 
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Puck.  I  go,  I  go ;  look,  how  1  go ; 
Swifter  than  arrow  from  the  Tartar's  bow.     [Exit. 
Obe.  Flower  of  this  purple  die, 
Hit  with  Cupid's  archery. 
Sink  in  apple  bf  his  eye ! 
When  his  love  he  doth  espy. 
Let  her  shine  as  gloriously 
As  the  Venus  of  the  sky.— 
When  thou  wak'st,  if  she  be  by. 
Beg  of  her  for  remedy. 

Re-enter  Puck. 

Puck.  Captain'of  our  fairy  band, 
Helena  is  here  at  hand. 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  see  ? 
Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  be! 

Obe.  Stand  aside:  the  noise  they  make. 
Will  cause  Demetrius  to  awake. 

Puck.  Then  will  two  at  once,  woo  one; 
That  must  needs  be  sport  alone; 
And  those  things  do  best  please  me. 
That  befal  preposterously. 

Enter  Lysandbr  and  Helena. 

Lys.  Why  should  you  think,  that  I  should  woo 
in  scorn? 

Scorn  and  derision  never  come  in  tears: 
Look,  when  I  vow,  I  weep;  and  vows  so  bom. 

In  their  nativity  all  truth  appears. 
How  can  these  things  in  me  seem  scorn  to  you. 
Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true?^ 

«  Bearing  the  badge  of  faith,  to  prove  them  true?].  In  allusiou 
to  the  badges  (L  e.  hm\\y  crests)  anciently  worn  on  the  sleeves  of 
servants  aqd  retainers.  i 
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Hel.  You  do  advance  your  cunning  more  and 
more. 

When  truth  kills  truth,  O  devilish-holy  fray ! 
These  vows  are  Hermia's;  Will  you  give  her  o'er? 

Weigh  oath  with  oath,  and  you   will   nothing 
weigh: 
Your  vows,  to  her  and  me,  put  in  two  scales. 
Will  even  weigh ;  and  both  as  light  as  tales. 

Lys.  I  had  no  judgment,  when  to  her  I  swore. 

HeL  Nor  none,  in  my  mind,  now  ypu  give  her 
o'er. 

Lys.  Demetrius  loves  her,   and    he    loves    not 
you. 

Dem.  yatvaking^  O  Helen,  goddess,  nymph,  per- 
fect, divine! 
To  what,  my  love,  shall  I  compare  thine  eyne? 
Grystd  is  muddy.     O,  how  ripe  in  show 
Thy  lips,  those  kissing  cherries,  tempting  grow! 
That  pure  congealed  white,  high  Taurus'  snow,^ 
Fann'd  with  the  eastern  wind,  turns  to  a  crow. 
When  thou  hold'st  up  thy  hand:  O  let  me  kiss 
This  princess  of  pure  white,  this  seal  of  bliss ! 

HeL  O  spite !  O  hell !  I  see  you  all  are  bent 
To  set  against  me,  for  your  merriment. 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  courtesy. 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do. 
But  you  must  join,  in  souls,^  to  mock  me  too  ? 
If  you  were  men,  as  men  you  are  in  shoW, 
You  would  not  use  a  gentle  lady  so ; 
To  vow,  and  swear,  and  superpraise  my  parte. 
When,  I  am  sure,  you  hate  me  with  your  hearts. 
You  both  are  rivals,  and  love  Hermia; 
And  now  both  rivals,  to  mock  Helena: 

* Taurus*  snow,']  Taurus  is  the  name  of  a  range  of  moun- 
tains in  Asia. 

'  join,  in  souls^]  i.  e.  join  heartily. 
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A  trim  exploit,  a  manly  enterprize. 

To  conjure  tears  up  in  a  poor  maid*s  eyes. 

With  your  derision !  none,  of  noble  sort. 

Would  so  offend  a  virgin;  and  extort 

A  poor  soul's  patience,  all  to  make  you  sport. 

Lnjs.  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius;  be  not  so; 
For  you  love  Hermia;  tliis,  you  know,  1  know : 
And  here,  with  dl  good  will,  with  all  my  heart. 
In  Hermia*s  love  I  yield  yon  up  my  part; 
And  yours  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  death. 

Hel.  Never  did  mockers  waste  more  idlebreafe. 

Dem.  Lysander,  keep  thy  Hermia ;  I  will  none : 
If  e*er  I  lov'd  her,  dl  that  love  is  gone. 
My  heart  with  her  but,  as  guest-wise,  sqjoum'd; 
And  now  to  Helen  is  it  home  retum'd. 
There  to  remain. 

Lys.  Helen,  it  is  not  so. 

Dem.  Disparage  not  the  faith  thou  dost  not  know. 
Lest,  to  thy  peril,  thou  aby  it  dear.— 
Look,  where  thy  love  comes;'  yonder  is  thy  dear. 

Eaiter  Hermia. 

Her.  Dark  night,  that  from  the  eye  his  function 
takes. 
The  ear  more  quick  of  apprehension  makes; 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  seeing  sense. 
It  pays  the  hearing  double  recompense: — • 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  eye,  L)rsander,  found; 
Mine  ear,  I  thank  it,  brought  me  to  thy  sound. 
But  why  unkindly  didst  thou  leave  me  so? 

Lys.  Why  should  he  stay,  whom  love  doth  press 

to  go? 
Her.  What  love  could  press  Lysander  from  my 

side? 
Lys.  Lysander  s  love,  that  would  not  let  him  bide. 
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Fair  Helena;  who  more  engilds  the  night 

Than  all  yon  fiery  oes®  and  eyes  of  light. 

Why  seek'st  thou  me?  could  not  this  make  thee 

know. 
The  hate  I  bare  thee  made  me  leave  thee  so  ? 

Her.  You  speak  not  as  you  think;  it  cannot  be. 

HeL  Lo,  she  is  one  of  this  confederacy ! 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoined,  all  three. 
To  fashion  this  false  sport  in  spite  of  me. 
Injurious Hermia!  most  ungrateful  maid! 
Have  you  conspired,  have  you  with  these  contrived 
To  bait  me  with  this  foul  derision  ? 
Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  have  shar'd, 
The  sisters'  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent. 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-footed  time 
For  parting  us, — O,  and  is  all  forgot  ? 
All  school-days'  friendship,  childhood  innocence? 
We,  Hermia,  like  two  artificial  gods,' 
Have  with  our  neelds^  created  both  one  flower, 
Both  on  one  sampler,  sitting  on  one  cushion. 
Both  warbling  of  one  song,  both  in  one  key; 
As  if  our  hands,  our  sides,  voices,  and  minds. 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together. 
Like  to  a  double  cherry,  seeming  parted; 
But  yet  a  union  in  partition. 
Two  lovely  berries  moulded  on  one  stem: 
So,  with  two  seeming  bodies,  but  one  heart; 
Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  in  heraldry. 
Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  crest.^ 


•  '         all  yon  fiery  oes— ]  Shakspeare  uses  O  for  a  circle. 
• — ^ — artificial  ^orfs,]  ^r^//iaV// is  ingenious,  artful. 

'  Have  with  our  neelds,  SfC,"]  or  needles. 

•  Two  of  the  first,  like  coats  ifi  heraldry. 

Due  but  to  one,  and  crowned  with  one  cr^st,'\  Helena  means  to 
say,  that  she  and  her  friend  were  as  closely  united,  as  much  one 
person,  as  if  they  Were  both  of  thejimt  house  5  as  if  they  both  had 
the  privilege  due  but  to  one  p^son,  (viz.  to  him  of  the  first  house,) 
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And  will  you  rent  our  ancient  love  asunder. 
To  join  with  men  in  scorning  your  poor  friend  ? 
It  is  not  friendly,  *tis  not  maidenly: 
Our  sex,  as  well  as  I,  may  chide  you  for  it ; 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  passionate  words  2 
I  scorn  you  not ;  it  seems  that  you  scorn  me. 

HeL  Have  you  not  set  Lysander,  as  in  scorn. 
To  follow  me,  and  praise  my  eyes  and  face  ? 
And  made  your  other  love,  Demetrius, 
(Who  even  but  now  did  spurn  me  with  his  foot,) 
To  call  me  goddess,  nymph,  divine,  and  rare. 
Precious,  celestial?  Wherefore  speaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  and  wherefore  doth  Lysander 
Deny  your  love,  so  rich  within  his  soul. 
And  tender  me,  forsooth,  affection ; 
But  by  your  setting  on,  by  your  consent? 
What  though  I  be  not  so  in  grace  as  you. 
So  hung  upoh  with  love,  so  fortunate ; 
But  miserable  most,  to  love  unlov'd  ? 
This  you  should  pity,  rather  than  despise. 

Her.  I  understand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

Hel.  Ay,  do,  persever,  counterfeit  sad  looks. 
Make  mows  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  back; 
Wink  at  each  other ;  hold  the  sweet  jest  up : 
This  sport,  well  carried,  shall  be  chronicled. 
If  you  have  any  pity,  grace,  or  manners. 
You  would  not  make  me  such  an  argument.^ 
But,  fare  ye  well :  *tis  partly  mine  own  fault ; 
Which  death,  or  absence,  soon  shall  remedy. 

Lys.  Stay,  gentle  Helena ;  hear  my  excuse ; 
My  love,  my  life,  my  soul,  if^ir  Helena ! 

HeU  O  excellent! 

the  right  of  bearing  the  family  coat  without  any  distinguishing 
mark.    M  alone. 
3 4uch  an  argument.]  Such  a  subject  of  light  memment.  . 
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Her.  -  Sweet,  do  not  scorn  her  so, 

Dem.  If  «he  cannot  entreat,  I  can  compel. 

Lys.  Thou  canst  compel  no  more  than  she  en- 
treat ; 
Thy  threats  have  no  more  strength,  than  her  weak 

prayers.— 
Helen,  I  love  thee;  by  my  life,  I  do; 
I  swear  by  that  which  I  will  lose  for  thee, 
To  prove  him  false,  that  says  I  love  thee  not. 

Dem.  I  say,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  do. 

Lnfs.  If  thou  say  so,  withdraw,  and  prove  it  too. 

Dem.  Quick,  come, — 

Her:  Lysander,  whereto  tends  all  this  ? 

Lys.  k^^L^y  youEthiop! 

Dem.  No,  no,  sir: — he  will* 

See'm  to  break  loose;  take  on,  as  you  would  follow; 
But  yet  come  not:  You  are  a  tame  man,  go! 

Lys.  Hang  off,  thou  cat,  thou  burr:  vile  thing 
let  loose; 
Or  I  will  shake  thee  from  me,  like  a  serpent. 

Her.  Why  are  you  gro\Mi  so  rude  ?  what  change 
is  this. 
Sweet  love  ? 

Jsys.  Thy  love?  out,  tawny  Tartar,  out! 

Out,  loathed  medicine !  hated  potion,  hence! 

Her.  Do  you  not  jest? 

Hel.  Yes,  'sooth;  and  so  do  you. 

Lys.  Demetrius,  I  will  keep  my  word  with  thee. 

i>6f».  I  would,  I  had  your  bond;  for,  I  perceive, 
A  weak  bond  holds  you ;  FU  not  trust  your  word. 


*  "Noy  no,  sir: — he  will,  &c.]  The  only  difficulty  in  this  passage 
arises  from  die  words — he  nili,'  sir,  which  are  omitted  in  the 
second  folio.     In  that  edition  it  runs  thus: 

"  No,  noj  sir,  seeme  to  breake  loose; 
"  Take  on  as  you  would  follow, 
*'  But  yet  come  not :  you  are  a  tame  man,  go/* 
This  appears  to  me  the  true  reading.     M.  Masojt. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


354     MIDSUMMER-NIGHlnS  DREAM. 

hjji.  What,  should  I  hurt  her,  strike  her,  kill  her 
dead  ? 
Although  I  hate  her.  Til  not  harm  her  so. 

Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm,  than 
hate? 
Hate  me !  wherefore  ?  O  me !  what  news,  my  love  ? 
Am  not  I  Hermia?  Are  not  you  Lysander? 
I  am  as  fair  now,  as  I  was  erewhile. 
Since  night,  you  lov'd  me;  yet,  since  night  you  left 

me; 
Why,  then  you  left  me, — O,  the  gods  forbid ! — 
In  earnest,  shall  I  say? 

Lys.  Ay,  by  my  life; 

And  never  did  desire  to  see  thee  more. 
Therefore,  be  out  of  hope,  of  question,  doubt. 
Be  certain,  nothing. truer;  'tis  no  jest. 
That  I  do  hate  thee,  and  love  Helena.  , 

Her.  Omel  you  juggler!  you  canker-blossom ! 
You  thief  of  love !  what,  have  you  come  by  night. 
And  stol'n  my  love's  heart  from  him  ? 

Hel  Pine,  i'faith!. 

Have  you  no  modesty,  no  maiden  shan^. 
No  touch  of  bashfulness?  What,  will  you  tear 
Impatient  answers  from  my  gentle  tongue? 
Fie,  fie !  you  counterfeit,  you  puppet  you  1 

Her.  Puppet!  why  so?   Ay,  that  way  goes  the 
game. 
Now  I  perceive  that  she  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  statures,  she  hath  urg'd  her  height; 
And  with  her  personage,  her  tall  personage. 
Her   height,    forsooth,    she    hath    prevail'd   with 

him. — 
And  are  you  grown  so  high  in  his  esteem. 
Because  I  am  so  dwarfish,  and  so  low  ? 
How  low  am  I,  thou  painted  maypole?  speak; 
How  low  am  I  ?  I  am  not  yet  so  low. 
But  that  my  nails  can  reach  unto  thine  eyes. 
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HeU  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me,  gentle- 
men^ 
Liet  her  not  hurt  me:  I  was  never  curst  ;* 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  ^n  shrewishness ; 
I  am  a  right  maid  for  my  cowardice ; 
Let  her  not  strike  me:  You,  perhaps,  may  think. 
Because  she's  something  lower  than  myself. 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  '   Lower!  hark,  again. 

HeL  Gk)od  Hermia,  do  not  be  so  bitter  with  me. 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia, 
Did  ever  keep  your  counsels,  never  wrong'd  you ; 
Save  that,  in  love  unto  Demetrius, 
I  told  him  of  your  stealth  unto  this  wood: 
He  foUow'd  you;  for  love,  I  foUow'd  him. 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence ;  and  threaten'd  me 
.  To  strike  me,  spurn  me,  nay,  to  kill  me  too: 
And  now,  so  you  will  let  me  quiet  go. 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  folly  back. 
And  follow  you  no  further:  Let  me  go: 
You  see  how  simple  and  how  fond  I  am.^ 

Her.  Why,  get  you  gone:  Who  is't  that  hinders 

you  ? 
HeL  A  foolish  heart,  that  I  leave  here  behind. 
Her.  What,  with  Lysander? 
Hel.  With  Demetrius. 

Lys.  Be  not  afraid:    she  shall  not  harm   thee, 

Helena. 
Dem.  No,  sir;  she  shall  not,  though  you  take 

her  part. 
HeL  O,  when  she's  angry,  she  is  keen  and  shrewd : 
She  was  a  vixen,^  when  she  went  to  school ; 
And,  though  she  be  but  little,  she  is  fierce. 

* curst;']  i.  e.  shrewish  or  mischievous. 

• how  fond  1  am,]  Fond,  i.  e.  foolish. 

^  She  wcu  a  vixen,]  Vixen  oifixen  primitively  signifies  a/imak 
fox. 

t 
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Her.  Little  again?  nothing  but  low  and  little ?— 
Why  will  you  suffer  her  to  flout  me  thus? 
Let  me  come  to  her. 

Lys.  Get  you  gone,  you  dwarf; 

You  minimus,  of  hind'ring  knot-grass  made;® 
You  bead,  you  acorn. 

Dem.  You  are  too  officious. 

In  her  behalf  that  scorns  your  services. 
Let  her  alone;  speak  not  of  Helena; 
Take  not  her  part:  for  if  thou  dost  intend^ 
Never  so  little  show  qf  love  to  her. 
Thou  shalt  aby  it.\ 

Lys.  Now  she  holds  me  not; 

Now  follow,  if  thou  dar'st,  t6  try  whose  right. 
Or  thine  or  mine,  is  most  in  Helena. 

Dem.  Follow?  nay,  FU  go  with  thee,  cheek  by 
jole.  [Exeunt  Lys.  and  Dem. 

Her.  YoUy  mistress,  all  this  coil  is  'long  of  you: 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

HeL  I  will  not  trust  you,  I; 

Nor  longer  stay  in  your  curst  company. 
Your  hands,  than  mine,  are  quicker  for  a  fray ; 
My  legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.         \ExiL 
Her.  I  am  amaz'd,  and  know  not  what  to  say. 

[Exit,  pursuing  Helena. 
Obe.  This  is  thy  negligence :  still  thou  mistak'st, 
Or  else  commit'st  thy  knaveries  wilfully. 

Puck.  Believe  me,  \ing  of  shadows,  I  mistook. 
Did  not  you  tell  me,  I  should  know  the  man 
By  the  Athenian  garments  he  had  on? 
And  so  far  blameless  proves  my  enterprize. 
That  I  have  'nointed  an  Athenian's  eyes : 


' of  hindering  knot-grass  madey\  It  appears  that  knot-^rass 

was  anciently  supposed  to  prevent  the  growth  of  any  animal  or  child. 

^ intend — ]  i.  e.  pretend. 

^  Thou  ahalt  aby  it,']  To  abij  is  to  pay  dear  for,  to  suffer. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MIDJSUMMER^NIGHTS  DREAM.    357 

And  so  far  ami  glad  it  so  did  sort,^ 
As  this  thei J- jangling  I  esteem  a  sport. 

Obe.  Thou   seest,   these  lovers  seek  a  place  to 

fight: 
Hie  therefore,  Robin,  overcast  the  night; 
The  starry  welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  fog,  as  black  as  Acheron; 
And  lead  tliese  testy  rivals  so  astray. 
As  one  come  not  within  another's  way. 
Like  to  Ly Sander  sometime. frame  thy  tongue. 
Then  stir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  wrong; 
And  sometime  rail  thou  like  Demetrius ; 
And  from  each  other  look  thou  lead  them  thus. 
Till  o'er  their  brows  death-counterfeiting  sleep 
With  leadeft  legs  and  batty  wings  doth  creep : 
Then  crush  this  herb  into  Ly  sender's  eye; 
Whose  liquor  hath  this  virtuous  property,^ 
To  take  from  thence  all  error,  with  his  might,  . 
And  make  his  eye-balls  roll  with  wonted  sight. 
When  they  next  wake,  all  this  derision 
Shall  seem  a  dream,  and  fruitless  vision ; 
And  back  to  Athens  shall  the  lovers  wend,* 
With  league,  whose  date  till  death    shall   never 

end. 
Whiles  I  in  this  affair  do  thee  employ, 
ril  to  my  queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  boy; 
And  then  I  will  her  charmed  eye  release 
From  monster's  view,  and  all  things  shall  be  peace. 
Puck.  My  fairy  lord,    this  must  be   done  with 

haste; 
For  night's  swift  dragons  cut  the  clouds  full  fast. 
And  yonder  shines  Aurora's  harbinger; 
At  whose  approach,   ghosts,  wandering  here  and 

there, 

* ^  so  did  sort,]  So  happen  in  die  issue. 

^ virtuous  proper^j^,]  fealutiferous.         ■  /    , 

*    ■  '     TDtnd,'\  i.  e.  go. 
VOL.  II.  F  P 
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Troop  home  to  church-yardst  damned  Bpirits  all. 

That  in  cross-ways  and  flopds  have  burial/ 

Already  to  their  wormy  beds  are  gone ; 

For  fear  lest  day  should  look  their  shames  upon. 

They  wilfully  themselves  exfle  from  light, 

And  must  for  aye  consort  with  black-brow'd  night* 

Obe.  But  we  are  spirits  of  another  sorts 
I  with  the  morning's  love  have  oft  madie  sport;* 
And,  like  a  forester,  the  groves  may  t^ead. 
Even  till  the  eastern  gate,  all  fiery-red, 
Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  blessed  beams, 
Turns  into  yellow  gold  his  salt-green  streams. 
But,  notwithstanding,  haste;  make  no  delay: 
We  may  effect  this  business  yet  ere  day. 

J  Exit  Otisiu>ir. 
down; 
I  will  lead  them  up  and  down: 
I  am  fear'd  in  field  and  town ; 
Goblin,  lead  them  up  and  down. 
Here  comes  one. 

Enter  LrsANn^it. 

Lt/s.  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demetrius?  speak 

thou  now. 
Puck.  Here,  villain ;  drawn  and  ready.  Where  art 

thou? 
Ztfs.  I  will  be  with  thee  straight. 

.  *  '  damned  sphits  allj 
That  in  cross- wayf  and  floods  hart  burial,']  Hie  ghosts  of  self- 
murderers,  who  are  buried  in  cross-roads  >  mid  of  those  who  being 
dit>wned,  were  condemned  (according;  to  the  opinion  of  the 
ancients)  to  wander  lor  a  hundred  years,  as  the  rites^of  sepultoie 
had  never  been  regularly  bestowed  on  their  bodies. 

•  /  with  the  moming*s  love  have  oft  made  spcrrt;']  By  the 
morning's  hoe  I  apprehend  Cephalus,  tl^  mighty  hunter  and  para- 
mour of  Aurora,  is  intended.  The  context^  '^  And>  4^  a 
forester,"  &c*  seems  to  show  that  the  chace  was  the  sport  which 
Oberon  boasts  he  partook  with  the  mornings  lave.   Holt  White. 
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Puck.  Follow  me  theft 

To  plaina*  ground. 

[Exit  L¥9*  as  following  the  voice. 

Enter  DxMBTftiUf« 

7)em.  Lysander!  speak  again. 

Thou  runaway^  thou  coward,  art  thou  fled? 
Speak.     In  some  bush  ?  Where  dost  thou  hide  thy 
head?  ' 
Puck.  Thou  coward,  art  thou  bragging  to  the  stars. 
Telling  the  bushes  that  thou  lodi'st  for  wars. 
And  wilt  not  come?  Come,  recreant;  come,  thou 

child; 
ni  whip  thee  with  a  rod :  He  is  defilM, 
That  draws  a  sword  on  thee. 

Dem.  Yea;  art  thou  there? 

Puck.  Follow  my  voice;   we'll  try  no  manhood 

here.  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Ltsander. 

J^ys.  He  goes  before  me,  and  still  dares  me  on ; 
When  I  come  where  he  calb,  then  he  is  gone. 
The  villain  is  much  lighter heel'd  than  I: 
I  foUow'd  fast,  but  faster  he  did  fly; 
That  fallen  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way. 
And  here  will  rest  me.     Come,  thou  gentle  day ! 

[Lies  down. 
For  if  but  once  thou  show  me  thy  grey  light, 
I'll  find  Demetqus,  and  revenge  this  spite.     [Sleeps. 

Re-enter  Puck  and  Demetrius. 

Puck.  Ho,   hd!   ho,   ho!    Coward,  why  com'st 

thou  not  ? 
Dem.  Abide  me,  if  thou  dar*st;  for  well  I  wot. 
Thou  runn'st  before  me,  shifting  evenr  place; 
And  dar'st  not  stand,  nor  look  mc  in  the  face. 

j?p2 
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Where  art  thou? 

Puch.  Come  hither;  I  am  here. 

Dem.  Nay,v  then  thou  mock'st  me.    Thou  shalt 
buy  this  dear. 
If  ever  I  thy  face  by  day-light  see: 
Now,  go  thy  way.     Faintness  constraineth  me 
To  measure  put  my  length  on  this  cold  bed. — 
By  day's  approach  look  to  be  visited. 

\Lie$  down  and  sleeps. 

Enter  Hblena. 

HeL  O  weary  night,  O  long  and  tedious  night, 
Abate  thy  hours:    shine,   comforts,  from  the 
east;. 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens,  by  day-light. 

From  these  that  my  poor  company  detest: — 
And,  sleep,  that  sometimes  shuts  up  sorrow's  eye, 
Steal  me  a  while  irom  mine  own  company.    [Sleeps. 

Puck.  Yet  but  three?  Come  one  more; 
Two  of  both  things  makes  up  four. 
Here  she  comes,  curst  and  sad: — 
Cupid  is  a  knavish  lad, 
Thus  to  make  poor  females  mad. 

Enter  Hermia. 

J-Jer.  Never  so  weary,  never  so  in  woe. 

Bedabbled  with  the  dew,  and  torn  with  briers; 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go; 

My  legs  can  keep  no  pace  with  my  desires. 
Here  will  I  rest  me,  till  the  break  of  day. 
Heavens  shield  Lysander,  if  they  mean  a  fray ! 

[^Liesdown. 
Puck,  On  the  ground 
Sleep  sound: 
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ril  apply 
To  your  eye, 
€rentle  lover,  remedy. 

[Squeezing  the  juice  on  Ltsander*s  eye. 
When  thou  wak'st. 
Thou  tak'st 
•    True  delight 
In  the  sight 
Of  thy  former  lady's  eye: 
.  And  the  country  proverb  known. 
That  every  man  should  take  his  own. 
In  your  waking  shall  be  shown: 
Jack  shall  have  Jill; 
Nought  shall  go  ill; 
The  man  shall  have  his  mare  again,  and  all  shall  be 
well. 

[Exit  Puck. — Dem.  Hel.  &c.  sleep. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.    The  same. 

Enter  Titania  and  Bottom,  Fairies  attending ;  . 
Oberon  behind  unseen. 

Tita.  Come,  sit  thee  down  upon  this  flowery  bed. 
While  I  thy  amiable  cheeks  do  coy,' 
And  stick  musk-roses  in  thy  sleek  smooth  hedd. 
And  kiss  thy  fair  large  ears,  my  gentle  joy. 

Bot.  Where's  Peas-blossom  ? 

Peas.  Ready. 

Bot.  Scratch  my  head.  Peas-blossom. — ^Where's 
monsieur  Cobweb  ? 

Cob.  Ready. 

Bot.  Monsieur    Cobweb;    good    monsieur,    get 

7  ..^^  do  coy,']  To  coif,  is  to  sooth,  to  stroke. 
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your  weapons  in  your  hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hipped 
humble-bee  on  the  top  of  a  thistle;  and,  good  mon- 
sieur, bring  me  the  honey-bag.  Do  not  fret  your- 
self too  much  in  the  action,  moneieur;  and,  good 
monsieur,  have  a  care  the  honey *bag  break  not ;  I 
would  be  loth  to  have  you  overflown  with  a  honey- 
bag,  signior. — ^Where's  monsieur  Mustard-seed  ? 

Must.  Ready. 

Bot.  Give  me  your  neif,'  monsieur  Mustard-seed. 
Pray  you,  leave  your  courtesy,  good  monsieur. 

Must.  What's  your  will? 

Bot.  Nothing,  good  monsieur,  but  to  help  cava^ 
lero  Cobweb  to  scratch.  I  must  to  the  barber*s, 
monsieur;  for,  methinks,  I  am  marvellous  hairy 
about  the  face:  and^I  am  9uch  a  tender  ass,  if  my 
hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  must  scratch. 

Tita.  What,  wilt  thou  hear  some  musick,   my 
sweet  love  ? 

Bot.  I  have  a  reasonable  good  ear  in  musick:  let 
us  have  the  tongs^  and  the  bones. 

Tita.  Or^  say,  sweet  love,  what  thou  desir'st  to  eat. 

Bot.  Truly,  a  peck  of  provender;  I  cpuld  munch 
*your  good  dry  oats.    Methinks,  I  have,  a  great  desire 
to  a  DOttle  of  hay:  good  hay,  sweet  hay,  hath  no 
fellow. 

Tita.  I  have  a  venturous  fairy  that  ^hall  seek 
The  squirrel's  hoard,  and  fetch  thee  new  nuts. 

Bot.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful,  or  two,  of  dried 
peas.  But,  I  pray  you,  let  none  of  your  people  stir 
me ;  I  have  an  exposition  of  sleep  come  upon  me. 

Tita.  Sleep  thou,   and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my 
arms. 
Fairies,  be  gone,  and  be  all  ways  away.' 

«  _^  ne\f,'\  \,  e.  fist. 

»  —  the  tongs — ]  The  old  nistick  musick  of  the  tongs  and 
key, 
^  mm^andhe^wdif%9way.'\  i.-^.  disperse  j^oursdves^  fiadsooot 
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So  doth  the  woodWhe,  the  sweet  hcMieysudde,' 
Gtently  entwist,— the  female  ivy®  50 
Enrings  the  harky  filers  of  the  eUn. 
O,  how  1  love  thee  J  how  I  dote  on  thee ! 

[They  sleep, 

Obebqn  advance.     Enter  Puck. 

Obe,  Welcome,   good  Robin.     See*st  thou  this 
sweet  sight? 
Her  dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity. 
!^or  meeting  her  of  late,  behind  the  wood, 
Seeking  sweet  savours  for  this  hateful  fool^j 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her: 
For  she  hi§  hairy  temples  then  had  rounded 
With  coronet  of  fresh  and  fragrant  flo'wers; 
And  that  same  dew,  which  sometime  on  the  buds 
Was  wont  to  swell,  like  round  and  orient  pearls^ 
Stood  now  within  the  pretty  flourets*  eyes/ 
Like  t^ars,  tha£  did  their  own  disgrace  bewail. 
When  I  had,  at  my  pleasure,  taunted  her. 
And  she,  in  mild  terms,  begg'd  my  patience, 
I  then  did  ask  of  her  her  changeling  child; 
Which  straight  she  gave  me,  and  her  fairy  sent 
To  bear  him  to  my  bower  in  fairy  land. 
And  now  I  have  the  boy,  I  will  undo 


eut  9^(ti^y,  b  jmr  m<Ui:h,  that  daBger  approacb  us  £rom  no 
quarter. 

*  So  doth  the  tooodhiH^,  the  sweet  honeysuckle,  &c.]  '  What 
Shakspeare  seems  to  mean,  is  thia— ^o  the  %»oedbine,  i.  e.  the  sweet 
honet/suckfe,  doth  gentfy  entwisi  the  harky  fingers  of  the  elm,  and 
so  does  the  female  i'&jf  enring  the  wme  fingers.  TVs  passa|;e  has 
given  rise  to  various  conjectures. 

3 i/,c  female  ivy — ^  Thou^  the  ivy  here  represents  the 

feinafe,  there  is,  notwithstanding,  an  evident  r^rence  in  the 
words  enritigs  and  fingers,    to   the  ring  ,of  the  marriage  rite, 

Henley. 

4  .-_^p|||^^»  ojea,]  The  eye  of  9  floww  i^  tb^  techni<?al  term 
far  its  center. 
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This  hateful  imperfection  of  her  eyes. 
And,  gentle  Puck,  take  this  transformed  scalp 
From  off  the  head  of  this  Athenian  swain ; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  other  do. 
May  all  to  Athens  back  again  repair; 
And  think  no  more  of  this  night's  accidents, 
But  as  the  fierce  vexation  of  a  dream. 
But  first  I  will  release  the  fairy  queen. 
Be,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  be ; 

[Touching  her  eyes  with  an  herb. 
See,  as  thou  wast  wont  to  see : 
Dian's  bud  o'er  Cupid's  flower^ 
Hath  such  force  and  blessed  power. 
Now,  my  Titania;  wakeyou,  my  sweet  queen. 
Tita.  My  Oberon !  what  visions  have  I  seen  ! 
Methought,  I  was  enamour'd  of  an  ass. 
Obe.  There  lies  your  love. 

Tita.  How  came  these  things  to  pass  ? 

O,  how  mine  eyes  do  loath  his  visage  now ! 

Oie.  Silence,    a    while. — Robin,    take    off  this 
liead. — 
Titania,  musick  call ;  and  strike  more  dead 
Than  common  sleep,  of  all  these  five  the  sense. 
Tita.  Musick,   ho!    musick;  such  as  charmeth 

sleep. 
Puck.  Now,  when  thou  wak'st,  with  thine  own 
fool's  eyes  peep. 
-  Obe.  Sound,  musick.   [Still  musick.']  Come,  my 

queen,  take  hands  with  me. 
And  rock  the  ground  whereon  these  sleepers  be. 
Now  thou  and  I  are  new  in  amity; 
And  will,  to-morrow  midnight,  solemnly. 
Dance  in  duke  Theseus'  house  triumphantly. 
And  bless  it  to  all  fair  posterity : 

*  Dian*s  bud  o'er  Cupictsjlower — "]  Dian*s  bud,  is  the  bud  of 
Agnus  Castusj  or  Chaste  Tree.  Cujnd's  Jloxoer  is  the  Viola  Trico- 
lor, 01  Love  in  Idleness. 
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There  shall  the  pairs  of  faithfijl  lovers  be 
Wedded,  with  Theseus,  all  in  jollity. 

Puck.  Fairy  king,  attend,  and  mark; 
I  do  hear  the  morning  lark. 

Obe.  Then,  my  queen,  in  silence  sad. 
Trip  we  after  the  night's  shade: 
We  the  globe  can  compass  soon. 
Swifter  than  the  wand'ring  moon. 

Tita.  Come,  my  lord;  and  in  our  flight. 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  night,  - 
That  I  sleeping  here  was  found. 
With  these  mortals,  on  the  ground.     [Exeunt. 

[Horns  sound  within. 

Enter  Theseus,  Hippqlyta,  Egeus,  and  train. 

The.  Go,  one  of  you,  find  out  the  forester; — 
For  now  our  observation  is  perform'd:^ 
And  since  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  day,^ 
My  love  shall  hear  the  musick  of  my  hounds. — 
Uncouple  in  the  western  valley ;  go : — 
Despatch,  I  say,  and  find  the  forester. — 
We  will,  fair  queen,  up  to  the  mountain's  top. 
And  mark  the  musical  confusion 
Of  hounds  and  echo  in  conjunction. 

« ovr  ob$ervation  is  perform' d:^  The  honours  due  to  the 

morning  of  May,  I  know  not  why  Shak^)eare  calls  this  play 
A  Midaummer'Nighfs  Dream,  when  he  so  carefully  informs  us 
that  it  happened  on  the  ni^t  preceding  May  day.    Johnson. 

The  title  of  this  play  seems  no  more  intended,  to  denote  the 
precise  time  of  the  action,  than  that  of  The  Wintei's  Tale;  which 
we  find,  was  at  the  season  of  sheep-shearing.     Farm  eh. 

I  imagine  that  the  title  of  this  play  was  suggested  by  the  time  it 
was  first  introduced  on  the  stage,  which  was  probably  at  Midsummer. 
"  A  Dream  for  the  entertainment  of  a  Midsummer-night." 
Twel/th'Night.Bnd  The  mnter's  Tale  had  probably  their  titles 
firom  a  similar  circumstance .     M  a  lo  n  e  . 

' the  vaward  of  the  day,}  Vaward  is  compounded  of  van 

and  ward,  the  forepart. 
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Hip.  I  WIS  with  Hercules^  and  Cadmus,  onofit 
When  in  a  woocl  of  Crete  they  bay*d  the  bear 
With  hounds  of  Sparta :  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  chiding  ;^  fbr^  besides  the  groyes. 
The  ^ies,  the  fountains,  every  rcgiw  near 
Seem'd  all  one  mutual  cry:  I  never  heard 
So  musical  a  discord,  such  sweet  thunder* 

The.  My  hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan 
kind, 
So  flew'd,^  so  sanded;^  and  their  heads  are  hung 
With  ears  that  sweep  away  the  morning  dew; 
Crook-knee'd,  and  dew-lap'd  like  Thessalian  bulls; 
Slow  in  pursuit,  but  matchM  in  mouth  like  bells. 
Each  under  each.    A  cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  holla'd  to,  nor  cheer'd  with  horn, 
In  Crete,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thessaly : 
Judge,  when  you  hear.t^But,  soft;   what  nymphs 
are  tnese? 

Eg€.  My  lord,  this  is  my  daughter  here  asleep; 
And  this,  Lysander;  this  Demetriua  is; 
This  Helena,  old  Nedar's  Hdena: 
I  wonder  of  their  being  h&tt  together. 

The.  No  doubt,  they  rose  up  early,  to  observe 
The  rite  of  May  ;^  and,  hearing  our  intent. 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  solemnity.'-^ 
But,  speak,  Egeus ;  is  not  this  the  day 
That  Hermia  should  give  answer  of  her  choice? 

Ege.  It  is,  my  lord. 


•  — ^  9ucli  gallant  chiding  j]  Chiding  in  this  instance  means 
only  stmid, 

^  So^ew'd,"]  Sir  T.  Hanmer  justly  remark$,  ib9tjlews  are  the 
Jarae  chaps  ii  a  deep-mouth'd  hound. 

'  — -^  so  sanded; — ]  Of  a  sandy  colour,  which  is  ouQ  of  the 
tnae  denotements  of  a  blood^hound. 

*  The  rite  qf  May  3]  The  rite  of  this  month  was  once  so  uni- 
venally  observed^  that  even  authors  thought  their  works  would 
obtain  a  more  favourable  reception,  if  published  on  May-Dar/, 
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The.  60,  bid  the  huntsmen  wake  them  with  their 
horns. 

Horns^  and  shout  within.     Dbmbtrius,  Ltsakdsi^ 
Hermia,  and  Helena^  wake  and  start  up. 

The.  Good-morrow,  friends.     Saint  Valentine  is 
past;® 
Begin  these  wood-birds  but  to  couple  now? 
.  Lys.  Pardon,  my  lord. 

[he  and  the  rest  kneel  to  Theseus. 

The.  I  pray  you  all,  stand  up, 

I  know,  you  are  two  rival  enemies; 
How  comes  this  gentle  concord  in  the  world. 
That  hatred  is  so  far  from  jealousy. 
To  sleep  by  hate,  and  fear  no  enmity  ? 

Lys.  My  lord,  I  shall  reply  amazedly, 
Half 'sleep,  half  waking:  But  as  yet,  I  swear, 
I  cannot  truly  say  how  I  came  here: 
But,  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  speak,— 
And  now  I  do  bethink  me,  so  it  is;) 
I  came  with  Hermia hither:  our  intent 
Was,  to  be  gone  from  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  peril  of  the  Athenian  law. 

Ege.  Enough,    enough,    my    lord;    you    have 
enough : 
I  beg  the  law,  the  law  upon  his  head. — 
They  would  have  stol'n  away,  they  would,  Deme- 
trius, 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me : 
You,  of  your  wife ;  and  me,  of  my  consent; 
Of  my  consent  that  she  should  be  your  wife. 

Dem.  My  lord,   fair  Helen  told   me    of  their 
stealth, 
Of  this  their  purpose  hither,  to  this  wood ; 

'  5fltWVaIen6ne  is  past;']  Alluding  to  Uie  old  saying,  that 
1Mb  begin  to  couple  on  6t.  Valentine*8  day. 
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And  I  in  fury  hither  foUow'd  th«n  ; 

Fair  Helena  in  fancy^  following  me. 

But,  my  good  lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  power, 

(But  by  some  power  it  is,)  my  love  to  Hermia, 

Meltea  as  doth  the  snow,  seems  to  me  now 

As  the  remembrance  of  an  idle  gawd,* 

Which  in  my  childhood  I  did  dote  upon : 

And  all  the  feith,  the  virtue  of  my  heart. 

The  object,  and  the  pleasure  of  mine  eye. 

Is  only  Helena.    To  her,  my  lord. 

Was  I  betrothed  ere  I  gaw  Hermia : 

But,  like  in  sickness,  did  I  loath  this  food : 

But,  as  in  health,  come  to  my  natural  taste, 

Now  do  I  wish  it,  love  it,  long  for  it. 

And  will  for  Evermore  be  true  to  it. 

The.  Fair  lovers,  you  are  fortunately  met : 
Of  this  discourse  we  more  will  hear  anon. — 
Egeus,  I  will  overbear  your  will ; 
For  in  the  temple,  by  and  by  with  us. 
These  couples  shall  eternally  be  knit. 
And,  for  the  morning  now  is  something  worn, 
Our  purpos'd  hunting  shall  be  set  aside. — 
Away,  with  us,  to  Athens :  Three  and  three. 
We'll  hold  a  feast  in  great  Solemnity. — 
Come,  Hippolyta. 

[Exeunt  Tn^s^vSy  Hippolyta,  Egeus, 
and  train. 

Dent.  These  things  seem  small,    and    undistin- 
guishable. 
Like  far-off  mountains  turned  into  clouds. 

Her.  Methinks^  I  seef  these  things  with  parted  eye, 
When  every  thing  seems  double. 

Hel.  So  methinks: 

And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  jewel. 


*  Fair  Helena  in  fency  -^]  Fancy  is  for  love  or  ejection. 
5  — ,«^  Qji  idle  gawd,]    i.  e«  bguble,  toy,  or  trifle. 
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Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own,* 

Dem.  It  seems  to  me, 

ThaX  yet  we  sleep,  we  dreatn. — Do  not  you  think. 
The  duke  was  here,  and  bid  us  follow  him  ?    . 

Her.  Yea;  and  my  father. 

Hel.  And  Hippolyta. 

Lys.  And  he  did  bid  us  follow  to  the  temple. 

Dem.  Why  then,   we  are  awake:    let's  follow 
him; 
And,  by  the  way,  let  us  recount  our  dreams. 

[Exeunt. 

As  they  go  out,  Bottom  awakes. 

Boi.  When  my  cue  comes,  call  me,  and  I  will 
answer: — my  next  is.  Most  fair  Pyrcwitw.— -H^, 
ho! — Peter  Quince!  Flute,  the  bcHows-mender! 
Snout,  the  tinker!  Starveling!  God's  my  life!  stolen 
hence,  and  left  me  asleep !  I  have  had  a  most  rare 
vision.  I  hare  had  a  dream, — ^past  the  wit  of  marv 
to  say  what  dream  it  was:  Man  is  but  an  ass>  if  he 
go  about  to  expound  this  dream.  Methought  I  was 
— ^there  is  no  man  can  tell  whdt.  Methought  I  was, 
and  methought  I  had, — ^But  man  is  but  a  patched 
fool,^  if  he  will  offer  to  say  what  methought  I  had. 
The  eye  of  man  hath- not  heard,  the  ear  of  man 
hath  n,ot  seen;  man's  hand  is  not  able  to  taste,  his 
tongue  to  conceive,  nor  his  heart  to  report,  what 
my  dream  was.  I  will  get  Peter  Quince  to  write  a 
bdlad  of  this  dream:  it  shall  be  called  Bottom's 

*  Jnd  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  jewel. 

Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own.']  Helena  means  to  say,  that 
hayingfound  Demetrius  unexpectedly,  she  considered  her  property 
in  him  as  insecure  as  that  which  a  person  has  in  a  jewel  that  he  has 
found  by  accident;  which  he  knows  not  whether  he  shall  retain, 
and  which  ^refore  may  picqperly  enough  be  called  his  awn  and  not 
disown.    Malokb. 

"^  ''""^patched fool,]  Thatb,  a  fool  in  a  pardcolour'd  coat. 
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Dream,  because  it  ha^  no  bottom;  and  I  will  mng 
it  in  the  latter  end  of  a  play,  before  the  duke: 
Peradventure,  to  make  it  tl^  more  gradous^  I  eAisdl 
sing  it  at  her  death/  [ExU. 


scBa^  II. 

Athens,    ji  Room  in  Quince's  House. 

Enter  Quikce,  Flute,  Snout,  and  Starveling. 

Quin.  Have  vou  sent  to  Bottom's  house?  is  he 
come  home  yet  r 

Star.  He  cannot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt,  he 
is  transported. 

fju.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  {day  Is  marred;  It 
goes  not  forward,  doth  it? 

Qmn.  It  is  not  possible:  you  h^ve  not  a  man  in 
all  Athens,'  able  to  discharge  Pyramus,  but  he. 

Flu.  No;  he  hath  simply  the  best  wit  of  any 
handycraft  man  in  Athens. 

Quin.  Yea,  and  the  best  person  too:  axid  he  is  a 
very  paramour,  for  a  sweet  voice. 

Flu.  You  must  say,  paragon:  a  paramour  is,  God 
bless  us,  a  thing  of  nought. 

Enter  Snug. 

Snug.  Masters,  the  duke  is  coming  from  the 
temple,  and  there  is  two  or  three  lords  and  ladies 
more  married:  if  our  sport  had  gone  forward,  we 
had  all  been  made  men. 

Flu.  O  sweet  bully  Bottom!  Thus  hath  he  lost 
sixpence  a-day  during  his  life;  he  could  not  have 

* at  her  death,]  He  majr  mem  the  death  tf  Tkide,  or, 

hems  killed^  as  P)rramus4  on  the  stage,  he  wtf  meaa  ^cr  kit 
death. 
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'scaped  sixpence  a-day :  aa  the  duke  had  not  given 
him  sixpence  a-day  for  playing  Pyramus,  Vl\  be 
hanged;  he  would  have  deserved  it:  sixpence  a-day, 
in  pyramus,  or  nothing* 

Enter  BoI'tom. 

Botn  Where  are  these  lads?  where  are  these 
hearts  ? 

Qjiin.  Bottom! — O  most  courageous  day!  O 
most  haray  hour! 

Bat.  Masters,  I  am  to  discourse  wonders:  but 
ask  me  not  what;  for,  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true 
Athenian.  I  will  tell  you  every  thing,  right  as  it 
fell  out. 

Quim  Let  us  hear,  sweet  Bottom. 

Bot.  Not  a  word  of  tne.  All  that  I  will  tell  you, 
is,  that  the  duke  hath  dined:  Get  your  apparel  to* 
gether;  good  strings  to  your  beards,',  new  ribbons 
to  your  pumps;  meet  presently  at  the  palace;  every 
man  look  o*er  his  part;  for,  the  short  and  the  long 
is,  our  play  is  preferred.  In  any  case,  let  Thisby 
have  clean  linen;  and  let  not  him,  that  plays  the 
lion,  pare  his  nails,  for  they  shall  hatig  out  for  the 
lion's  claws.  And,  most  dear  actors,  eat  no  onions, 
nor  garlick,  for  we  are  to  utter  sweet  breath;  and  I 
do  not  doubt,  but  to  hear  them  say,  it  is  a  sweet 
comedy.    No  more  words;  away;  go,  away. 

'  \Exeunt. 

• good  strings  to  yMt  beards,']  i.e.  to  prevent  the  61s© 

beands^  which  thqr  w«ie  to  wear>  fiom  Ming  off)  or,  pedups, 
Qmamental  strinn^  dmplofod  to  give  an  ak  of  novelty  to  tho 
countenances  of  ue  performers. 
t 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  L  The  same.  An  Apartment  in  the  Palace 
of  Theseus. 

JSn/er  Theseus,  Hippolyta,  Philostrate, 
Lords,  and  Attendants. 

Hip.  'Tis  strange,  my  Theseus,  that  these  lovers 

speak  oiL 
The.  More  strange  than  true.  I  never  may  believe 
These  antique  fables,  nor  these  fairy  toys. 
Lovers,  and  madmen,  have  such  seething  brains. 
Such  shaping  fantasies,  that  apprehend 
More  than  cool  reason  ever  comprehends. 
The  lunatick,  the  lover,  and  the  poet. 
Are  of  imagination  all  compact: ' 
One  sees  more  devils  than  vast  hell  can  hold; 
That  is,  the  madman:  the  lover  all  as  frantick. 
Sees  Helen's  beauty  in  a  brow  of  Egypt:' 
The  poet's  eye  in  a  fine  frenzy  rolling, 
Doth  glance  from  heaven  to  earth,  from  earth  to 

heaven. 
And,  as  imagination  bodies  forth 
The  forms  o?  things  unknown,  the  poet's  pen 
Turns  them  to  shapes,  and  gives  to  airy  nothing 
A  local  habitation,  "and  a  name. 
Such  tricks  hath  strong  imagination; 
That,  if  it  would  but  apprehend  some  joy. 
It  comprehends  some  bringer  of  that  joy ; 
Or,  in. the  night,  imagining  some  fear, 
JIow  easy  is  a  bush  suppos'd  a  bear  ? 

«  Are  of  imagination  all  compact:']  i.  e.  are  made  of  mere 
imagination.  • 

«  —  in  a  brow  of  Egj'pt :]  the  brow  of  a  gipsy. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHTS  DREAM.    373 

Hip.  But  all  the  story  of  the  >night  told  over. 
And  all  their  minds  transfigured  so  together. 
More  witnesseth  than  fancy*s  images. 
And  grows  to  something  of  great  constancy;' 
But,  howsoever,  strange,  and  admirable. 

Enter  Lysandeji,  Demetrius,  Hermia,  and 
Helena. 

7%e.  Here  come  the  lovers,    full    of  joy  and 
mirth. — 
Joy,  gentle  friends !  joy,  and  fresh  days  of  love. 
Accompany  your  hearts ! 

Lys.  More  than  to  us 

Wait  on  your  royal  walks,  your  board,  your  bed ! 
The.  Come  now;  what  masks,  what  dances  shall 
we  have,      , 
To  wear  away  this  long  age  of  three  hours. 
Between  our  after-supper,  and  bed-time  ? 
Where  is  our  usual  manager  of  mirth  ? 
What  revels  are  in  hand?  Is  there  no  play. 
To  ease  the  anguish  of  a  torturing  hour  ? 
CallPhilostrate.  . 

Philost.  Here,  mighty  Theseus. 

The.  Say,  what  abridgment*  have  you  for   this 
evening  ? 
What  mask?    what  musick?    How  shall  we  be- 
guile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  some  delight  ? 

Philost.  There  is  a  brief,^  how  many  sports  are 
ripe; 

«  — —  constancy^  Consistency,  stability,  certainty. 

*  Say,  what  abridgment,  ^-c]  By  Aridgment  our  author 
may  mean  a  drainatick  peifqrmance^  which  crowds  the  events  of 
years  into  a  few  hovfrs.  It  may  be  worth  while,  howev^,  to  ob- 
serve, that  in  the  North  the  word  abatement  had  the  same  mean- 
ing as  diversion  or  amusement, 

6  .^..^  a  brief^]   i,  e.  a  short  accoipt  oc  enumeration. 

VOL,   !!•  G  G 
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Make  choice  of  which  your  highness  will  see  first. 

[Giving  a  paper. 

The.  readsJ]  The  battle  with  the  Centaurs^  to  be 
sungf 

By  an  Athsnian  eunuch  to  the  harp. 
We'll  none  of  that:  that  have  I  told  my  love. 
In  glory  of  my  kinsman  Hercules. 

The  riot  of  the  tipsy  Bacchanals^ 

Tearing  the  Thracian  singer  in  their  rage. 
That  is  an  old  device,  and  it  was  play'd 
When  I  from  Thebes  came  last  a  conqueror. 

The  thrice  three  Muses  mourning  for  the  death 

Of  learnings  late  deceased  in  beggary. 
That  is  some  satire,  keen,  and  critical. 
Not  sorting  with  a  nuptial  ceremony. 

A  tedious  brief  scene  of  young  Pyramvsy 

And  his  love  Thisbe;  very  tragical  mirth. 
Merry  and  tragical  ?    Tedious  and  brief? 
That  is,  hot  ice,  and  wonderous  strange  snow. 
How  shall  we  find  the  concord  of  this  discord  ? 

Philost.  A  play  there  is,  my  lord,  some  ten  words 
long; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  \  have  knowiv  a  play; 
But  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long; 
Which  makes  it  tedious:  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  player  ntted. 
And  tragical,  my  noble  lord,  it  is; 
For  Pyramus  therein  doth  kill  himself. 
Which,  when  I  saw  rehears*d,  I  must  confess. 
Made  mine  eyes  water;  but  more  merry  tears 
The  passion  of  loud  laughter  never  shed. 

The.  What  are  they  that  do  play  it  ? 

Philost.  IJard-handed  men,  that  work  in  Athens     I 
'X  here. 

Which  never  laboured  in  their  minds  till  now; 
And  now  have  toil'd  their  unbreath'd^  memoriei 

^mm^unhreatlCd'i-^1   Unexerdsed^  uDpractised. 
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With  this  same  play,  against  your  nuptial. 

The.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

PkilosU  No,  my  noble  lord, 

It  is  not  for  you :  I  have  heard  it  over. 
And  it  is  jiothin^,  nothing  in  the  world; 
Unless  you  can  find  sport  in  their  intents, 
Extremely  stretch'd,  and  conrfd  with  cruel  pain. 
To  do  you  service. 

The.  I  will  hear  that  plfgr ; 

For  never  any  thing  can  be  amiss. 
When  simpleness  and  duty  tender  it. 
Go,  bring  them  in;  and  take  your  places,  ladies. 

[Exit  Philostrate. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  see  wretchedness  overcharged. 
And  duty  in  his  service  perishing. 

The.  Whv,  gentle  sweet,  you  shall  see  no  such 
thmgT 

Hip.  He  says,  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

The.  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  thanks  for 
nothing. 
Our  sport  shall  be,  to  take  what  they  mistake: 
And  what  poor  duty  cannot  do. 
Noble  respect  takes  it  in  miffht,  not  merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  derks  have  purposed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  welcomes; 
Where  I  have  seen  them  shiver  and  look  pale. 
Make  periods  in  the  midst  of  sentences. 
Throttle  their  practised  accent  in  their  fears, 
And,  in  conclusion,  dumbly  have  broke  off. 
Not  paying  me  a  welcome!  Trust  me,  sweet. 
Out  of  this  silence,  yet,  I  pick'd  awelcome; 
And  in  the  modesty  of  feartul  duty     . 
I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  rattling  tongue 
Of  sawcy  and  audacious  eloquence.  -• 

Love,  therefore,  and  tongue-tied  simplicity. 
In  least^  speak  most,  to  my  capacity. 


GO  2 
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Enter  Philostrats. 

Philost.  So  please  your  grace,  the  prologue  is 

addrest.^ 
The.  Let  him  approach.      [Flourish  of  trumpets} 

Enter  Prologue. 

I^rol.  If  we  offehdy  it  is  with  our  good  will. 

That  you  should  think,  we  come  not  to  offend. 
But  with  good  will.     To  show  our  single  skill, 

That  is  the  true  beginning  of  our  end. 
Consider  then,  we  come  but  in  despite. 

fFe  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you. 
Our  true  intent  is.    All  for  your  delight. 

We  are  not  here.  That  you  should  here  reperUyou, 
The  actors  are  at  hand;  and,  by  their  show. 
You  shall  know  all,  that  you  are  like  to  know.. 

The.  This  fellow  doth  not  stand  upon  points. 

Lys.  He  hath  rid  his  prologue,  like  a  rough  colt; 
he  knows  not  the  stop.  A  good  moral,  my  lord: 
It  is  not  enough  to  speak,  but  to  speak  true. 

Hip.  Indeed  he  hath  played  on  this  prologue, 
like  a  child  on  a  recorder;^  a  sound,  Imt  not  in  go- 
vernment.* 

The.  His  speedi  was  like  a  tangled  chain;  no- 
thing impaired,  but  all  disordered.     Who  is  next? 

^  —  addreU,']  .  That  is,  ready. 

*  Flourish  qf  trumpets.']  It  appears  that  the  prologjue  was  an- 
ciently  ushered  in  by  trumpets. 

*  ■'  on  a  recorder;]  It  should  seem  that  the  flute  and  die 
recorder  were  different  instruments,  and  that  the  latter  in  pro- 
priety of  speech  was  no  other  than  the^flagelet. 

» ...^  tut  not  in  government.'];  That  is,  not  tunefully. 
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Enter  Pyramus  and  Thisbe^  Wall,  Moonshine^ 
and  Lion,  as  in  dumb  show. 

.ProL  "  Gentles,  perchance,  you  wonder  at  this 
show; 

**  But  wonder  on,  till  truth  make  all  things  plain, 
^^  This  man  is  Pyramus,  if  you  would  know; 

"  This  beauteous  lady  Thisby  is,  certdin. 
*^  This  man,  with  lime  and  rough-cast,  doth  pre- 
sent 

*^  Wall,  that  vile  wall  which  did  these  lovers  sun- 
der: 
^^  And  through  wall's  chink,  poor  souls,  they  are 
content 

*^  To  whisper,  at  the  which  let  no  man  wonder. 
*^  This  man,  with  lantern,  dog,  and  bush  of  thorn, 

*^  Presenteth  moon-shine :  for,  if  you  will  know, 
^^  By  moon-shine  did  these  lovers  think  no  scorn 

"  To  meet  at  Ninus'  tomb,  there,  there  to  woo. 
*^  This  grisly  beast,  which  by  name  lion  hight,^ 
*^  The  trusty  Thisby,  coming  first  by  night, 
^  Did  scare  away,  or  rather  did  affright: 
**  And,  as  she  fled,  her  mantle  she  did  fall; 

"  Which  lion  vile  with  bloody  mouth  did  stain: 
^^  Anon  comes  Pyramus,  sweet  youth,  and  tall, 

^^  And  finds  his  trusty  Thisby's  mantle  slain: 
^^  Whereat  with  blade,  with  bloody  blameful  blade, 

*^  He  bravely  broach*d  his  boiling  bloody  breast; 
*^  And,  Thisby  tarrying  in  mulberry  shade, 

^^  His  dagget-  drew,  and  died.     For  all  the  rest, 
*^  Let  lion,  moon-shine,  wall,  and  lovers  twain, 
'^  At  large  discourse,  while  here  they  do  remain.'* 
[^Exeunt  Prol.  Thisbe,  Lion,  and  Moonshine. 

The.  I  wonder,  if  the  lion  be  to  speak. 

*  —  btf  name  lion  hight,']    Highf,  in  old  English,  signifies— 
is  called. 
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Dem.  No  wonder^  my  lord:  one  lion  may,  when 
many  asses  do. 

Wall.  **  In  this  same  interlude,  it  doth  befall, 
*^  That  I,  one  Snout  by  name,  present  a  wall: 
^^  And  such  a  wall  as  I  would  have  you  think, 
**  That  had  in  it  a  cranny 'd  hole,  or  chink, 
^^  Through  which  the  lovers,  ^ramus  and  Thisby, 
^*  Did  whisper  often  very  secretly. 
*^  This  loam,  this  rough-cast,  and  this  stone,  doth 

show 
*^  That  I  am  that  same  wall;  the  truth  is  so: 
*^  And  this  the  cranny  is,  right  and  sinister, 
^^  Through  which  the  fearful  lovers  are  to  whisper." 

The.  Would  you  desire  lime  and  hair  to  speak 
better? 

Dem.  It  is  the  wittiest  partition  that  ever  I  heard 
discourse,  my  lord. 

Tl{e.  Pyramus  draws  near  the  wjjl :  silence! 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr.  **  O  CTim.look*d  night !  O  night  with  hue 

so  black ! 
*^  O  night,  which  ever  art,  when  day  is  not! 
^^  O  night,  O  night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

"  I  fear  my  Thisby 's  promise  is  forgot  I— 
*^  And  thou,  O  wall,  O  sweet,  O  lovely  wall, 
"  That  stand*st  between  her  father's  ground  and 
mine; 
*^  Thou  wall,  O  wall,  O  sweet  and  lovely  wall. 
**  Shew  me  thy  chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine 
^  eyne.  [Wall  holds  up  hisjingers, 

^^  Thanks,  courteous  wall :  Jove  shield  thee  well  for 

this! 
*^  But  what  see  I  ?  No  Thisby  do  I  see, 
^^  O  wicked  wall,  through  whom  I  see  no  bliss  j 
^^  Curst  be  thy  stones  for  thus  deceiving  me!" 
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The.  The  wall,  methinks,  being  sensible,  should 
curse  again. 

Pyr.  No,  in  truth,  sir,  he  should  not.  Deceiving 
me,  is  Thisby^s  cue:  she  is  to  enter  now,  and  I  am 
to  spy  her  through  the  wall.  You  shall  see,  it  will 
fall  pat  as  I  told  you: — ^Yonder  she  comes. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

This.  ^^  O  wall,  full  often  hast  thou  heard  my 

moans, 
*^  For  parting  my  fair  Py ramus  and  me: 
**  My  cherry  lips  have  often  kiss'd  thy  stones; 
*^  Thy  stones  with  lime    and  hair  knit  up  in 

thee." 
Pyr.  "  I  see  a  voice:   now  will  I  to  the  chink, 
"  To  spy  an  I  can  hear  my  Thisbe's  face. 
^^Thisby!" 

This.  "  My  love !  thou  art  my  love,  I  think." 
Pyr.  "  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  lover's 

grace; 
*^  And  like  Limander  am  I  trusty  still.' 

This.  ^^  And  I  like  Helen,  till  the  fates  me  kill.** 
Pyr.  "  Not  Shafalus  to  Proems  was  so  true." 
This.  "  As  Shafalus  to  Proems,  I  to  you." 
Pyr.  "  O,  kiss  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile 

wall," 
This.  ^^  I  kiss  the  wall's  hole,  not  your  lips  at  all.'* 
Pyr.  ^^  Wilt  thou   at  Ninny's  tomb  meet  me 

straightway  ?" 
This.  *^Tide  life,    tide  death,    I  come  without 

delay." 
Wall.  "  Thus  have  I,  wall,  my  part  discharged  so; 
And,  being  done,  thus  wall  away  doth  go." 

[Exeunt  WdXXy  Pyramus,  andTms^^. 


€C 


^  And  Uke  Idmander,  &c.]    For  Leander  and  Hero.    Sha£dui 
ind  Proems^  for  Cephalus  and  Frocris.. 
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The.  Now  is  the  mural  down  between  the  two 
neighbours. 

Dem.  No  remedy,  my  lord,  when  walls  are  so 
wilful  to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  silliest  stuff  that  ever  I  heard. 

The.  The  best  in  this  kind  are  but  shadows;  aiyl 
the  worst  are  no  worse,  if  imagination  amend  them. 

Hip.  It  must  be  your  imagination  then,  and  not 
theirs. 

The.  If  we  imagine  no  worse  of  them,  than  they 
of  themselves,  they  may  pass  for  excellent  men. 
Here  come  two  noole  beasts  in,  a  moon  and  a  lion.* 

Enter  lion  and  Moonshine. 

Lion.  ^^  You,  ladies,  ^ou,  whose  gentle  hearts  do 
fear 

*^  The  smallest  monstrous  mouse  that  creeps  on 
floor, 
^^  May  now,  perchance,  both  quake  ^d  tremble 
here, 

^^  When  lion  rough  in  wildest  rage  doth  roar. 
^^  Then  know,  that  I,  one  Snug  the  joiner,  am 
"  A  lion  fell,  nor  else  no  lion*s  dam : 
^^  For  if  I  should  as  lion  come  in  strife 
"  Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  on  my  life.'* 

The.  A  very  gentle  beast,  and  of  a  good  con- 
science. 

Dem.  The  very  best  at  a  beast,  my  lord,  that  e'er 
I  saw. 

I^s.  This  lion  is  a  very  fox  for  his  valour. 

The.  True;  and  a  goose  for  his  discretion. 

Dem.  Not  so,  my  lord:  for  his  valour  cannot 
carry  his  discretion ;  and  the  fox  carries  the  goose. 

Th^.  His  discretion,  I  am  sure,  cannot  carry  his 

*  Here  come  two  nohle  beasts  in,  a  moon  and  a  lion.]    The  old 
copies  read— a  »ifl;?,  &c.    Stebvens. 
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valour ;  for  the  goose  carries  not  the  fox  •  It  is  well : 
leave  it  to  his  discretion^  and  let  us  listen  to  the 
jnoon. 

Moon.  ^*  This  lantern  doth  the  homed  mo(^ 
present:*' 

Dem.  He  should  have  worn  the  horns  on  his  head. 

The.  He  is  no  crescent^  and  his  horns  are  invi- 
sible within  the  circumference. 

Moon.  *^  This  lantern  doth  the  homed  moon 
present; 
**  Myself  the  man  i*th'moon  do  seem  to  be." 

The.  This  is  the  greatest  error  of  all  the  rest:  the 
man  should  be  put  into  the  lantern:  How  is  it  else 
the  man  i'Uie  moon? 

Dem.  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  candle: 
f or^  you  see,  it  is  already  in  snufF.* 

Hip.  I  am  aweary  of  this  moon:  Would,  he 
would  change ! 

The.  It  appears,  by  his  small  light  of  discretion, 
fthat  he  is  in  the  wane:  but  yet,  in  courtesy,  in  all 
reason,  we  must  stay  the  time. 

Lys.  Proceed,  moon. 

Moon.  All  that  I  have  to  say,  is,  to  tell  vou,  that 
the  lantern  is  the  moon;  I,  the  man  in  tne  moon; 
this  thom-bush,  mythom-bush;  and  this  dog,  my 
dog. 

Dem.  Why,  all  these  should  be  in  the  lantern; 
for  they  are  in  the  moon.  But,  silence;  here  comes 
Thisbe. 

Enter  Thisbe. 

This.  ^^  This  is  old  Ninny's  tomb :  Where  is  my 

lover 
Lion.  ^^  Oh—." 

[The  Lion  roars. — ^Thisbe  runs  off. 

^ in  snuflf.]    An  equivocation.    Snuff  signifies   both  th6 

cinder  of  ^  candle^  and  hastjr  anger.    Johnson. 
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Dem.  Well  roared,  lidn. 
The.  Well  run,  Thisbe. 

Hip.  Well  shone,  moon. — ^Truly,  the  moon  shines 
with  a  good  grace. 

The.  Wellmpiised,  lion.* 

[The  Lion  tears  Thisbb*s  mantle^  and  exit. 
Dent.  And  so  comes  Pyramus. 
Lys.  And  then  the  moon  vanishes* 

Enter  Pyramus. 

Pyr.  *^  Sweet  moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  sunny 

beams; 
^^  I  thank  thee,  moon,  for  shining  now  so  bright: 
*^  For,  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  streams^ 
^^  I  trust  to  taste  of  truest  Thisby's  sight. 
''  But  stay ;—0  spite! 
^^  But  mark; — ^Poor  knight, 
^  What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 
"  Eyes,  do  you  see  ? 
^^  How  can  it  be  ? 
''  O  dainty  duck!  O  dear! 
^*  Thy  mantle  good, 
''  What,  staih'd  with  blood? 
*^  Approach,  ye  furies  fell ! 
"  O  fates!  come,  come; 
^^  Cut  thread  and  thrum ;' 
**  Quail,  crush,  conclude,  and  quell  !*^ 
The.  This  passion,  and  the  death  of  a  dear  friend, 
would  go  near  to  make  a  man  look  sad. 

mp.  Beshrew  my  heart,  but  I  pity  the  man. 


*  fVell  moused,  lion,']    To  mouse  signified  to  mammock^  to  tear 
ID  pieces^  as  a  cat  tears  a  mouse.  ^ 

7  Cut  thread  and  thrum;]     Thrvm  is  the  end  or  extremity  of  a 
weaver's  warp;  it  is  popularly  used  for  very  coarse  yarn. 
The  maids  now  call  a  mop  of  yam  a  thrum  mop. 

s  i—..  and  quelllj   To  quell  is  to  murther>  to  destroy. 
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Pyr.  ^^  O,  wherefore,  nature,*  didst  thou  lions 

frame? 
^^  Since  lion  vile  hath  heredeflour'd  my  dear: 
'^  Which  is — ^no,  no— which  was  the  fairest  dame, 
''  That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  looked 
with  cheer.* 
*^  Come,  tears,  confound; 
*^  Out,  sword,  and  wound 
**  The  pap  of  Pyramus : 
"  Ay,  that  left  pap, 
*^  Where  heart  doth  hop:— 
'^  Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus. 
^^  Now  am  I  dead, 
^^  Nowamlfled; 
'^  My  soul  is  in  the  sky: 

"  Tongue,  lose  thy  light! 

''  Moon,  take  thy  flight! 

*^  Now  die,  die,  die,  die,  die. 

[pies. — Exit  Moonshine. 
Dem.  No  die,  but  an  ace,  for  him ;  for  he  is  but 
one. 

Lys.  Less  than  an  ace,  man;  for  he  is  dead;  he 
is  nothing. 

The.  With  the  help  of  a  surgeon,  he  might  yet 
recover,  and  prove  an  ass. 

Hip.  How  chance  moonshine  is  gone,  before 
Thisbe  comes  back  and  finds  her  lover  ? 

The.  She  will  find  him  by  star-light.— Here  she 
comes ;  and  her  passion  ends  the  play. 

Enter  Thisbb. 

Hip.  Methinks,  she  should  not  use  a  long  one, 
for  such  a  Pyramus:  I  hope,  she  will  be  brief. 

Dem.  A  mote  will  turn  the  balance,  which  Py- 
ramus, which  Thisbe,  is  the  better. 

'-—  cheer.']   i.  e.  countenance. 
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lys.  She  hath  spied  hiin  already  with  those  sweet 
eyes. 

Dem.  And  thus  she  moans^  videliceL 
This.  ^*  Asleep,  my  love? 
**  What,  dead,  my  dove  ? 
^^  O  Pyramus,  arise, 

^*  Speak,  speak.     Quite  dumb? 
''  Dead,  dead?  A  tomb 
^^  Must  cover  thy  sweet  eyes. 
*^  These  lily  brows, 
^^  This  cherry  nose, 
*^  These  yellow  cowslip  cheeks, 
"  Are  gone,  are  gcme: 
*'  Lovers,  make  moan ! 
*^  His  eyes  were  green  as  leeks. 
*^  O  sisters  three, 
^^  Come,  come,  tome, 
'^  With  hands  as  pale  as  milk ; 
**  Lay  them  in  gore, 
"  Since  you  have  shore 
**  With  shears  his  thread  of  silk. 
**  Tongue,  not  a  word: — 
"  Come,  trusty  sword; 
'^  Come,  blade,  my  breast  imbrue: 
*^  And  farewell,  friends; — 
«  Thus  Thisbe  ends: 
^^  Adieu,  adieu,  adieu."  [^Dies. 

The.  Moonshine  and  lion  are  left  to  bury  the 
dead. 

JDem.  Ay,  and  wall  too. 

Bot.  No,  I  assure  you;  the  wall  is  down  that 
parted  their  fathers.  Will  it  please  you  to  see  the 
epilogue,  or  to  hear  a  Bergomask  dance,^  between 
two  of  our  company  ? 

»  —  a  Bergomask  dance/]  A  dance  after  the  manner  of  the 
peasants  of  Bergomasco,  a  countiy  in  Italy,  belongmg  to  the 
Venetians. 
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The.  No  epilogue,   I  pray  you ;   for  your  play 
needs  no  excuse.     Never  excuse;   for  when  the 
players  are  all  dead,  there  need  none  to  be  blamed. 
Marry,  if  he  that  writ  it,  had  play 'd  Pyramus,  and 
hanged  himself  in  Thisbe's  garter,  it  would  have 
been  a  fine  tragedy:  and  so  it  is,  truly;  and  very 
notably  discharged.     But  come,  your  Bergomask: 
let  your  epilogue  alone.     [Here  a  dance  of  Clowns. 
The  iron  tongue  of  midnight  hath  told  twelve: — 
Loyers,  to  bed;  *tis  almost  fairy  time. 
I  fear  we  shall  out-sleep  the  coming  morn. 
As  much  as  we  this  night  have  overwatch*dl 
This  palpable-gross  play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  gait  ^  of  night. — Sweet  friends,  to  bed. — 
A  fortnight  hold  we  this  solemnity. 
In  nightly  revels,  and  new  jollity.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Puce. 

Puck.  Now  the  hungry  lion  roars. 

And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon; 
Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores. 

All  with  weary  task  fordone.* 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow. 

Whilst  the  scritch-owl,  scritching  loud. 
Puts  the  wretch,  that  lies  in  woe. 

In  remembrance  of  a  shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wide. 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  sprite, 

In  the  church*way  paths  to  glide: 


2  ——  heavy  gait'^']  i.  e.  slow  passage,  progress, 
'  "-^'^fordane,'}  i.  e.  overcome. 
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And  we  fairies, .  that  do  run 

By  the  triple  Hecat*s  team^ 
From  the  presence  of  the  sun. 

Following  darkness  like  a  dream. 
Now  are  frolick ;  not  a  mcmse 
Shall  disturb  this  hallowed  house: 
I  am  sent,  with  broom,  before, 
To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door.* 

Enter  Ob  ebon  and  Titania,  with  their  Train* 

Ohe.  Through  this   house  give   glimmering 
light. 

By  the  dead  and  drowsy  fire : 
Every  elf,  and  fairy  sprite. 

Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier ; 
And  this  ditty,  after  me. 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly. 

Tita.  First,  rehearse  this  song  by  rote : 
To  each  word  a  warbling  note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  fairy  grace. 
Will  we  sing,  and  bless  this  place. 

SONG,  AND  DANCE. 

Obe.  Now,  until  the  break  of  day. 
Through  this  house  each  fairy  stray. 
'    To  the  best  bride^bed  will  we. 
Which  by  us  shall  blessed  be ; 
And  the  issue,  there  create. 
Ever  shall  be  fortunate. 
So  shall  all  the  couples  three 
Ever  true  in  loving  be : 
And  the  blots  of  nature's  hand 
Shall  not  in  their  issue  stand ; 

*  I  am  sent,  with  broom,  before. 

To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door, J  Cleanliness  is  always  D9* 
cessary  tQ  invite  the  residence  and  the  ^rour  of  the  fiuries. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


MIDSUMMER.NIGHTS  DREAM.    387 

Never  mole,  hare-lip,  nor  scar. 

Nor  mark  prodigious,*  such  as  are 

Despised  in  nativity. 

Shall  upon  their  children  be.— • 

With  this  field-dew  consecrate. 

Every  fairy  take  his  gait  ;^ 

And  each.several  chamber  bless. 

Through  this  palace  with  sweet  peace : 

E'er  shall  it  in  safety  rest. 

And  the  owner  of  it  blest 
Trip  away ; 
Make  no  stay ; 

Meet  me  all  by  break  of  day. 

[^Exeunt  Oberon,  Titania,  and  Train. 
Puck.  If  tve  shadows  have  offended, 

Think  but  this,  (and  all  is  mended,) 
That  you  have  hut  slumber  d  here^ 
While  these  visions  did  appear. 
.  And  this  weak  and  idle  theme. 
No  more  yielding  but  a  dream. 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend  \ 
If  you  pardon,  we  will  mend. 
Arid,  as  Tm  an  honest  Puck, 
If  we  have  unearned  luck  ^ 
Now  to  ^ scape  the  serpent's  tongue,* 
We  will  make  amends,  ere  long  : 
Else  the  Puck  a  liar  calL 
So,  good  night  unto  you  all. 
Give  me  your  hands,^  if  we  befriends. 
And  Robin  shall  restore  amends.       [Exit/ 

•  Nor  mark  prodigious,]  Prodigious  for  portentous^ 

•  —  take  his  gait  5]  i.  e.  take  his  way,  or  direct  his  steps. 

7  .._  unearned  luck — "}  i.  e.  if  we  have  better  fortune  than  wt 
have  deserved. 

®  Now  to  ^ scape  the  serpen  fs  tongue,"]  That  is,  if  we  be  dismissed 
without  hisses. 

9  Give  me  i/our  hands,"]  That  is^  Clap  your  hands.  Give  us 
your  applause.    Johnson. 
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*  Wild  and  fantastical  as  this  play  is,  all  the  jparts  in  their  yarions 
modes  are  well  written,  and  give  the  kind  of  pleasure  which  the 
author  designed.  Fairies  in  his  time  were  much  in  feshion ;  cam" 
mon  tradition  had  made  them  familiar,  and  Spenser's  poem  had 
made  them  great.    Johnson. 

Johnson's  concluding  observation  on  this  play,  is  not  conceived 
with  his  usual  judgment.  There  is  no  aimlogy  or  resemblance 
whatever  between  the  Fairies  of  Spenser,  and  those  o£  Shak- 
speare.  The  Fairies  of  Spenser,  as  appears  firom  his  description  of 
them  in  the  second  book  of  tlie  Faiiy  Queen,  canto  x.  were  a  race 
of  mortals  created  by  Prometheus,  of  the  human  size,  shape,  and 
afiections,  and  subject  to  death.  But  those  of  Shs^peare,  and  of 
comnion  tradition,  as  Johnson  calls  them,  were  a  diminutive  race 
of  sportM  beings,  endowed  with  immortality  and  supernatural 
power,  totally  different  from  those  of  Spenser.    M.  Mason. 
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•  Love's  Labour's  Lost.]  I  have  not  hitherto  discovered 
any  nbvel  on  which  this  comedy  appears  to  have  been  founded  j 
and  yet  the  story  of  it  has  most  of  the  features  of  an  ancient  ro- 
mance.   Steevens. 

I  suspect  that  there  is  an  error  in  the  title  of  this  play^  which  I 
believe^  should  be — '*  Idyoe*s  Labours  Lost.**    M.  Mason. 

LofO€*s  Labour's  Lost,  I  conjecture  to  have  been  written  in  1594, 

MaLON£« 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED* 


Ferdinand,  JTrng*  q/*  Navarre. 

Biron,         1 

Longaville,  >Xor{£y,  attending  on  the  King. 

Dumain,     3 

Boyet,         l^Lords,    attending  on  the  Princess    oj 

Mercade,   3  France. 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado,  a  fantastical  Spaniard. 

Sir  Nathaniel,  a  Curate. 

Holofemes,  a  Schoolmaster. 

Dull,  a  Constable. 

Costard,  a  Clown. 

Moth,  Page  to  Armado* 

A  Forester. 

Princess  of  France. 

Rosaline,     1 

Maria,  >  Ladies,  attending  on  the  Princess. 

Katharine,  3 

Jaquenetta,  a  country  Wench. 

Officers  and  others^  Attendants  on  the  King  and 
Princess. 

SCENE,  Navarre. 


*  This  enumecation  of  the  persons  was  made  bjr  Mr.  Rowe. 

Johnson. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  Navarre.  A  Park,  with  a  Palace  in  it. 
Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and 

DUMAIN. 

King.  Let  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives, 
live  registered  upon  our  brazen  tombs. 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  disgrace  of  death ; 
When,  spite  of  cormorant  devouring  time. 
The  encfeavour  of  this  present  breath  may  buy 
That  honour,  which  shall  bate  his  scythe's  keen  edge^ 
And  qaake  us  heirs  of  all  eternity. 
Therefore,  brave  conquerors ! — for  so  you  are. 
That  war  against  your  own  affections. 
And  the  huge  armv  of  the  world's  desires,--- 
Our  late  edfct  shall  strongly  stand  in  force : 
Navarre  shall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world; 
Our  court  shall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art* 
You  three,  Kr6n,  Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  «wom  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me. 
My  fellow-scholars,  and  to  keep  those  statutes. 
That  are  recorded  in  this  schedule  here : 
Your  oaths  are  past,  and  now  subscribe  your  name$| 
Tliat  his  own  hand  may  strike  his  honour  dowa 
That  violates  th^  smallest  br^n^^b  herein : 
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If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  sworn  to  do. 
Subscribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Long.  I  am  resolv'd:  'tis  but  a  three  years*  fast; 
The  mind  shall  bancjuet,  though  the  boay  pine: 
Fat  paunches  have  lean  pates;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  bankVout  quite  the  wits. 

Dum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortified; 
The  grosser  manner  of  these  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  gross  world's  baser  slaves: 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die; 
With  all  these  ^  living  in  philosophy. 

Biron.  Tcan  but  say  their  protestation  over, 
So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  sworn. 
That  is.  To  live  and  study  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  strict  observances: 
As,  not  to  see  a  woman  in  that  term; 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there: 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  beside; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there: 
And  then,  to  sleep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  seen  to  wink  of  all  the  day; 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  night. 
And  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day ;) 
Which,  I  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there : 
O,  these  are  barren  tasks,  too  hard  to  keep; 
Not  to  see  ladies,  study,  fast,  not  sleep. 

King.  Yovir  oath   is  pass'd  to  pass  away  from 
these. 

Biron.  Let  me  say  no,  my  liege,  an  if  you  please; 
I  only  swore,  to  study  with  your  grace. 
And  stay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  space. 

Long.  You   swore   to  that,   Biron,  and  to  the 
rest* 

Biron.  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  then  I  swore  in  jest.— • 

^  fFith  ail  these  — ]    i.  e.  the  King,  Biron,  &c. 
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What  IS  the  end  of  study?  let  me  know. 

King.  Why,  that  to  know,  which  else  we  shotdd 
not  know. 

Biron.  Things  hid  and  barr'd,  you  mean,  from 
common  sense  ? 

King.  Ay,  that  is  study*s  god-like  recompense. 

Biron.  Come  on  then,  I  will  swear  to  study  so. 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know: 
As  thus, — ^To  study  where  I  w^U  may  dine. 

When  I  to  feast  expressly  am  forbid; 
Or,  study  where  to  meet  some  mistress  fine. 

When  mistresses  from  common  sense  are  hid< 
Or,  having  sworn  too  hard-a-keeping  oath. 
Study  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
If  study's  gain  be  thus,  and  this  be  so,  -j 

Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know:    V 
Swear  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  say,  no.  J 

King.  These  be  the  stops  that  hinder  study  quite. 
And  train  our  intellects  to  vain  delight. 

Biron.  Why,  all  delights  are  vain;  but  that  most 
vain, 
,  Which,  with  pain  purchased,  doth  inherit  pain : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book, 

'To  seek  the  light  of  truth;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falsely  blind*  the  eyesight  of  his  look: 

Light,  seeking  light,  doth  light  of  light  beguile: 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darkness  lies. 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  losing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  please  the  eye  indeed,. 

-  By  fixinff  it  upon  a  fairer  eye ; 
Who  dazzung  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed. 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by.^ 

•  —  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falsely  blind  — ]    FaUely  is  here,    and  in  many  other 
places,  the  same  as  dkhcmestly  or  treacherously. 
^  Who  dazzling  so,  that  eye  shall  be  his  heed. 
And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by,"}    This  passage  it 
unnecessary  obscure;  the  meaning  is^  that  when  he  dazzles,  thai 
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Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  sun. 

That  will  not  be  deep-search'd  with  saucy  looks; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won. 

Save  base  authority  from  others'  books. 
These  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven^s  lights. 

That  give  a  name  to  every  fixed  star. 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  shining  nights. 

Than  those  that  walk,  and  wot  not  what  they  are.' 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nou^t  but  fame; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

King.  How  well  he's  read,   to    reason  against 

reading! 
Dum.  Proceeded  well,  to  stop  all  good  proceeding! 
Long.  He  weeds  the  com,  and  still  lets  grow  the 

weeding. 
Blrm.  The  spring  is  near,  when  green  geese  are 

a  breeding. 
Dum.  How  follows  that? 

Biron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time* 

•  Dum.  In  reason  nothing. 
Biron.  Something  then  in  rhyme. 

Long.  Biron  is  like  an  envbus  sneapinff  frost,* 

That  bites  the  first-bom  infents  erf  the  spring. 
Biron.  Well,  say  I  am;  why  should  proud  sum- 
mer boast, 
Before  the  birds  have  any  cause  to  ang? 
Why  should  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Christmas  I  no  more  desire  a  rose,  1 

Than  wish  a  snow  in  May's  new-fangled  shows  ;^  > 
But  like  of  each  thing,  that  in  season  grows.       J 

is,  has  his  eye  made  weak,  hy fixing  his  eye  upon  a  fairer  eye,  that 
fairer  eye  shall  be  his  heed,  his  direction  or  lode-star,  and  give  him 
light  that  tms  blinded  by  it.     Johnson. 

4      ■     sncaping/ro5^]    To  sneap  is  to  check,  to  rebuke. 

5, May  s  new-fan }r led  shows  5]    By  these  shims  the  poet 

means  Maygawe^,  at  which  a  sfioxo  would  be  very  unwelcome  and 
tmexpected.    It  is  only  a  periphrasis  for  May. 
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So  you,  to  study  now  it  is  too  late. 

Climb  o'er  the  house  to  unlock  the  little  gate. 

King.  Well,  sit  you  out  :^  go  home,  Biron ;  adieu ! 

Biron.  No,  my  good  lord;  I  have  sworn  to  stay 
.  with  you: 
And,  though  I  have  for  barbarism  spoke  more. 

Than  for  that  angel  knowlecige  you  can  say. 
Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  swore. 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  SMie ; 
And  to  the  strict'st  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  How  well  this  yielding  rescues  thee  from 
shame! 

Biron.  [Reads^  Item,  That  no  woman  shall  come 
within  a  mile  of  my  court.^^ 
And  hath  this  been  proclaim'd  ? 

Long.  Four  days  ago. 

Biron.  Let's  see  the  penalty. 
[Reads.~\ — On  pain  of  losing  her  tongue.^^ 

Who  devis'd  this  ? 

Long.  Marry,  that  did  I. 

Biron.  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long.  To  fright  them  hence  with  that   dread 
penalty. 

Biron.  A  dangerous  law  against  gentility.^ 

[^Reads.l    Item,  If  any  man  be  seen  to  talk  with 
a  woman  within  the  term  of  three  years,  he  shall  en-- 
dure  such  puhlick  shame  as  the  rest  of  the  court  can 
possibly  devise. — 
This  article,  my  liege,  yourself  must  break; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embassy 
The   French  King's    daughter,    with  yourself    to 
speak, — 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  c6mplete  majesty,— 


• p  sit  you  outil    To  sit  attt,  is  a  term  from  the  card*taUe. 

^  A  dangerous  law  against  gentility.]   or  urbanity. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


898  LOVFS  LABOUR^S  LOST. 

About  surrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  sick,  and  bed-did  father: 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain. 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princess  hither 
King.  What  say  you,  lords  ?  why,  this  was  quite 

forgot. 
Biron.  So  study  evermore  is  over-shot; 
While  it  doth  study  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  should: 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  most, 
*Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire;  so  won,  so  lost. 
King.  We  must,  of  force,  dispense  with  this  de- 
cree; 
She  must  lie  here®  on  mere  necessity. 

Biron.  Necessity  will  make  us  all  forsworn 
Three  thousand  times  within  this  three  yeara* 
Sface: 
For  every  man  with  his  affects  is  born ; 

Not  by  might  master'd,  but  by  special  grace:* 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  shall  speak  for  me, 
I  am  forsworn  on  mere  necessity. — 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  write  my  name : 

[^Subscribes'. 
And  he,   that  breaks  them  in  the  least  de- 
gree. 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  shame: 

Suggestions ^  are  to  others  as  to  me; 
But,  I  believe,  although  I  seem  so  loth; 
I  am  the  last  that  will  last  keep  his  oath. 

• Ke  here  — ]    Means  reside  here,  in  the  same  sense  as  an 

ambassador  is  said  to  lie  leiger. 

^  Not  hi/ might  master'd,  but  bj;  special  grace:'}  Biron,  amidst 
his  extravagancies,  spe^  with  great  justness  against  the  folly  of 
vows.  They  are  made  without  sufficient  regard  to  the  variations 
of  life,  and  are  therefore  broken  by  some  unforeseen  necessity. 
They  proceed  commonly  from  a  presumptuous  confidence,  and  a 
ftlse  estimate  of  human  power.    JoHysox, 

*  Suggettiotts  — ]   Temptations^ 
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But  is  there  no  quick  recreation*  granted? 

King.  Ay,  that  there  is:  our  court,  you  know, 
is  haunted 
With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain; 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fashion  planted. 
That  hath  a  mint  of  phrases  in  his  brain: 
One,  whom  the  musick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravish,  like  enchanting  harmony; 
A  man  of  complements/  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chose  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny: 
This  child  of  fancy,*  that  Armado  hight,^ 

For  interim  to  our  studies,  shall  relate. 
In  high-bom  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  lost  in  the  world's  debate.  1 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I; 
But,  I  protest,  I  love  to  hear  him  lie. 
And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstrelsy.^ 

Biron.  Armado  is  a  most  illustrious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire-new  words,^  fashion's  own  knight. 
Long.  Costard  the  swain,  and  he,  shall  be  our 
sport; 
And,  so  to  study,  three  years  is  but  short.  r 

Enter  Dull,  with  a  letter,  and  Costard. 
Dull.  Which  is  the  duke's  own  person  ?  . 

•  — —  quick  recreation  — "]    lively  sport,  spritely  diversion. 

'  J  man  of  complements,']  Compliment,  in  Shakspeare's  tLtne^ 
did  not  signify,  at  least  did  not  only  signify  verbal  civility,  or 
phrases  of  courtesy,  but,  according  to  its  original  meaning,  th© 
trappings,  or  ornamental  appendages  of  a  character,  in  the  same' 
manner,  and  on  the  same  principles  of  speech  with  accomplishment. 

^T\m  child  of  fancy,]    This fantastick, 

*  That  Armado  hight,]    Who  is  called  Armado. 

^  And  I  will  use  him  for  my  minstyelsy .]  i.  e.  I  will  make  a 
minstrel  of  him,  whose  occupation  was  to  relate  fabulous  stories. 

^  —  fire-new  words,']  i.  e.  words  newly  coined,  new  from 
the  forge.  Fire-new,  new  off  the  irons,  and  the  Scottish  expression 
bren^new,  have  all  the  same  origin. 

\ 
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Biron.  This,  fellow;  What  would'st ? 

Dull.  I  myself  reprehend  his  own  person,  for  I 
am  his  grace's  tharborough:^  but  I  would  see  his 
own  person  in  flesh  and  blood. 

Biron.  This  is  he. 

Dull.  Signior  Arme—Arme— commends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad;  this  letter  will  tell  you  mord. 

CpsL  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching 
me. 

King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 

Biron.  How  low  soever  the  matter,  I  hope  in 
God  for  high  words. 

Long.  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having:^  God  grant 
us  patience! 

Biron.  To  hear?  or  forbear  hearing? 

Long.  To  bear  meekly,  sir,  and  to  laugh  mode- 
rately;  or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron.  Wdl,  sir,  be  it  as  the  style  shall  give  us 
cause  to  climb  in  the  merriness. 

Cost.  The  matter  is  to  me,  sir,  as  concerning 
Jaquenetta.  The  manner  of  it  is,  I  was  taken  with 
the  manner. 

Biron.  In  what  manner? 

Cost.  In  manner  and  form  following,  sir;  aU 
those  three:  I  was  seen  with  her  in  the  manor 
house,  sitting  with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken 
following  her  into  the  park;  which,  put  together,  is 
in  manner  and  form  following.  Now,  sir,  for  the 
manner, — it  is  the  manner  of  a  man  to  speak  to  a 
woman :  for  the  form, — in  some  form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  sir? 


•  — ^  tharhortmgh:']  i.  e.  Thirdhorcmgh,  a  peace  officer^  dlkt 
in  audionty  with  a  headboroogh  or  a  constable. 

^  A  high  hope  for  a  low  Imving:]  Though  you  hope  &r  h^ 
words^  Mid  should  have  them^  it  wUl  be  but  a  low  acquisUioii  at 
4e6t. 

'  ^— —  takm  with  the  maniier.]  i.  e.  in  the  &ct. 
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Cost.  As  it  shall  follow  in  my  correction;  And 
God  defend  the  right] 

King.  Will  you  hear  this  letter  with  attention? 

Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 

Cost.  Such  is  the  simplicity  of  man  to  hearken 
after  the  fiesh. 

King.  [Reads.]  Great  deputy y  the  welkirCs  vice^ 
gerent,  and  sole  dominator  of  Navarre,  my  souPs 
^artKs  God,  and  body^s  fostering  patron, — 

Cost.  Not  a  wwd  of  Costard  yet. 

King.  So  it  is, — 

Cost.  It  may  be  so:  but  if  he  say  it  is  so,  he  is^ 
in  telling  true,  but  so,  so. 

King.  Peace. 

Cost.  —  be  to  me,  and  every  man  that  dares  not 
fight! 

King.  No  words. 

Cost.  —  of  other  men's  secrets,  I  beseech  you. 

King.  So  it  is,  besieged  with,  sable-coloured  melan^ 
choly,  I  did  commend  the  black-oppressing  humour 
to  the  most  wholesome  physich  of  thy  health-giving 
dir;  and,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  betook  myself  to 
walk.  The  time  when  f  About  the  sixth  hour;  when 
beasts  most  graze,  birds  best  peck,  and  men  sit  down 
to  that  nourishment  which  is  called  supper.  So  muck 
for  the  time  when :  Now  for  the  ground  which ;  which, 
I  mean,  I  walked  upon:  it  isycleped  thy  park.  Then 
for  the  place  where;  where,  J  mean,  1  did  encounter 
that  obscene  and  most  preposterous  event,  that  draw^ 
eth  from  my  snow 'W hit e  pen  the  ebon-coloured  ink, 
which  here  thou  viewest,  beholdest,  surveyest,  or 
seest:  But  to  the  place,  where, — It  standeth  north- 
north-east  and  by  east  from  the  west  corner  of  thy 
curiotcS'-knotted  garden.^  There  did  I  see  that  low- 
spirited  swain,  tJiat  ba^  minnow  of  thy  mirth^ 

• -*-^  cifn<)w«-knotted  garden:^  Ancient  gardens  abounded 
with  figures  of  wlucb  the  lines  intersected  each  other  in  many  di** 
rections. 
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Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  unletterd  small-knowing  soul^ 

Cost.  Me. 

King.  — that  shallow  vassal, 

Cost.  Still  me. 

King. — which,  as  J  remember,  hight  Costard, 

Cost.  O  me ! 

King.  — sorted  and  consorted,    contrary  to   thy 
established  proclaimed  edict   aud   continent  canon, 
with — with, — 0  with — biU  with  this  1  passion  to  say 
wherewith, 
i   Cost.  With  a  wench. 

King.  — with  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve, 
a  female ;  or,  for  thy  more  sweet  understanding,  a 
woman.  Him  I  fas  my  ever-esteemed  duty  pricks  me 
on)  have  sent  to  thee,  to  receive  the  meed  of  punish- 
ment,  by  thy  sweet  grace's  officer,  jintony  Dull ;  a 
man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bearing,  and  estima- 
tion. 

Dull.  Me,  an't  shall  please  you ;  I  am  Antony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenetta,  (so  is  the  weaker  vessel 
called,  which  1  apprehended  with  the  aforesaid  swain,) 
1  keep  her  as  a  vessel  of  thy  law'* s  fury  \  and  shall, 
at  the  least  of  thy  sweet  notice,  bring  her  to  trial. 
Thine,  in  all  compliments  of  devoted  and  hearth' 
burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adbiano  de  Armapo. 

Biron.  This  is  not  so  well  as  I  looked  for,  but  the 
best  that  ever  I  heard. 

King.  Ay,  the  best  for  the  worst.  But,  sirrah, 
what  say  you  to  this  ? 

Cost.  Sir,  I  confess  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

'  — —  base  minnow  rf  thy  mirth/]  The  base  mmnaw  of  thy 
mirtb^  is  the  contemptible  little  object  that  contnbutes  to  th}r  en* 
tcrtainment. 
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Cost.  I  do  confess  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but 
little  of  the  marking  of  it. 

King.  It  was  proclaimed  a  year's  imprisonment, 
to  be  taken  with  a  wench. 

Cost.  I  was  taken  with  none,  sir,  I  was  taken 
with  a  damosel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damosel. 

Cost.  This  was  no  damosel  neither,  sir;  she  was 
a  virgin. 

King.  It  is  so  varied  too ;  for  it  was  proclaimed, 
virgin. 

Cost.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity;  I  was 
taken  with  a  maid. 

King.  This  maid  will  not  serve  your  turn,  sir. 

Cost.  This  maid  will  serve  my  turn,  sir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  your  sentence;  You 
uhdll  fast  a  week  with  bran  and  water. 

Cost.  1  had  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and 
porridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado  shall  be  your  keeper.— 
My  lord  Biron,  see  him  delivered  o'er. — 
And  go  we,  lords,  to  put  in  practice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  so  strongly  sworn.— 
[Exeunt  King,  Longaville,  arid  Dumain. 

Biron.  I'll  lay  my  head  to  any  good  man's  hat. 
These  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  scorn.— ^ 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

Cost,  i  suffer  for  the  truth,  sir :  for  true  it  is,  I 
was  taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true 
girl ;  aind  therefore.  Welcome  the  sour  cup  of  pros- 
perity !  Affliction  may  one  day  smile  again,  and  till 
1;hen,  Sit  thee  down,  sorrow  J  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE  II. 
Another  part  of  the  same.    Armado*s  House. 

Enter  Armado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Boy,  what  sign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great 
spirit  grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  sign,  sir,  that  he  will  look  sad. 

Arm.  Why,  sadness  is  one  and  the  self-same 
thing,  dear  imp. 

Moth.  No,  no;  O  lord,  sir,  no. 

Arm.  How  canst  thou  part  sadness  and  melan- 
choly, my  tender  Juvenal?* 

Motfi.  By  a  familiar  demonstration  of  the  work- 
ing, my  tough  senior. 

Arm.  Why  tough  senior?  why  tough  senior? 

Moth.  Why,  tender  Juvenal?  why  tender  juvenal  ? 

Arm.  I  spoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent 
epitheton,  appertaining  to  thy  yoxmg  days,  which 
we  may  nominate  tender. 

Moth.  And  I,  tough  senior,  as  an  appertinent 
title  to  your  old  time,  which  we  may  name  tough. 

Arm.  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Moih.  How  mean  you,  sir;  I  pretty,  and  my 
saying  apt?  or  I  apt,  and  my  saying  pretty? 

Arm.  Thou  pretty,  because  little. 

Moth.  Little  pretty,  because  little?  Wherefore 
apt? 

Arm.  And  therefore  apt,  because  quick. 

Moth.  -Speak  you  this  in  my  praise,  master? 

Arm.  In  thy  condign  praise. 

Moth.  I  will  praise  an  eel  with  the  same  praise. 

Arm.  What?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious? 

*  — —  my  tender  juvenal  ?]    Jucenal  is  youth 
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Moth.  Thai  ai  eel  is  quidk. 

jirm.  I  do  say,  thou  art  quick  in  answers:  Thou 
heate^t  my  blood. 

Moth.  I  am  answered,  sir.  . 

jirm.  I  love  not  to  be  crossed. 

Moth.  He  speaks  the  mere  contrary,  cfostes  love 
not  him.*  [/iside. 

.Arm.  I  have  promised  to  study  three  yeari  with 
"the  duke. 

Moth.  You  may  do  it  in  to  hour,  sir. 

j^rm.  ImpossiUe. 

Moth.  How  many  is  one  thrice  told? 

jirm.  I  am  ill  at  rebko^n^,  it  fitteth  the  spirit  of 
a  tapster; 

Moth.  You  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamester,  sif^ 

jirm.  I  confess  both;  tbey  arelxrth  the  varnisftl 
of  a  complete  man. 

Moth.  Then,  lam^owre,  you  know  how  much  the 
grosis  sum  of  deuce-ace  amounts  ta 

j4rm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Mdth.  Which  the  base  vulgar  do  call,  tHree. 

jirm.  True. 

Moth.  Why,  sir,  is  this  spch  a  piece  of  study  ? 
Now  here  is  three  studied,  ere  youlF  thrice  wink: 
and  how  easy  it  is  to  put  years  to  the  word  three, 
and  study  three  year^  in  two  words,  the  dancing 
horse  will  tell  you.^ 
.   Arm.  A  most  fine  %ure ! 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher.  [Aside. 

Aria.  I  will  hereupon  confess,  I  am  in  love:  and, 
as  it  is  base  for  a  dold^er  tjo  lorve,  so  am  I  in  love  with 
a  base  wench.  If  drawing  my  sword^  against  the 
humour  of  affection  would  deliver  me  from  the  re* 

* crossed  lace  not  kim.']    By  crosses  he  means  money. 

•  —  the  dancing  horse  will  tell  you,"]    Bankes's  horse,  which 
play'd  nuaay  remarl^bfe  pnmks^  and  is  a&ided  to  by  many  wnfers 
contemporary  with  Shakspeai^. 
VOL.  11.  I  I 
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probate  thought  of  it,  I  would  take  desire  prisoner, 
and  ransom  him  to  any  French  courti^  for  a  new 
devised  courtesy.  I  think  scorn  to  sigh;  methinks, 
I  should  out-swear  Cupid  G>mfort  me,  boy:  What 
great  men  have  been  in  love  ? 
^Moth.  Hercules,  master. 

Arm.  Most  sweet  Hercules! — More  authority, 
dear  boy,  name  more;  and,  sweet  my  child,  let 
them  be  men  of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Sampson,  master:  he  was  a  man  of  good 
carriage,^ great  carriage;  for  he  carried  the  town- 
gates  on  his  back,  like  a  porter:  and  he  was  in  love. 

Arm.  O  well-knit  Sampson !  strong-jointed  Samp- 
son !  I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  thou 
didst  me  in  carrying,  gates.  I  am  in  love  too,— 
Who  was  Sampson's  love,  my  dear  Moth  ? 

Moth.  A  woman,  master. 

jirm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  two; 
or  one  ctf  the  four. 

Arm.  Tell  me  precisely  of  what  complexion? 

Moth.  Of  the  sea-water  green,  sir.. 
.   Arm.  Is  that  cnae  of  the  rour  complexions  ? 

Moth.  As  I  have  read,  sir;  and  the  best  of  them 
too. 

Arm.  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers:' 
but  to  have  a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Samp- 
son had  small  reason  for  it.  He,  surely,  affected  her 
for' her  wit. 

Moth.  It  was  so,  sir;  for  she  had  a  green  wit. 

Arm.  My  love  is  most  immaculate  white  and  red. 

Moth.  Most  maculate  thoughts,  master,  arc^ 
masked  under  such  colours. 

Arm.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 

?  Green,  indeed,  is  the  colour  of  kyvers:]    An  allusion  to  jet- 
I0US7,  or  perhaps  to  the  green  willow. 
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Moth  My  father's  wit,  and  my  mother's  tongue, 
assist  me ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child;  most  pretty, 
and  pathetical ! 

'    Moth.  If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red. 
Her  faults  will  ne^er  be  known; 
For  blushing  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale- white  shown : 
Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  you  shall  not  know ; 
For  still  her  cheeks  possess  the  same. 
Which  native  shp  doth  owe.® 
A  dangerous  rhyme,  master,  against  the  reason  of 
white  and  red. 

Arm.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and 
the  Beggar? 

Moth.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  such  a  ballad 
some  three  ages  since:  but,  I  thiiik,  now  'tis  not  to 
be  found;  or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  serve  for 
the  writing,  nor  the  tune. 

Arm.  I  will  have  the  subject  newly  writ  o'er,  that 
I  may  example  my  digression*  by  some  mighty  pre- 
cedent. Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  I 
took  in  the  park  with  the  rational  hind  Costard;  she 
deserves  well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipped;  and  yet  a  better  love  than 
my  master.  [Aside^ 

Arm.  Sing,  boy;  my  spirit  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth.  And  that'«  great  marvel,  loving  a  light 
wench. 

Arm.  I  say,  sing. 

Moth.  Forbear  till  this  company  be  past. 

'  JFhich  native  she  doth  owe.]  i.  e.  of  which  she  is  naturally 
possessed. 

*  — ^  my  digression  — "]  Digression  on  this  occasion  signifies 
the  act  of  going  oul  of  the  right  wa/^  transgression. 

II2 
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Enter  DvLL,  Costard,  and  Jaquenett a. 

Dull.  Sir,  the  duke^s  pleasure  Is,  that  you  keep 
Costard  safe:  and  you  must  let  him  take  no  delight, 
nor  no  penance ;  but  a'  must  fast  three  days  a-week : 
For  this  damsel,  I  must  keep  her  at  the  park;  she  is 
allowed  for  the  day-woman/     Fare  vou  well. 

^rm.  I  do  betray  myself  with  blushing.— Maid. 

Jaq.  Man. 

jirm.  I  will  visit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq.  That's  hereby.* 

jirm.  I  know  where  it  is  situate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wise  you  are ! 

jirnu  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq.  With  that  face  ?^ 

jirm.  I  love  thee. 

Jaq.  So  I  heard  you  say. 

j4rm.  And  so  fetfewelL 

Jaq.  Fair  weather  after  you! 

Dull.  Come,  Jaquenetta,  away. 

[Exeunt  Dull  and  jAau£KSTXA« 

jirm.  Villain,  thou  shalt  fast  for  thy  offences,  ere 
thou  be  pardoned. 

Cost.  Well,  sir,  I  hope,  when  I  do  it,  I  shall  do 
it  on  a  full  stomach. 

jfrm.  Thou  shalt  be  heavily  punished. 

Cost.  I  am  more  boimd  to  ybu,  than  your  fellows, 
for  they  are  but  lightly  rewarded. 

jirm^  Take  away  this  villain;  shut  him  up. 

Moth:  Come,  you  transgressing  slave  ;  away. 

Cost.  Let  me  not  he  pent  up,  sir;  I  will  fast,  be- 
ing loose. 

*  ^^"^for  the  day-woman.]   i.  e.  for  the  dairy^nmd. 

*  Tkafs  hereby.]    i.  e.  ns  it  may  happen^ 

*  With  that  face?}   tliis  cant  phrase  has  oddly  lasted  tiJI  the 
present  time. 
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Moth.  No,  sir;v  that  were  fast  and  loose:  thou 
shalt  to  prison. 

Cost.  Well,  if  ever  I  do  see  the  merry  days  of 
desolation  that  I  have  seen,  some  shall  see — 

Moth.  What  shall  some  see? 

Cost.  Nay  nothing,  master  Mothj  but  what  they 
look  upon.  It  is  not  for  prisoners  to  be  too  silent  in 
their  words;  and,  therefore,  I  will  say  nothing:  I 
thank  Grod,  I  have  as  little  pati^ice  as  aoii^her 
man;  and,  therefore  I  can  be  quiet. 

[ExeuruyioTn  and  Costard. 

Arm.  I  do  affect*  the  very  ground,  which  is  base, 

where  her  shoe,  which  is  baser,  guided  by  her  foot, 

which  is  basest,  doth  tread.    I  shall  be  forsworn, 

(which  IS  a  great  argument  of  falshood,)  if  I  love; 

And  how  can  that  be  true  love,  which  is  falsely  at-- 

tempted?  Love  is  a  familiar;  love  is  a  devil:  there 

is  no  evil  angel  but  love.    Yet  Sampson  was  so 

tempted;  and  he  had  an  excellent  strength :  yet  was 

Solomon  so  seduced;  and  he  had  a  very  good  wit, 

Cupid's  butt-shaft^  is  too  hard  for  Hercules*  club, 

and  therefore  too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier, 

The  first  and  second  caus^  will  not  serve  my  turn; 

the  passado  he  respects  not,  the  duello  he  regards 

not:  his  disgrace  is  to  be  called  boy;  but  his  glory 

is,   to  subdue  men.    Adieti,  valour!   rust,  rapier  I 

be  still,  drum!  for  your  manager  is  in  love;  yea, 

he  loveth.  Assist  me  some  extemporal  god  of  rhyme, 

for,  I  am  sure,  I  shall  turn  sonneteer.    Devise  wit| 

write  pen;  for  I  am  for  whole  volumes  ii>  fojio. 

[Exit., 

*  —  t^ect  -W-]    i.  e.  love. 

•  — *-  butt.«Aa^  — ]    i.  e.  an  anrow  to  shoot  at  butls  with. 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  L  Another  part  of  the  same.     A  Pavilion 
and  Tents  at  a  distance. 

Enter  the  Princess  of  France,  Rosaline,  Maria, 
Katharine^  Boyet,  Lordsy  and  other  Attend- 
ants • 

Boyet.  Now,  madam,   summon  up  your  deaitst 

spirits:^ 
G)nsider  who  the  king  your  father  sends; 
To  whom  he  sends;  and  what's  his  embassy: 
Yourself,  held  precious  in  the  world's  esteern; 
To  parley  with  the  sole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfections  that  a  man  may  owe. 
Matchless  Navarre;  the  plea  of  no  less  weight 
Than  Aquitain ;  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace. 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear. 
When  she  did  starve  the  general  world  beside. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Prir^  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but 

mean. 
Needs  not  the  painted  flourish  of  your  praise; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye, 
Not  utter'd  by  base  sale  of  chapmen's  tongues: 
I  am  less  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth. 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wise 
In  spending  your  wit  in  the  praise  of  mine. 
But  now  to  task  the  tasker,— Good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all-telling  fame 

•  —  your  dearest  spirits:']  Dear,  in  our  avithor*s  language, 
has  many  shades  of  meaning.  In  the  present  mstance  and  the 
next^  it  appears  to  signify-^)e«^^  most  ptnverjtd.    Stbbvens. 
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Ddtli  noise  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  yow^ 
Till  painful  study  shall  out-wear  three  years. 
No  woman  may  approach  his  silent  court: 
Ther^bre  to  us  seemeth  it  a  needful  course. 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  his  pleasure;  and  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worthiness/  we  single  you 
As  our  best-moving  fair  solidtor : 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 
On  serious  business,  craving  quick  despatdi, 
Imp6rtunes  personal  conference  with  his  grace. 
Haste,  signify  so  much ;  while  we  attend. 
Like  humbly-visag'd  suitors,  his  high  will. 

Boyet.  fi-oud  of  employment,  willin^y  I  go. 

[Exit. 

Prin.  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  vour*s  is  so.-^ 
Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords. 
That  are  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke? 

1  Lord.  LongaviUe  is  one. 

Prin.  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  know  him,  madam;  at  a  marriage  feast, 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beauteous  heir 
Of  Jaques  Falconbridge  solemnized. 
In  Normandy  saw  I  this  LongaviUe: 
A  man  of  sovereign  parts  he  is  esteemed; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms: 
Nothing  becomes  him  ill,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  soil  of  his  fair  virtue's  gloss, 
(If  virtue's  gloss  will  stain  with  any  soil,)    . 
Is  a  sharp  wit  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will; 
Whose  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whose  will  still  wills 
It  should  none  spare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry  mocking  lord,  belike;  is'tso? 

Man  They  say  sq  most,  that  most  his  humours 
know, 

?  Bold  qf  yoiar  wortUmeuH   i.  6.  amfident  of  it* 
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Prin.  Such  shortrliv'il  vits  do  witber  zb  Ihejr 
grcwr. 
Who  are  the  rest? 

Kaih..  The  ydung  Domain,  a  wdl-aecDmidish^d 
youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  lowe  for  virtue  lov'dr 
Most  power  to  do  most  harm,  least  kiiQwiQg  ill ; 
For  he  hath  wit  to  make  an  ill  shape  good. 
And  shape  to  win  gi^ce  though  he  h^d  no  wit 
I  saw  him  at  the  di^  Alenqon*s  once; 
And  much  too  little^  oi  that  good  I  8«w> 
Is  my  report,  to  his  great  worthiness. 

Bos.  Another  of  thes^  students  at  that  time 
Was  there  with  hin^ :  if  I  liave  heard  a  truth, 
Biron  they  call  him ;  but  a  merrier  man. 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirtb, 
I  never  spent  an  hour^s  talk  withal: 
His  eye  begets  occasion  for  his  wit; 
For  every  object  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
TTie  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jest; 
Which  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expositor,) 
Delivers  in  such  apt  and  gracious  words. 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  ravished; 
So  sweet  and  voluble  is  his  discourse. 

Prin.  God  bless  my  ladies  !  are  they  all  in  love; 
That  eveiy  6ne  her  own  hath  garnished 
With  such  bedecking  ornaments  of  praise? 

Mar.  Here  comea  Boyet 

Re-enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Now,  what  admittance,  Iwd? 

Boyet.  Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  ai^)roacb; 

•  And  much  too  little,  &c.]    i.  e.  And  my  report  of  the  good  I 
8aw>  is  much  too  Iktle  comjHrrad  to  liii  gMttt  w«1iitQes8« 
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And  he^  and  his  competitors  in  oath^^ 
Wa*e  all  addressed  ^  to  meet  you,  gentle  lady, 
Before  I  came.    Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt^ 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  fields 
(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  besie^  his  courts) 
llian  seek  a  dispensation  for  his  oath^ 
To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  house. 
Here  comes  Navarre.  [The  Ladies  mask. 

Enter  King^  Longaville,  Dumain^  Bibon^  and 

Attendants. 

King.  Fair  princess,  welcome  to  the  court  of 
Navarre. 

Trin.  Fair,  I  give  you  back  again ;  and,  welcome 
I  have  not  yet:  the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high  to 
be  yours;  and  welcome  to  the  wild  fields  too  base  to 
be  mine. 

King.  You  shall  be  welcome,  madam,  to  my  court. 

Prin.  I  will  be  welcome  then;  cpnduct  me  thither. 

King.  Hear  me,  dear  lady ;  I  have  sworn  an  oath. 

Prin.  Our  Lady  help  my  lord !  he'll  be  forsworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin.  Why,  will  shall  break  it;  will,  and  nothing 
else. 

King.  Your  ladyship  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 

Prin.  Were  my  lord  so,  his  ignorance  were  wise. 
Where  ^  now  his  knowledge  must  prove  ignorance. 
I  hear,  your  grace  hath  sworn-out  house-keeping: 
'Tis  deadly  sin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord. 
And  sin  to  break  it: 
But  pardon  me,  I  am  too  sudden-bold; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  beseemeth  me. 
Vouchsafe  to  read  the  purpose  of  my  coi^ning, 


•  — —  con^titon  tit  oath^    i.  e.  confbd^rates. 

'  Were  all  address*d  —5   To  address  b  to  prepare. 

*  Where  — ]    Where  is  here  used  for  whereas. 
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And  suddenly  resolve  me  in  my  suit, 

[^Gives  a  paper. 

Xing.  Madam,  I  will,  if  suddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  You  will  the  sooner,  that  I  were  away; 
For  you'll  prove  peijur'd,  if  you  make  me  stay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 

Ros.  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Brabant  once? 

Biron.  I  know,  you  did. 

Rps.  How  needless  was  it  then 

To  ^k  the  question ! 

Biron.  You  must  not  be  so  quick. 

Ros.  'Tis  *long  of  you  that  spur  me  with  such 
questions. 

Biron.  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  speeds  too  fast,  'twill 
tire. 

Ros.  Not  till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire. 
'  Biron.  What  time  o'  day  ? 

Ros.  The  hour  that  fools  should  ask. 

Biron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mask! 

Ros.  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers ! 

Biron.  And  send  you  many  lovers ! 

Ros.  Amen,  so  you  be  none. 

Biron.  Nay,  then  will  I  be  gone. 

King.  Madam,  your  father  here  doth  intimate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  sum. 
Disbursed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  ^ay,  that  he,  or  we,  (as  neither  have,) 
Received  that  sum ;  yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thousand  more ;  in  surety  of  the  which. 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  restore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unsatisfied. 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fifiir  friendship  with  his  majesty. 
But  that,  it  seems,  he  little  purposeth. 
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For  here  he  dot^i  demand  to  have  repaid 

An  hundred  thousand  crowns ;  and  not  demands. 

On  payment  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns. 

To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain; 

Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal,^ 

And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent. 

Than  Aquitain  so  gelded  as  it  is. 

Dear  princess,  were  not  his  requests  so  far  , 

From  reason's  yidding,  yoiu*  fair  seif  should  make 

A  yielding,  'gainst  some  reason,  in  my  breast, 

And  go  well  satisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin*  You   do    the   king  my  father  too  much 
wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  so  unseeming  to  confess  receipt 
.  Of  that  which  hath  so  faithfully  been  paid. 

King,  I  do  protest,  I  never  heard  of  it ; 
And,  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin.  We  arrest  your  word : — : 

Boyet,  you  can  produce  acquittances. 
For  such  a  sum,  from  special  officers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King.  Satisfy  me  so. 

Boyet.  So  please  your  grace,  the  packet  is  not 
come. 
Where  that  and  other  specialties  are  bound; 
To-morrow  you  shall  have  a  sight  of  them. . 

King.  It  shall  suffice  me :  at  which  interview. 
All  liberal  reason  I  will  yield  unto. 
Mean  time,  receive  such  welcome  at  my  hand. 
As  honour,  without  breach  pf  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthiness : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princess,  in  my  gates; 


* depart  withal,"]   To  depart  and  to  part  were  anciently 

synonymouf. 
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But  here  without  you  shall  be  so-  received. 

As  you  shall  deem  yourself  lodgM  in  my  hearty 

Though  so  denied  rair  harbour  in  my  house. 

Your  own  eood  thoughts  excuse  nie,   and   fare«* 

wdl: 
To-morrow  shall  we  visit  you  again. 
Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  desires  consort  your 

grace! 
King.  Thy  own  wi^  wish  I  thee  in  every  place! 
[^Exeunt  King  and  his  Train. 
Biron.  Lady,  I  will  comniiend  you  to  my  own 

heart. 
Ros.  Tray  you,  do  my  commendations;  I  would 
be  glad  to  see  it 

Biron.  I  would,  you  heard  it  groan* 

Ros.  Is  the  fool  sick  ? 

Biron.  Sick  at  heart. 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 

Biron^  Would  that  do  it  good? 

Ros.  My  phy  sick  says,  L 

Biron.  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye? 

Ros.  No  poynty^  with  my  knife. 

Biron.  Now,  God  save  thy  life  t 

Ros.  And  yours  from  long  living ! 

Biron.  I  cannot  stay  thanksgiving.         [Retiring. 

Dum.  Sir,  I  pray  you,  a  word:  What  lady  is  that 

same? 
Boyet.  The    heir    of    Alenqon,    Rosaline   her 

name. 
Dum.  A  gallant  lady!  Monsieur,  fare  3raiu  wdl. 

[Exit. 
Long.  I  beseech  you  a  word;  What  is  she  m  the 

white? 
Boyet.  A  woman  sometimes,  an  you  ^aw  her  in 
the  light. 

*  Sojtoynt,']   A  negation  bonowed  fix>m  the  French. 
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Long.  Perchsmce^  light  in  the  light:  I  desire  her 

name. 
BoyeL  She  hath  but  one  for  herself;  to  desire 

that,  were  a  shame. 
Long.  Pray  you,  sir,  whose  daughter? 
Boyet.  Her  modier's,  I  have  heard. 
Long:  God's  blessing  on  your  beard! 
Boyet.  Good  sir,  be  not  offended : 
She  is  an  heir  of  Falconbridge. 

Long.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  most  sweet  lady. 

Boyet:  Notimlike,  sir;  that  may  be. 

[^Exit  LoKo. 
Biron.  What's  her  name,  in  the  cap  i 
Boyet.  Katharine,  by  good  hap. 
Biron.  Is  she  wedded,  or  no  ? 
Boyet.  To  her  will,  sir,  or  so, 
Biron.  You  are  welcome,  sir ;  adieu ! 
Boyet.  Farewell  to  me,  sir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

[^Exit  Biron. — Ladies  unmask. 
Mar.  That  last  is  Biron,    the    merry  mad*cap 
lord;  - 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jest. 

Boyet.  .      And  every  jest  but  a  word. 

Prin.  It  was  well  done  of  you  to  take  him  at  his 

wwd. 
Boyet.  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to 

board. 
Mar.  Two  hot  sheeps,  marry ! 
Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  ships.? 

'No  sheep,   sweet  Iamb,    imless  we  feed   on  your 
lips. 
Mar.  You  sheep,  and  I  pasture;  Shall  that  finish 

the  jest?  '  • 

Boyet.  So  yeu  grant  pasture  for  me. 

{Offering  to  kiss  her. 
Jtfar.  ^  Not  so,  gentle  beast; 
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My  lips  art  no  common,  though  several  they  be.^ 

Boyet.  Belonging  to  whom  ? 
'    Man  To  my  fortune  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling:  but,  gentles, 
agree: 
The  civil  war  of  wits  were  mnch  better  used 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men;  for  here  'tis  abused. 

Boyet.  If  my  observation,   (which   very  seldom 
lies,) 
By  the  heart's  still  rhetorick,  disclosed  with  eyes, 
Eteceive  ine  not  now,  Navarre  is  infected. 

Prm.  With  what? 
•    Boyet.  With  that  which  we  lovers  entide,  af- 
fected. 

Prin,  Your  reason  ? 

Boyet.  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their 
retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,  peeping  thorough  d^ire: 
His  heart,  like  an  agate,  with  your  print  impressed^ 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  expressed: 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  sp^kand  not  see,^ 
Did  stumble  with  haste  in  his  eye-sight  to  be; 
All  senses  to  that  sense  did  make  their  repair. 
To  feel  only  looking  on  fairest  of  fair: 
Methought,  all  his  senses  were  lock'd  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  chrystal  for  some  prince,  to  buy; 
Who,  tend'ring  their  own  worth,  from  where  they 

were  glass'd. 
Did  point  you  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pass'd« 

•  My  lips  are  no  cnmmon,  though  several  they  6e.]  A  play  on 
the  word  several,  which^  besides  its  ordinary  signification  ot  sepO' 
rate,  distinct,  likewise  signifies  in  uninclo^  laods^  a^rert^por* 
tion  of  ground  appropriated  to  either  com  or  meadow,  adjoining 
the  common  field.  ' 

^  His  tongue,  all  impatienf  to  sp^k  andnpt  ieCi]  Althoa^  the 
expFession  in  the  text  is  extremely  odd>  I  take  the  sense  of  it  to 
bo  that  his  tongue  envied  the  quickness  of  his  eyes,  and  stro/ve^o  be 
as  rapid  in  its  utterance,  as  they  in  their  perception,     STsivt^s. 
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His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  such  amazes, 
That  all  eyes  saw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes : 
Til  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his, 
An  you  give  him  for  my  sake  but  one  loving  kiss. 
Prin.  Come,  to  our  pavilion:  Boyet  is  dispos'd'— 
Boyet.  But  to  speak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye 
hathdisclos'd: 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye. 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Ros.  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  speak*st 

skilfully. 
Mar.  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,  and  learns  news 

of  him. 
Rbs:  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother;  for  her 

father  is  but  grim. 
Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  niad  wenches  ? 
Mar.  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  you  see  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 
Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.    Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  'Arm ado  and  Moth. 

Arm.  Warble,  child;  make  passionate  my  sense 
of  hearing. 

Moth.   Concolinel ^  \Singing. 

Arm.  Sweet  air! — Go,  tenderness  of  years ;  take 
this  key,  give  enlargement  to  the  swain,  bring  him 
festinatdy  hither;®  I  must  employ  him  in  a  letter  to 
my  love. 

''Concolinel^    Here  is  apparently  a  song  lost:    in  the  dd 
comedies,  the  songs  are  frequently  omitted. 
•  —  festinately  hitker;\    i.  e.  hastily. 
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Moth.  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a 
French  brawl  ?^ 

Arm.  How  meanest  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

Motl^  No,  my  complete  master:  but  to  yvg  off 
a  tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  cmsry  to  it  with  your 
feet,*  humour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye4ids; 
sigh  a  note,  and  sing  a  note;  sometime  through  the 
throat,  as  if  you  swallowed  love  with  singing  love; 
sometime  through  the  nose,  as  if  you  snufied  up 
love  by  smelling  love;  with  your  hat  p^ithouselike, 
o'er  the  shop  of  your  eyes;  with  your  arms  crossed 
on  your  thin  bcUy-doublet,  like  a  rabbit  on  a  spit; 
or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after  the 
old  painting;  and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune, 
but  a  snip  and  away:  These  are  complements,  these 
are  humours;  these  betray  nice  wenches — ^that 
would  be  betrayed  without  these;  and  make  them 
men  of  note,  (do  you  note,  men  ?)  that  most  are 
affected  to  these. 

Arm.  How  hast tiiou  purchased  this  experience? 

Molk.  By  my  penny  of  observation.^ 

Arm.  But  O,— but  O,— 

Moth.  — ^the  hobby-horse  is  forgot. 

Arm.  Callest  thou  my  love,  hobby-horse? 

M>^A.  No,  master;  the  hobby-horse  is  but  a 
colt,  and  your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have 
you  forgot  your  love  I 

Arm.  Almost  I  had. 

Moth.  Negligent  student!  learn  her  by  heart. 

Arm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  master:  all  those  three 
I  will  prove. 

9  -^—  a  French  brafwl?]  A  hrm^l  is  a  kind  of  danoe^  peiluqpi 
what  we  now  call  a  cotillon, 

' canary  to  it  with  your  feet,']    Canary  was  the  name  of 

si  sprititly  nimble  dance. 

^  By  my  penny  of  observation, 1  The  alku^on  is  to  the  ^mout 
old  piece,  called  a  Pennixoorth  of  Wit. 
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Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove? 

Moth.  A  man^  if  I  live;  and  this,  by,  in,  and 
without,  upon  the  instant:  By  heart  you  love  her, 
because  your  heart  cannot  come  by  her :  in  heart  you 
love  her,  because  your  heart  is  in  love  with  her;  and 
out  of  heart  you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that 
you  cannot  enjoy  hen 

Arm.  I  am  all  these  three. 

Moth.  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet 
nothing  at  alL 

Arm.  Fetch  hither  the  swain;  he  must  carry  me 
a  letter. 

Moth.  A  message  well  sympathised ;  a  horse  to  be 
embassador  for  an  assl 

Arm.  Ha,  ha!  what  sayest  thou ? 

Moth.  Marry,  sir,  you  must  send  the  ass  upon 
the  horse,  for  he  is  very  slow-gaited:  But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  short;  away. 

Moth.  As  swift  as  lead,  sir. 

Arm.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  ingenious? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,  and  slow? 

Moth.  Minimi,  honest  master;  or  rather,  master, 
no. 

Arm.  I  say,  lead  is  slow. 
^   Moth.  You  are  too  swift,  sir,  to  say  so: 

Is  that  lead  slow  which  is  fir*d  from  a  gun? 

Arm.  Sweet  smoke  of  rhetorick ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon ;  and  the  bullet,  that*s  he  :-— 
I  shoot  thee  at  the  swain. 

Moth.  Thump  then,  and  I  flee. 

[Exit. 

Arm.  A  most  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  and  free  of 
grace! 
By  thy  favour,  sweet  welkin,  I  must  sigh  in  thy 

face: 
Most  rude  melancholy,  valour  gives  thee  place. 
My  herald  is  return'd. 

VOL.  II.  K  K 
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Re-enter  Moth  and  Costajbld. 

Moth.  A  wonder,  master ;  here's  a  G)stard  broken* 

in  a  shin. 
jirtn.  Some  eni^a,   some  riddle:   come^ — ^thy 

Tenvoy;  ~b<^n. 
CosL  Noegma,  no  riddle,  no  F envoys  no  salve 
in  the  mail,  sir:^  O,  sir,  plantain,  a  plain  plantain; 
no  r envoy y  no  V envoys  no  salve,  sir,  but  a  plantain! 
Arm.  By  virtue,  thou  enforcest  laughter;  thy 
silly  thought,  my  spleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs 
provokes  me  to  ridiculous  smiling:  O,  pardon  me, 
piy  stars!  Doth  the  inconsiderate  take  salve  for 
t envoy y  and  the  word,  P envoy ^  for  a  salve  ?  , 

Moth.  Do  the  wise  think  them  other?   is  not 
r envoy  a  salve?   . 
Arm^  No,  page:  it  is  an  epilogue  or  discourse, 
to  make  plain 
Some  obscure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  sain* 
I  will  example  it: 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral:  Now  the  r envoy. 

Moth.  I  will  add  the  F envoy :  Say  the  moral  agaia 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 

Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three: 

Moth.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door. 

And  stay'd  the  odds  by  adding  four. 


ere* 8  a  Costard  broken  — 1  i.  e.  a  head. 

♦  —  renroyj]  The  V envoy  is  a  term  borrowed  from  the  oM. 
French  poetiy.  It  appeared  always  at  the  head  of  a  feW  con* 
eluding  verses  to  each  piece,  which  either  served  to  convey  the 
mcHBl,  or  to  address  the  poem  to  some  particular  perscm.  It  was 
frequently  adopted,  by  the  ancient  English  writers. 

ft  .....^  no  sake  in  the  mail,  sir:]  What  thb  can  mean,  is  not 
easily  discovered:  if  mail  for  a  packet  or  hag  was  a  word  then  ia 
use,  no  salve  in  the  mail  may  mean,  no  salve  in  the  mountebank'* 
budget.    Or^  perhaps  we  should  r^^^-^o  $aioc  in  them  all^  sir. 

t 
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NtDW  Will  I  begin  your  morale  and  do  you  follow 
with  my  Venvoy. 

Tne  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee. 
Were  still  at  odds,  being  but  three: 
Arm.  Until  the  goose  came  out  of  door. 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.  A  good   r envoy,   ending  in  the  goose; 
Would  you  desire  more? 

Cost.  The  boy  hath  sold  him  a  bargain,  a  goose, 
that^sflatt— . 
Sir,  your  pennyworth  is  good,   an  your  goose  be 

fat.— 
To  sell  a  bargain  well,  is  as  cunning  as  fast  and 

^      looses 
Let  me  see  a  fat  t envoy  \  ay,  that's  a  fat  goose. 
Arm.  Come  hither,  come  hither:  How  did  this 

argument  begin  ? 
Moth.  By  saying  that  a  Costard  was  broken  in  a 
shin. 
Then  caird  you  for  the  V envoy. 

Cost.  True,  and  I  for  a  plantain;  Thus  came  your 
argument  in ; 
Then  the  boy's  fat  T envoy,    the  goose  that  you 

bought; 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm.  But  tell  mie;    how  was  there  a  Costard 
broken  in  a  shin  ? 

Moth.  1  will  tell  you  sensibly. 
Cost.  Thou  hast  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth;  I  will 
speak  that  V envoy. 

I,  Costard,  running  out,  that  was  safely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threshold,  and  broke  my  shin. 
Arm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 
Cost.  Till  there  be  more  matter  in  the  shin. 
^Arm.  Sirrah  Costard,  I  will  enfranchise  thee. 
Cost.  O,  marry  me  to  one  Frances; — ^I  smell  some 
t envoy,  somQ  goose,  in  this. 

K  K  2 
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Arm.  By  my  sweet  soul,  I  mean,  setting  ihee  al 
liberty,  enfreedoming  thy  person;  thou  wert  im* 
mured,  restrained,  c^tivated,  bound. 

Cost.  True,  true;  and  now  you  will  be  my  pur- 
gation, and  let  me  loose. 

Arm.  I  give  Uiee  thy  liberty,  set  thee  from  dur* 
axice;  and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impose  on  thee  nothing 
but  this:  Bear  this  significant  to  the  country  maid 
Jaquenetta:  there  is  remuneration;  [Giving  him 
money ^  for  the  best  ward  of  mine  honour,  is,  re- 
warding my  dq)endents.    Moth,  follow.         [Exit. 

Moth.  Like    the   sequel,   L^ — Sjgnior    Costard, 
adieu. 

Cost.  My  sweet  ounce  of  man's  flesh !  my  incony 
JewlV  [Exit  MoTH» 

Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remune- 
ration !  O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  farthings: 
three  ferthings — ^remuneration. — fVhat^s  the  price  of 
this  inkle?  a  penny : — No,  Til  give  you  a  remunera-^ 
tion:  why,  it  carries  it. — Remuneration! — why,  it 
is  a  fairer  name  than  French  crown.  I  will  never 
buy  and  sell  out  of  this  word. 

Enter  Biron. 

Biron.  O,  my  good  knave  Costard !  exceedingly 
well  met. 

Cost.  Pray  you,  sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon 
may  a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remuneration  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  sir,  half-penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then,  three-farthings-worth  of 
silk. 

Cost.  I  thank  your  worship:  God  be  with  you! 

•  Idke  the  sequel,  J.]  Alluding  to  the  sequel  of  any  atoiy. 
^  —  my  incony  Jew!]  Incony  or  kony  in  the  norths  signifies,, 
fine,  ddicate— as  a  kony  things  a  fine  thing. 
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Biron.  O,  stay,  slave;  I  must  employ  thee: 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  shall  entreat. 
Cost.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  sir? 
Biron.  O,  this  afternoon. 
Cost.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  sir:  Fare  you  well. 
Biron.  O,  thou  knowest  not  what  it  iis. 
Cost.  I  shall  know,  sir,  when  I  have  done  it. 
Biron.  Why,  villain,  thou  must  know  first. 
Cost.  I  will  come  to  your  worship  to-morrow 
morning. 

Biron.  It  must  be  done  this  afternoon.    Hark^ 
slave,  it  is  but  this; — 

The  princess  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park. 
And  ift  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady ; 
When  tongues  speak  sweetly,  then  they  name  her 

name. 
And  Rosaline  they  call  her:  ask  for  her; 
And  to  her  white  hand  see  thou  do  commend 
This  seal*d-up  counsel.     There's  thy  guerdon;*  go. 

[Gives  him  money. 
Cost.  Guerdon, — O  sweet  guerdon !  better  than 
remuneration;  eleven-pence  farthing  better:  Most 
sweet  guerdon ! — I  will' do  it,  sir,  in  print.^ — Guer- 
don— remuneration.  [Exit. 
Biron.  O! — And  I,   forsooth,   in  love!    I,  that 
have  been  love's  whip; 
A  very  beadle  to  a  humorous  sigh ; 
Acritick;  nay,  a  night-watch  constable; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy. 
Than  whom  no  mortal  so  magnificent !  * 
This  wimpled,^  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy; 

•  —  guerdon ;]  i.  e.  reward. 

f  ■  I     in  print,']  i.  e.  exactly,  with  the  utmost  nicety. 
'  —— «o  magnificent!]  L  e.  glort/ing,  boasting. 

*  This  wimpled,]  The  wimple  was  a  hood  or  vel  which  fell  over 
Ihe&ce. 
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This  senior-junior,  giant-dwarf,  Dan  Cuf»d; 

Regent  of  love-rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms. 

The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans, 

Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malcontents, 

Dr^  prince  of  plackets,*  king  of  codpieces, 

Sole  imperator,  and  great  general 

Of  trotting  paritors,*  O  my  little  heart ! — 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field,^ 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoopl* 

What?  I!  I  love!  I  sue!  I  seek  a  wife! 

A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock. 

Still  a  repjuring;  ever  out  of  frame; 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch. 

But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  still  go  right? 

Nay,  to  be  peijur'd,  which  is  worst  of  Si ; 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worst  of  all; 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

With  two  pitch  balls  stuck  in  her  face  for  eyes; 

Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 

Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard; 

And  I  to  sigh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her ! 

To  pray  for  her !  Go  to;  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupid  will  impose  for  my  neglect 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful  little  might* 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  sigh,  pray,  sue,  and  groan; 

Some  men  must  love  my  l^y,  and  some  Joan. 

[Exit, 


*  Dread  prince  of  plackets,]  A  placket  is  a  petticoat. 

^  Cff  trotting  paritors,]  An  apparitor,  or  paritor,  is  an  office 
of  the  Bisliop*s  court,  who  carries  out  citations;  as  dtatioos  are 
most  frequently  issued  for  fornication,  the  paritor  is  put  under 
Cupid*s  government. 

^  And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field,]  A  corporal  of  the  field  wu 
employed  as  an  aide-de-camp  b  now,  in  takine  and  canyipg  to 
and  firo  the  directions  of  the  general,  oc  otl^er  £e  higher  oSoen 
of  the  field. 

^  ^nc/ wear  his  colours  ZiAre  a  tumbler's  hoop !]  Tumblers*  hoqpl 
are  to  this  day  bound  round  with  ribbands  of  various  cobms. 
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ACT   IV. 

SCENE  L   Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  the  Princess^    Rosaline^  Maria>  Katha* 
BiXBy  BoYET,  Lords,  Attendants,  and  a  Forester. 

Prin.  Was  that  the  king,  that  spurr'd  his  horse 
so  hard 
Against  the  steep  uprising  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet.  I  know  not;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he, 

Prin.  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  show'd  a  mountii^ 
mind. 
Well,  lords,  to-day  we  shall  have  our  despatch; 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forester,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bush. 
That  we  must  stand  and  play  the  murderer  in? 

For.  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice; 
A  stand,  where  you  may  make  the  raicest  shoot. 

Prin.  I  thank  my  beauty,  I  am  fair  that  shoot. 
And  thereupon  thou  speak'st,  the  fairest  shoot. 

tor.  Pardon  me,  madam,  fori  meant  not  so. 

Prin.  What,  what?    first  praise  me,  and  again 
say,  no? 
O  short-liv'd  pride!  Not  fair?  alack  for  woe! 

For.  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prin.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now; 

Where  fair  is  not,  praise  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glass,  take  this  for  telling  true; 

[Giving  him  m^ney. 
Fair  pa)rment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

For.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit 

Prin.  See,  see,  my  beauty  will  be  sav'd  by  meriti^ 
O  heresy  in  fair,  fit  for  these  days ! 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  sbml  have  fair  praise.*-** 
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But  come,  the  bow: — ^Now  mercy  goes  to  kill. 

And  shooting  well  is  then  accoimted  ill. 

Thus  will  I  save  my  credit  in  the  shoot: 

Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't; 

If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  show  my  skill. 

That  more  for  praise,  than  purpose,  meant  to  kill. 

And,  out  of  question,  so  it  is  sometimes; 

^Glory  grows  guilty  of  detested  crimes; 

When,  for  fame's  sake,  for  praise,  an  outward  part^ 

We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart: 

As  I,  for  praise  alone,  now  seek  to  spill 

The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

BoyeU  Do  not  curst  wives  hold   that  self-sove- 
reignty 
Only  for  praise'  sake,  when  they  strive  to  be 
Lords  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin.  Only  for  praise:  and  praise  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  subdues  a  lord. 

Enter  Costard. 

Prin.  Here  comes  a  member  of   the  commonr- 

wealth. 
Cost.  GoA  dig-you-den'  all!    Pttiy  you,  which  15 
the  head  lady? 

.    Prin.  Thou  shalt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  rest 
that  have  no  heads. 

Cost.  Which  is  the  greatest  lady,  the  highest? 
Prin.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest. 
Cost.  The  thickest,  and  the  tallest !  it  is  so ;  truth 
is  truth. 
An  your  waist,  mistress,  were  as  slender  as  my  wit, 
Oneof  these  maids'  girdles  for  your  waist  should  befit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman?  you  are  the  thicket 
here. 

'  God  dif-ym^den-^l   A  anrtiptioQ  d^-^xod  gkc  jfom  gooi 
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•    Prin.  What's  your  will,  sir?  what's  your  will ? 

Cost.  I  have  a  letter  from  monsieur  Biron,  to  one 
lady  Rosaline. 
.  Prin.  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter;  he's  a, good  friend 

of  mine: 
Stand  aside,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve; 
Break  up  this  capon.® 

Boyet.  I  am  bound  to  serve. — 

This  Tetter  is  mistook,  it  importeth  none  here; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  swear: 

Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Boyet.  [Reads.]  By  heaven,  that  thou  art  fair, 
is  most  infallible  \  true,  that  thou  art  beauteous  i 
truth  itself  that  thou  art  lovely:  More  fairer  than 
fair,  beautiful  than  beauteou^s;  truer  than  truth  it- 
self have  commiseration  on  thy  heroical  vassal/ 
The  magnanimous  and  most  illustrate  king  Cophe* 
tua  set  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate  beggar 
Zenelopnon ;  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  say, 
veni,  vidi,  vici;  which  to  anatomize  in  the  vulgar ^ 
(0  base  and  obscure  vulgar!)  videlicet,  he  came^ 
iaw,  and  overcame:  he  came,  one;  saw,  two;  over- 
came, three.  Who  came?  the  king;  fVhy  did  he 
come?  to  see;  Why  did  he  see?  to  overcome:  To 
whom  came  he?  to  the  beggar;  What  saw  he?  the 
beggar;  Who  overcame  he?  the  beggar:  The  con- 
clusion is  victory;  On  whose  side?  the  king^s:  the 
captive  is  enriched;  On  whose  side?  the  beggars: 
The  catastrophe  is  a  nuptial;  On  whose  side?  The 
hinges?' — no,  on  both  in  one,  or  one  in  both.  I  am 
the  king;  for  so  stands  the  comparison:  thou  the 
beggar;  for  so  witnesseth  thy  lowliness.  Shall  I 
command  thy  love?  I  may:  Shall  I  enforce  thy  love? 

*  Break  up  fids  capon J\  i.  e.  open  this  letter.'  Our  poet  uses 
llus  metaphor,  as  the  French  do  their  poti/e^;  which  signifies  both 
a  young  fowl  and  a  love-letten 
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/  could:  Shall  I  entreat  thy  lave?  I  will,  ffluii 
shalt  thou  exchange  for  rags?  robes;  For  tittles, 
titles;  For  thyself ^  me.  Thus,  expecting  thy  reply, 
I  profane  my  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pic^ 
ture,  and  Tjiy  heart  on  thy  every  part. 

Thine,  in  the  dearest  design  of  industry, 
Don  Adbiano  bs  Armaikk 

Thus  dost  thou  hear  the  Nemean  lion  roar 

'Gainst  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  standest  as  his  prey; 
Submissive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play : 
But  if  thou  strive,  poor  soul,  what  art  thou  then? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repasture  for  his  den. 

Prin.  What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited 
this  letter? 
What  vane?  what  weather-cods: ?  did  you  ever  hear 
better? 

Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remember  the 
style. 

Prin.  Else  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  itere- 
whUe.^ 

Boyet.  This  Armado  is  a  Spaniard,  thai  keeps 
here  in  court; 
A  phantasm,  a  Monarcho,  and  one  that  makes  sport 
To  the  prince,  and  his  book-mates. 

Prin.  Thou,  fellow^  a  word; 

Who  gave  thee  this  letter? 

Cost.  I  told  you ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  shouldst  thou  give  it? 

Cost.  From  my  lord  to  my  lady* 

Prin.  From  which  lord,  to  which  lady  ? 

Cost.  From  my  lord  Biron,  a*good  master  of  mine  ; 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  cajl'd  Rosaline. 

^  ■        ereahUeJ\  Just  now  ^  a  little  while  ago. 
^  »—  a  M<»iarckoi]  The  allusion  is  toa  ^tastical  charactered 
the  time. 
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Prin:  Thou  hast  mistaken  his  letter.  Q)me,  lords, 
away. 
Here,  sweet,  put  up  this;  'twill  be  thine  another 
day.  \_Exit  Princess  and  Train. 

BoyeU  Who  is  the  suitor?  who  is  the  suitor? 
Ros.  Shall  I  teach  you  to  know? 
Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 
Ros.  Why,  she  that  bears  the  bow. 

Finely  put  off! 
Boyet.  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns;  but,  if  thou 
marry. 
Hang  me  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mis- 
carry. 
Finely  put  on! 

Ros.  Well  then,  I  am  the  shooter. 
Boyet.  And  who  is  your  deer? 

Ros.  If  we  choose  by  the  horns,  yourself:  come 
near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed! — 

Mar.  You  still  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  she 

strikes  at  the  brow. 
Boyet.  But  she  herself  is  hit  lower:  Have  I  hit 

her  now? 
Ros.  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  saying, 
that  was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a 
little  boy,  as  touching  the  hit  it  ? 

Boyet.  So  I  may  answer  thee  with  one  as  old, 
that  was  a  woman  when  queen  Guinever^  of  Britain 
was  a  little  wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Ros.  Thou  canst  not  hit  it,  hit  it,  hit  it,  [Singing. 

Thou  canst  not  hit  it,  my  good  man. 
3oyet.  ^n  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot. 
An  I  cannot,  another  can. 

[Exeunt  Ros^  and  Kath. 


^  ff-^^  queen  Cruinever — ']    This  was  king  Arthur's  queen,  not 
over  &mou8  tor  fidelity  to  her  husband* 
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Cost.  By  my  troth,  most  pleasant  •  how  both  did 

lit  it! 
Mar.  A  mark  marvellous  well  shot;  for  they  both 

did  hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark!    O,    mark  but  that  mark;    A 
mark,  says  my  lady ! 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in*t,  to  mete  at,  if  it  maybe. 
Mar.  Wide  o'  the  bow  hand!^  Ffaith  your  hand 

is  out. 
Cost.  Indeed,  a'  must  shoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er 

hit  the  clout.* 
Boyet.  An  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike  your 

.  hand  is  in. 
Cost.  Then  will  she  get  the  upshot  by  cleaving 

the  pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greasily,*  your  lips 

grow  foul. 
Cost.  She's  too  hard  for  you  at  pricks,  sir;  c^l-  - 

lenge  her  to  bowl. 
Boyet.  I  fear  too  much  rubbing;    Grood  night, 
my  good  owl. 

[Exeunt  Boyet  and  Maria. 

Cost.  By  my  soul,  a  swain!  a  most  simple  clown! 

Lord,  lord !  how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down! 

O'  my  troth,  most  sweet  jests !  most  incony  vulgar 

wit! 
When  it  comes  so  smoothly  off^  so  obscenely,  as  it 

were,  so  fit. 
Armatho  o'  the  one  side, — O,  a  most  dainty  man  I 
To  see  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan! 
To  see  him  kiss  his  hand !  and  how  most  sweetly  a' 
will  swear! — 


*  Wide  0*  the  bow  handle    i.  e.  a  good  deal  to  the  left  of  the 
fnark;  a  term  still  retained  in  modern  archery. 

4 the  clout.]    The  clout  was  the  white  mark  at  which 

4Vchers  took  aim.    The  pin  was  the  wooden  nail  that  uphdd  it* 

*  ■        you  talk  greasily,]    i.  e.  grossly. 
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And  his  page  o'  t*  otheir  side,  that  handful  of  wit! 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  most  pathetical  nit ! 
Sola^  sola !  •  [^Shouting  within* 

l^Exit  CosTXBJ),  running. 


SCENE  IL 
The  samem 

Enter  Holopernes,^  Sir  Nathaniel,  and  Dull. 

Nath.  Very  reverent  sport,  truly;  and  done  in 
the  testimony  of  a  good  conscience. 

Hoi.  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  in  sanguis^"^ 
blood;  ripe  as  a  pomewater,'  who  now  hangeth  like 
a  jewel  in  the  ear  of  coeloy — the  sky,  the  welkin, 
the  heaven;  and'  anon  falleth  like  a  crab,  on  the 
face  of  terra, — ^the  soil,  the  land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  master  Holofemes,  the  epithets  are 
sweetly  varied,  like  a  scholar  at  the  least:  But,  sir, 
I  assure  ye,  it  was  a  buck  of  the  first  head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,  hand  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  haud  credo;  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Most  barbarous  intimation!  yet  a  kind  of 
insinuation,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explica- 
tion; facere,  as  it  were,  replication,  or,  rather, 
ostentare,  to  show,  as  it  were,  his  inclination, — after 
his  undressed,  unpolished,  uneducated,  unpruned, 
untrained,  or  rather  unlettered,  or,  ratherest,  un- 
confirmed fashion,-^to  insert  again  my  haud  credo 
for  a  deer. 


*  Enter  Holofemes,]  By  Holofomes  is  designed  a  pedant  and 
Bchoolmaster  of  our  author's  time,  one  John  Florio,  a  teacher  of 
the  Italian  tongue  in  London,  who  has  given  us  a  sniall  dictionaiy 
of  that  language  under  the  title  of  A  World  qf  Words, 

^ ripe  as  a  pomewater,]    A  species  of  apple  formerly  much 

esteemed.    Mdut  Carbonaria. 
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Dull.  I  said,  Hie  deer  W3S  not  a  hand  credo;  *twai 
a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Twice  sod  simplicihr^  bis  cocttcsf — O  thott 
monster  ignorance,  how  detormed  dost  thou  look! 

Nath.  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it 
were;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink:  his  intellect  is  not 
replenished;  he  is  only  an  animal,  only  sensible  in 
the  duller  parts ; 
And  such  barren  plants  are  set  before  us,  that  we 

thankful  should  be 
(Which  we  of  taste  and  feeling  are)  for  those  parts 

that  do  fructify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vain,  indiscreet, 

or  a  fool. 
So,  were  there  a  patch®  set  on  learning,  to  see  him 

in  a  school : 
But,  omne  bene^  say  I;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind. 
Many  can  brook  the  weather y  that  love  not  the  wind. 
Dull.  You  two  are  book-men :  Can  you  tell  by 
your  wit. 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain'9  birth,  that^s  not 
five  weeks  old  as  yet  ? 
HoL  Dictynna,  good  man  Dull;  Dictynna,  good 
man  Dull. 

Dull.  What  is  Dictynna? 
Nath.  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon^ 
,   Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam 

was  no  more ; 
And  raught  not^  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to 

fivescore. 
The  allusion  holds  in  the  exchange.^ 

Dull.  Tis  true  indeed;  the  collusion  holds  in  the 
exchange. 

•  — —  a  patch  — ^3    Fatch,  or  low  fellow. 

•  And  raught  not  — ']    i.  e.  reached  not. 

^  The  aJhmon  holds  in  the  exchangeJ]    i.  e.  the  riddle  b  as  good 
vhen  I  use  the  name  of  Adam^  39  when  I  use  the  name  of  Qm* 
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HoL  God  comfort  thy  capacity!  I  say,  the  allu- 
sion holds  in  the  exchange. 

Dull.  And  I  say  the  pollusion  holds  in  the  ex- 
change; for  the  moon  is  never  but  a  month  old: 
and  I  say  beside,  that  'twas  a  pricket  that  the  prin- 
cess kill'd. 

JHol.  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  you  hear  an  extemporal 
epitaph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour 
the  ignorant,  I  have  cali*d  the  deer  the  princess  kill'd, 
a  pricket. 

Nath.  PergCy  good  mast^  Holofernes,  perge; 
so  it  shall  please  you  to  abrogate  scurrility. 

Jflol.  I  will  sotnethirig  affect  the  letter;*  for  it 
argues  facility. 

Tne  praisejul  princess  piercd  and  pricked  a  pretty 
pleasing  pricket ; 

Some  say^  a  sore  ;  but  not  a  sore^  till  now  made 
sore  with  shooting. 
The  dogs  did  yell;  put  I  to  sore^  then  sorel  jumps 
from  thicket ; 

Or  pricket  J  sore,  or  else  sorel;  the  people  Jail  a 
hooting. 
If  sore  be  sore,  then  L  to  sore  makes Jifty  sores ;  O 

sore  L! 
Of  one  sore  I  an  hundred  make,  by  adding  but  one 
more  L. 

Nath.  A  rare  talent! 

Dull.  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws 
him  with  a  talent.^ 

Hoi.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  simple,  simple ; 
a  foolish  extravagant  spirit,  full  of  forms,  figures, 
shapes,  objects,  ideas,  apprehensions,  motions,  re- 
volutions: these  are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  me- 
mory, nourished  in  the  womb  of  pia  mater;  and 

A affect  the  letter;']    lliat  is,  I  will  pi^actise  alliteration. 

'  ..       claws  him  with  a  talent. 1    i.  e.  flatters  him. 
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deliverM  upon  the  mellowing  of  occasion:  But  the 
gift  is  good  in  those  in  whom  it  is  acute^  and  I  am 
thankfi2  for  it. 

Nath.  Sir,  I  praise  the  Lord  for  you;  and  so  may 
my  parishioners;  for  their  sons  are  well  tutor'd  by 
you,  and  their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  undar 
you:  you  are  a  good  member  of  the  common- 
wealth. 

Hoi.  Meherclcy  if  their  sons  be  ingenious,  they 
shall  want  no  instruction:  if  their  daughters  be  ca- 
pable, I  will  put  it  to  them:  But,  vir  sapit,  qui 
pauca  loquitur:  a  soul  feminine  saluteth  us. 

Enter  JAauENSTTA  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  give  you  good  morrow,  master  person. 

HoL  Master  person, — quasi  pers-on.  And  if  one 
should  be  pierced,  which  is  the  one  ? 

Cost.  Marry,  master  schoolmaster,  he  that  is 
likest  to  a  hogshead. 

HoL  Of  piercing  a  hogshead!  a  good  lustre  of 
conceit  in  a  turf  of  earth;  fire  enough  for  a  flint, 
pearl  enough  for  a  swine:  *tis  pretty;  it  is  well. 

Jaq.  Good  master  parson,  be  so  good  as  read  me 
this  letter ;  it  was  given  me  by  Costard,  and  sent  me 
from  Don  Armatho:  I  beseech  you,  read  it. 

Hoi.  Fauste,  precor  gelidd  quando  pecus  omne 
sub  umbrd 
Ruminat, — ^and  so  forth.     Ah,  good  old  Mantuan! 
I  may  speak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice: 

Finegia,  Finegia, 
Chi  non  te  vede^  ei  non  te  pregia. 

Old  Mantuan!  old  Mantuan!  Who  understandeth 
thee  not,  loves  thee  not. — Ut^  re,  sol,  la,  mi,  fa.-^ 
Under  pardon,  sir,  what  are  the  contents?  or,  rather, 
as  Horace  says  in  his — ^What,  my  soul,  verses? 
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NafK.  Ay,  air,  and  very  leoroerf* 
pol.  Let  pae  hp^^  ata^,  a  ^Upza^  ^  verSe f  Xie^^ 
domine. 

Nqth.  If  love  make  me  forsworn,  hov  sh^l  I 
swear  to  love  ? 
^  Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,   if  not  to  beauty 
vowed! 
Though  jt9  myself  forsworn,   to  thee  I'V^  faithfuji 
prove; 
Those  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like 
osiers  bowed. 
.    Study  his  bias  leaver,  and  msj^es  his  book  thine 
eyes ; 
Where  all  tho«e  pleasures  live,  that  arlt  woul^ 
comprehend: 
J^  koowledge  be  ti^e  m^,  to  know  thee  shall 
suffice; 
Well  learned  ^s  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee 
commend: 
All  ignorant  that  soul,  that  sees  thee  without 
wonder) 
(Whjich  is  to  me  some  praise,  that  I  thy  parts 
admire;) 
Thy  eye  Jove's  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his 
dreadful  thunder, 
Which^  not  to  anger  bent,  is  musick,  and  sweet 
fire. 
Celestial,  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this.wrone, 
T^t  aings  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  earthly 

rtonguei 
HqL  You  find  not  the  apostrophes,  and  so  n^s 
the  accCiit:  let  me  supervise  the  canzonet.  Here 
are  only  numbers  ratified;  but,  for  the  ekgancy, 
facility,  and  golden  cadence  of  poesy,  caret.  Ovi- 
nias Naso  was  the  ma^:  and  why,  indeed,  Naso; 
»but  /or  smelling  out  the  odoriferous  flowers  of  fan- 
cy, the  jerks  of  invention?  Jmitai%  is  nothing:  .so 

YOL.  lu  L  u 
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doth  the  hound  his  master,  the  ape  his  keeper,  the 
tired  horse*  his  rider.  But  damosella  virgin,  was 
this  directed  to  you  ? 

Jaq.  Ay,  sir,  from  one  Monsieur  Biron,*  on6  of 
the  strange  aueen's  lords. 

Hoi.  I  will  overglance  the  superscript.  To  the 
^now-white  hand  of  the  most  beauteous  Lady  Rosa- 
linen  I  will  look  agsun  on  the  intellect  of  the  letter, 
for  the  nomination  of  the  party  writing  to  the  perscm 
written  unto: 

Your  Ladyship's  in  all  desired  employment,  Bibok. 
Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with 
the  king;  and  here  he  hath  framed  a  letter  to  a  se- 
quent of  the  stranger  queen's,  which,  accidentally^ 
or  by  the  way  of  progression,  hath  miscarried. — ^Tnp 
ai^  go,  my  sweet;  deliver  this  paper  into  the  royal 
hand  of  the  king;  it  may  concern  much:  Stay  not 
thy  compliment;  I  forgive  thy  duty;  adieu. 

Jaq.  Good  Costard  go  with  me.— -Sir,  God  save 
your  life! 

Cost.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl. 

[^Exeunt  Cost,  and  Jaq. 

Nath.  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God, 
very  religiously;  and,  as  a  certain  father  saith 

Hoi.  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  co- 
lourable colours.^  But,  to  return  to  the  verses; 
bid  tiiey  please  you,  sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

Hot.  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain 
pupil  of  mine;  where  if,  before  repast,  it  shall 
please  you  to  gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will, 

^  —  the  tired  horse — ^]  The  tired  horse  was  the  horse  adorned 
with  ribbands, — ^The  femous  Bankes's  horse  so  often  alluded  to. 

*  jly,  sir,  from  one  Mofisieur  Biron,']  Shakspeare  forgot  himself 
in  this  passage.  Jaquenetta  knew  nothing  of  Biron,  and  had  said, 
just  before,  dart  the  letter  had  been  *'  sent  to  her  from  Don 
Armatho,  and  given  to  her  by  Costard/* 

^'        colourable  colours."]  i.  e.  specious  ai^)earances. 
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^n  my  privily  I  luive  with  the  parents  of  die  {ore^ 
said  child  or  pupil^  undertake  your  ben  venutoi 
where  I  will  prove  those  verses  to  be  very  unlearned^ 
lather  savouring  of  poetry,  wit,  nor  invention:  I 
beseech  your  societv. 

Nath  And  thank  you  too:  for  society,  (saith  the 
text,)  is  the  happiness  of  life. 

Hoi.  And,  certes,^  the  text  most  infallibly  oon* 
dudes.it. — Sir,  [7b  Dull.]  I  do  invite  you  too; 
you  shall  not  say  me,  nay:  pauca  verba.  Away; 
the  gentles  are  at  their  game,  and  we  will  to  our  re- 
creation. [ExeufU. 

SCENE  III. 

Another  part  of  the  mme. 

Enter  Biron,    with   a  paper. 

Biron.  The  king  he  is  hunting  the  deer;  I  am 
<M)ursing  myself:  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil ;  I  am  toil- 
ing in  a  pitch;®  pitch  that  defiles;  defile!  a  foul 
word.  Well,  Set  thee  down,  sorrow !  for  so  they 
say,  the  fool  said,  and  sO'  say  I,  and  I  the  fdoL 
Well  proved,  wit!  By  the  lord,  this  love  is  as  mad 
asAjax:  it  kills  sheep;  it  kills  me,  I  a  sheep:  Well 

E roved  again  on  my  side!  I  will  not  love:  if  I  do, 
ang  me;  i'faith,  I  will  not.  O,  but  her  eye,— 4)y 
this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her; 
yes,  for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  I  do  nothing  in  the 
world  bat  lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven,  I 
do  love:  and  it  hath  taught  me  to  rhyme,  and  to  be 
melancholy;  and  here  is  part  of  i;ny  rhyme,  and  here 
my  melancholy.    Well,  she  hath  one  9'  my  sonnets 

^  —  ccrtes,]  i.  e.  certainly,  in  trath. 

•  —  J  am  tailing  in  a  pitch-]  AllucUng  to  lady  Rosaline's 
complexion^  who  is  through  the  wluDle  f^y  xepresente^  as  a  black 
beauty. 

LL2 
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tkmiyi  fhedMm  bote  it^  the  foot  seat  tt^  and  tib 
ladjr  hath  it:  sweet  down,  sweeter  fool^  iwveetest 
ltdf\  By  the  worlds  I  wonU  not  care  a  ma  if  the 
t>ther  three  were  in:  Here  oomes  <me  wim  a  paper; 
God  give  him  grace  to  groan!    [Ghs  up  into  airec^ 

Enter  the  King^  with  m  paper. 

King.  Ah  me! 

Biron.  LAside.^  Shot,  hy  heaven  !—JPi»cee4^ 
isweet  Ci^pid;  thou  liast  thump'd  him  with  thy  bird- 
holt  tiijder  the  left  pap: — ^I*faith  secrets.— 

King.  [Reads.]  So  sweet  a  kiss  the  golden  sun 
gives  not 

To  those  fresh  mbming  drops  upon  the  rose, 
As  thy  eye-heams^  4vhen  their  ^fi^h  rjtiys  have  smot^ 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows: 
Nor  shines-ihe^lver  moon  qw  haff  S0  bright 

Through  the  transparent  bosom  qf  the  deep, 
^As  doth  thy  fade  through  tears  of  mine  give  lijghtj^ 

Thou  shin* St  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep: 
No  dfop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee. 

So  Hdest  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe; 
i^o  but  behold  the  tears  that  swell  in  me, 

And  they  thy  glory  through  thy  grief  wUlshmi 
^ut  do  not  love  thyself;  then  thou  wilt  keep 
'M^  tears  for  glasses,  and  still  make  me  weep. 
0  queen  of  queens,  hqw  far  dost  thou  excel/ 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell.'^ 

How  sliall  ^  know  my  gri^s  ?  FU  drop  the  p£^4 
Sweet  leaves^  shade  folly.    Who  is  he  comes  here? 

[Steps  asid^ 

Enter  X»ongavili.e,  wiih  a  paper. 

What,  Longaville!  and  reading!  listen,  ear. 
Biron.  Now,  in  thy  likeness,  one  more  fool,  q>* 
pearl  [Jbide. 

t 
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t^ong.  Ah  me!  I  am  forsworn. 
Birofu  Why,  he  comes  in  like  a  p^jore/  wearing 
papers.  [jiside. 

King.  In  love,  I  hope;  Sweet  fellowship  in  shame ! 

[Aside. 
Biron,  Onedrankard  loves  another  of  the  name, 

[jindem 
Longn  Am  I  the  first  that  hive  been  peijur  d  so  ? 
Biron.  [jiside.']    I  oould  put  thee  in  comfort  j 
not  by  two,  that  I  know: 
Thou  tnak*st  the  triumviry,  tiie  comers-cap  of  so* 

ciety. 
The  shape  of  love's  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  simpli- 
city^ 
Long,  I  fear,  these  stubborn  lines^lack  power  to 
move: 
O  sweet  Maria,  empress  of  rpy  love! 
These  numbers  will  I  tear,  aiid  write  in  prose. 
Biron.  [Asid^^  O,  rhymes  are  guards  on  wanton 
*  Cupid'sTiose: 
Pisfigure  not  his  slop.^ 

Long.  This  same  shall  go. — 

[He  reads  the  sonnet, 
^idnot  the  heavenly  rhetor ick  of  thine  eye 

(* Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot   hold  argu- 
ment,) 
Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury? 

Vows  J  for  thee  broke,  deserve  not  punishment, 
jl  woman  J  forswore;  but,  Itvillprove, 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  thee: 
My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love*. 

Thy  grace  being  gaind,  cures  all  disgrace  in 
me. 

9  ««««  ^g  comes  in  like  a  perjure/]  The  punishoMOt  of  peij<tf)r 
Is  to  wear  CO  tbe  breait  a  mp^  ^^veiaii^  the  dtene^ 

^  Di^menat  his  filop.J  This  aUodef  to  the  mud  tairdr^  dittt 
«f  Cupul,  wbeo he  a^eafiedoa  the«li[|;e* 
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Fbws  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  J8.\ 
Then  thdu^  fair  sun,  which  on  my  earth  dost 
shine, 
ExhaTst  this  vapour  vow ;  in  thee  it  is.: 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 
ff  by  me  broke.  What  fool  is  ma  so  wise, 
,    To  lose  an  oath  to  win  a  paradise? 

Biron.  [Aside.^    This  is  the  liver  v«in,*  which 
makes  flesh  a  deity ; 
Agreengoose^  a  goddess:  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  aioand  us^  God  amend!  we  are  much  out  o'the 
way. 

Enter  Dumain,  with  a  paper. 

Long.  By  whom  shall  I  send  this? — Company! 
stay.  [Stepping  aside. 

Biron.  [jisideJ]  All  hid,  all  hid/  an  old  infaat 
play: 
Like  a  derni-god  here  sit  I  in  the  skv. 
And  wretched  fools'  secrets  heedfully  o*er-eye. 
More  sacks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wish; 
Dumain  transformed :  four  wo<5dcocks  in  a  dish ! 
Dum.  O  most  divine  Kate! 
Biroji.  P  mpstprophane  coxcomb! 

[jfside. 

Dum.  Py  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye! 

Biron.  By  earth  she  is  but  corporal ;  there  you 

lie.  [jfside. 

Dum.  Her  amber   hairs  for   foul  have  amber 

coted.* 
Biron.  An  amberncolour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

[jiside. 

>  — —  the  lifoer  vein,'\  The  liver  was  andently  nqipoBed  to  be 
the  seat  of  love. 

^  All  hid,  (01  hid,']  The  children's  opr  at  hide  and  ieek. 

4.-.^irfn^coted.]  llie  word  here  intended^  though  mispeDed^ 
is  fuoted,  which  ngnbtes  otneroed  or  regarded,  both  here  and  in 
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Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 
Biron.  *  Stoop,  I  say; 

Her  shoulder  is  with  child.  [Aside. 

Durru  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,  as  some  days;  but  then  no  sun  must 
shine.  [Aside. 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wi^! 
Lcmg.  And  I  had  mine ! 

[Aside. 
King.  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord !       .     [Aside. 
Biron.  Amen,  so  I  had  mine:  Is  not  that  a  TOod 
word?  [Aside. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her;  but  a  fever  she 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remember'd  be. 
Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood,  why,  then  inci- 
sion 
Would  let  her  out  in  saucers;*  Sweet  misprision! 

[Asid&. 
Dum.  Once  more  Til  read  the  ode  that  I  have 

writ. 
Biron.  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  vary 
wit.  [Aside. 

Dum.  On  a  day,  (alack  the  day!) 

Lovej  whose  month  is  ever  May, 
Spied  a  blossom,  passing  fair, 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  wind, 
All  unseen,  *gan  passage ^nd ; 
That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 
IVisKd himself  the  heavens  breath. 


every  [dace  where  it  occurs  in  these  plays  ]  and  the  meaning  is>  that 
anther  itself  is  regarded  as  foul,  when  compared  with  her  hair, 

* -— tt?%,  ^Aen  incision 

Would  let  her  out  in  saucers  ;'\  It  was  the  fashion  among  the 
young  gallants  of  that  age,  to  stab  themselves  in  the  arms,  or  else- 
where, in  order  to  drink  their  mistresses  healthy  or  write  her  name 
in  their  bloody  as  a  proof  of  their  passion. 
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Aivy  queth  h^,  tkp  cheeks  iinay  blowi 
J^ir,  would  J  might  triumph  so  ! 
But  alachy  my  hand  is  sivorh, 
N/er  to  plum  thee  from  thy  thorn: 
Vdw^  alack^  for  youth  unmeei ; 
Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 
Do  not  cali  it  sin  iii  iHe^ 
That  i  am  forsworn  for  thee : 
Thou  for  whom  even  Jove  would  swear ^ 
Juno  tut  an  Ethidpivei^ ; 
uind  deny  himself  for  Jdve^ 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love.^^-^ 

This  will  I  fiend;  and  something  else  more  pkki. 
That  shall  express  my  true  love's  fasting  ^ain, 
O,  would  the  King,  Biron,  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too !  Ill,  to  example  111, 
Would  from  my  fprehead  wipe  a  perjured  note ; 
For  none  offend,  wh«*e  all  alike  do  dote. 

Xjong.  Dumain,   [advancing.']  thy  love  is  far  from 
charity. 
That  in  love's  grief  desir'st  society:     ^ 
Yo]u  maj'  look  pale,  but  I  should  blush,  I  know> 
To  be  o'erheard,  and  taken  nappihg  so. 

King.  Come,  feir,'  [advancing.]  yoU  blush;  as  his 
.   yoPur  case  is  such; 
You  chide  at  him,  offending  twice  as  much: 
You  do  not  love  Maria ;  Longaville 
Did  never  sdnnet  for  her  sake  compile; 
Nor  never  lay  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bosom,  to  keep  down  his  heart, 
I  have  been  closely  shrouded  in  this  bush. 
And    mark'd   you    both,   tmd    fcfr   ycm  bd^  M 

blush. 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhymes,  observed  your  fashion ; 
Saw  sighs  reek  trom  you,    noted  tv^  yKmr  pw^ 
sion; 
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Ah  me !  says'  onfe  5  O  J^fre  \  the  other  cries ; 
One,  her  hair^  ipr^re  gold,  crystal  the  other's  eyesii 
.You  would  for  pirfedisfe  bresik  feith  and  tfothj 

[To  Lotto. 
AndJtt^ti^  for  yolk- iGVfe,  Wddld  mftingd  an  odth, 

[To  EHjmaijt. 
What-will  Bir6ri  §iy,  Whfen  lh«  he  shall  heaf 
A  faith  infring'd,  which  such  a  zeal  did  swear  ? 
How  will  he  sodrti  ?  how  will  he  spend  his  wit? 
How  will  he  triiltnph,  leap,  knd  laugh  ^t  it? 
Fot  k\\  thi  \vealth  that  eVef  I  did  See, 
I  would  not  have  htm  know  so  miich  by  we, 

Biron.  Now  stfef)  I  forth  to  whip  hypocrisy.—*- '• 
Ah,  good  my  Iiege>  I  pt*ay  thee  pardon  me: 

[Descend ftt^rri  the  tree. 
Good  heSirt)  What  gface  hast  thou>    thu^  to  re- 
prove ' 
These  worms  foi*  Icvingi  thdt  art  most  in  love  ? ' 
Your  eyes  do  miAk^  no  feoaches ;®  ih  your  tears. 
There  is  no  certain  ^incess  that  appears : 
You'll  not  be  peijur  d,  'tis  a  hateful  thing; 
Tush,  none  but  minstrels  like  of  sonneting. 
But  are  you  riot  asham'd?  nay,  are  you  not, 
AU  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'ershot? 
You  found  his  mote ;  the  king  your  mote  did  see; 
But  I  a  beam  do  fihd  in  j^ach  of  three. 
O,  what  a  scene  of  foolery  I  have  seen. 
Of  sighs,  of  groans,  of  sorrow,  and  of  teen  t' 
b  me,  with  wh^t  strict  patience  have  I  sat. 
To  see  a  king  transforitied  to  a  gnat !® 


•  Fot^  fyes  eh  fnake  nb  coaches  j]  Alluding  to  a  passiage  in  the 
)dng*s  sonnet: 

"  NddfopWtasacoflfcAdotkcAhy  thee.'* 
^ teen!]  i.  e.  grief. 

*  To  see  a  king  tr^bfoiin6d  to  a  gftatl]  Bh-on  is  abusing  the 
jLYfKg  fiklm  «o"nBetmg  like  a  intetrd,  and  compares  him  to  a  gnat, 
which  always  sings  as  it  £ies. 
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To  see  great  Hercules  whi{qHng  a  gigg. 
And  profound  Solcmion  to  tune  a  jigg^ 
And  Nestor  play  at  push*pin  with  tne  boys. 
And  critick  Timon^  laugh  at  idle  toys ! 
Where  lies  thy  grief,  O  tell  me,  good  Dumain? 
And,  eentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  breast  :r— 
A  caudle,  ho ! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jest. 

Are  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you: 
I,  that  am  honest;  I,  that  hold  it  sin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in; 
I  am  betray 'd,  by  keeping  company 
With  moon-like  men,  of  strange  inconstancy. 
When  shall  you  see  me  write  a  thing  in  rhyme? 
Or  groan  for  Joan?  or  spend  a  minute's  time 
In  pruning  me?^   When  shall  you  hear  that  I 
Will  praise  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  state,*  a  brow,  a  breast,  a  waist, 
A  leg,  a  limb? — 

King.  Soft;  Whither  away  so  fast  ? 

A  true  man,  or  a  thi^f,  that  gallops  so  ? 

Biron.  I  post  from  love;  good  lover,  let  nie  go. 

Enter  jAauBNETT A  and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  bless  the  king ! 

King.  What  present  hast  thou  there? 

Cost.  Some  certain  treason. 

King.  What  makes  treason  here  ? 

9  «_  critick  Tiwon— ■]  Critic  ajid  critical  are  used  by  oar 
author  in  the  same  sense  as  cynic  anii  cynicaL 

'  In  pruning  mef]  A  bird  is  said  to  frtme  himself  when  he  picks 
and  sleeks  his  feathers. 

« a  gait,  a  state,]  State,  I  believe,  in  the  jwesent  in- 
stance, is  opposed  to  gait  (i.  e.  the  motion)  and  sigqifies  the  act 
of  standing. 
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Cost.  Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  ar. 
King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither. 

The  treason,   and  you,  go  in  peace    away  toge- 
ther. 
Jaq.  I  beseeph  yom*  grace,   let  this    letter  be 
read; 
Our  parson  misdoubts  it;  *twas  treason,  he  said. 
King.  Biron,  read  it  over. 

[Giving  him  the  letter. 
Where  hadst  thou  it? 
Jaq.  Of  Costard. 

King.  Where  hadst  thou  it  ?  . 

,  Cost.  Of  Dun  Adramad'o,  Dun  Adramadio. 
King.  How  now!  what  is  in  you?  why  dost  thou 

tear  it? 
Biron.  A  toy,  my  liege,  a  toy;  your  grace  needs 

hot  tear  it. 
Long.  It  did  move  him  to  passion,  and  therefore 

let*s  hear  it. 
Dum.  It  Ts  Biron's  writing,  and  here  is  his  name. 

[Picks  up  the  pieces. 
Biron '  Ah,  you  whoreson  loggerhead,  [To  Cos- 
TARD.J  you  were  born  to  do  me  shame.— • 
Guilty,  my  lord,  guilty;  I  confess,  I  confess. 
King.  What? 

Biron.  That  you  three  fools  lacVd  me  fool  to 
makeup  the  mess: 
He,  h(Bj  and  you,  my  liege,  and  I, 
Are  pick-purses  in  love,  and  we  deserve  to  die. 
O,  dismiss    this    audience,    and    I    shall   tell  you 
more. 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron.  True  true;  we  are  four: — 

Will  these  turtles  be  gone  ? 

King.  Hence,  sirs;  away. 

Cost.  Walk  aside  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors 
stay.  [Exeunt  Cost,  and  jAauENEX. 
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JBiron.  Sweet  lords^  sweet  lovers,  O  let  at  em- 
brace! 
As  true  we  am,  as  flesh  and  blood  can  be: 
The  sea  will  ebb  and  flow,  heaven  show  his  face; 

Young  blood  will  not  obey  an  old  decree : 
We  cannot  cross  the  cause  why  we  were  born ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  must  we  be  forswom- 
King.  What,  did  these  rent  lines  show  some  love 

of  thine  ?  . 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  sees  thehea* 
venly  Rosaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  savage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  first  opening  of  the  gorgeous  east, 
Bows  not  his  vassal  head ;  and,  strucken  blind, 

Kisses  the  base  ground  with  obedient  breast  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-sighted  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majesty? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  hath  inspired  thee 
now? 
My  love,  her  mistress,  is  a  gracious  moon ; 
She,  an  attending  star,  scarce  seen  a  light. 
Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Bir6n: 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cuU'd  sovefelghty 

Do  meet,  as  ^t  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek ; 
Wliere  several  worthies  make  one  dignity ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itsdf  doth  seek. 
Lend  me  the  flourish  of  all  gentle  tongues^ — 

Fye,  painted  rhetorick !  O,  she  needs  it  not : 
To  things  of  sale  a  seller's  praise  belongs ; 

^  She  passes  praise ;   then  praise  too  Aort  doth 
blot 
A  wither'd  hermit,  five-sfcore  winters  worn. 

Might  shake  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye: 
Beauty  cteth  varnish  age,  as  if  newborn, 
Awd  gives  the  crutch  the  cradle's  iii&ncy. 
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O,  'tiB  the  3110,  that  maketh  all  things  shio^! 

King.  By  heaven,  thy  love  is  black  a3  ebony. 
;   J^irm,  ji  ebony  like  her?  O  wdod  diviiaej  , 

A  wife  of  such  wood  were  felicity. 
O^  wbo  caa  five  dxi  oath;?  where  ife  ^  book? 

That  I  ipay  «wear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lack. 
If  that  she  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look: 
Nd  focQ  16  fair,  that  h  iK>t  full  so  black. 
King.  O  paradox  I  Black  is  the  badge  of  hell, 
Thehttpaf  d^K^geons,  andthe  scowl  of  night; 
And  beauty^s  crest  becomes  the  heavens  welL* 
Binm.  Devils  j^oonest  tempt,  nasembling  spirits 
of  light. 
O,  if  in  Wads:  tny  lady's ibrows  bedeckt, 

It  mourns,  that  painting,  and  idiswjpping  hair/ 
Should  nwisfa  doters  with  a  fake  aspect; 

And  therefore  is  she  bom  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turj^  the  fashion  of  the  dj^s; 

For  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now; 
And  therefore  red,  that  would  avoid  dispraise, 
Pmnts  ifcadf  blacky  to  iinitate  her  hjfow» 
I3tmi^  To  lofjk,  like  her,  are  ciumueyraweeperi 
black, 
v^  JLong.  And,  ^anee  her  time,  are  colliers  eoimted 
bright. 
King.  And  Ethio^s  of  their  awoet  oopfifde&ion 

crack* 
Dum.  p^tk  needs  no  candles  now,  (or  daik^  ts  light. 
Biran.  Your  mistresses  dare  never  come  in  rain, 
Por  fear  their  colours  should  be  wash'd  away. 
King.  IVere  goodi  yours  did;  for,  air,  to  teH 
you  plain, 
rU  :find  a  feirer  face  not  washed  to-digr. 

*  And  beauty's  crest  becomes  the  heavens  are//.]  i.  e.  the  very  top^ 
the  height  of  beauty,  or  tjie  utnipst  degi^iBe  of  &irpe&s^  heccoiet 
Che  heavens. 

* '^•'^^ miitsurpmg hmr,"}  ue.&ia^lmr. 
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Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  dooms-day 

here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  so  much  as 

she. 
Dum.  I  nev^  knew  man  hold  vile  stuff  so  dear. 
Long.  Look,  here's  thy  love:  my  foot  and  her 
face  see.  [Showing  his  shoe. 

Biron.  O,  if  the  streets  were  paved  witli  thine 
eyes. 
Her  feet  were  much  too  dainty  for  such  tread ! 
Dum.  O  vile !  then  as  she  goes,  what  upward  lies 
The  street  diould  see  as  she  walk'd  over  head. 
King.  But  what  of  this?  Are  we  not  all  in  love? 
Biron.  O,  nothing  so  sure;  and  thereby  all  for- 
sworn. 
King.  Then  leave  this  chat;  and,  good  Bir6n, 
now  prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 
Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there; — some  flattery  for  this 

evil. 
Long.  O,  some  authority  how  to  proceed; 
Some  tricks,  some  quillets,*  how  to  cheat  the  devil. 
Dum.  Some  salve  for  peijury. 
Biron.  O,  'tis  more  than  need! — 

Have  at  you  then,  affection's  men  at  arms  s* 
Conner,  what  you  first  did  swear  unto; — 
To  fast, — to  study, — and  to  see  no  woman; — 
Flat  treason  'gainst  the  kingly  state  of  youth. 
Say,  can  you  fast?  your  stomachs  are  too  young; 
And  abstinence  engenders  maladies. 
And  where  that  you  hath  vow'd  to  study,  lords. 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forsworn  his  book: 
Can  you  still  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look? 
For  when  would  you,  my  lord,  or  you,  or  you, 

*—— #owr  quillets,]  Qttt7?c/  is  the  pecuTiar  word  applied  to 
law-ducane. 

•  — —  qfftctiQfiC%  men  at  arms.y  i.  e.  Yenoldkri  of  qfectim. 
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Have  found  the  ground  of  study's  excellence. 

Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face? 

From  women's  eyesf  this  doctrine  I  derive: 

They  are  the  ground,  the  books,  the  academes. 

From  whence  doth  spring  the  true  Promethean  fire. 

Why,  imiversal  plodding  prisons  up 

The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries  ;^ 

As  motion,  and  long  during-action,  tires  * 

The  sinewy  vigour  o(  the  traveller. 

Now,  ibr  Jiot  looking  on  a  woman's  face. 

You  have  in  that  forsworn  the  use  of  eyes ; 

And  study  too,  the  causer  of  your  vow : 

For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world. 

Teaches  such  beauty  as  a  woman's  eve  ? 

Learning  is  but  an  adjunct -to  ourself. 

And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewise  is. 

Then,  when  ourselves  we  see  in  ladies'  ^es, 

Do  we  not  likewise  see  bur  learning  there  ? 

O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  study,  lords; 

And  in  that  vow  we  have  forsworn  our  books ; 

For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you. 

In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 

Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 

Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrich'd  you  with  ? 

Other  slow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain ;® 

And  therefore  finding  barren  practisers. 

Scarce  show  a  harvest  of  their  heavy  toil :   - 

But  love,  first  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes. 

Lives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain; 

But  with  the  motion  of  all  elements. 

Courses  as  swift  as  thought  in  every  power; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power, 

7  The  nimble  spirits  in  the  arteries }]  In  the  dd  STstem  of  phyafc 
tbey  gave  the  same  office  to  the  arteries  as  b  now  given'  to  iSbt 
nerves.  .        ' 

•  Other  slow  arts  entireb/  keep  the  brain;']  As  we  iaf,  keep  the 
house^  or  keep  their  bed.    M.  Mais^on. 
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Above  their  fimctjons  and  thei^r  it^&Qe§, 
It  adds  2^  precious  seeing  to  the  eyej 
A  lover*s  eyes  will  gaze  ^xx  eagle  bliia4  j 
A  lover*s  ear  will  hear  the  lowest  sQimd, 
When  tlie  auspicious  head  of  theft  i&  $tppp*4^^ 
Love's  feeling  is  more  soft,  and  ^^siWe, 
Than  are  the  tender  Jiorns  of  cpcliLlai'  snwl^i 
Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  ^o3S  w  t^te: 
For  valoui^^  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 
Still  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides?^ 
Subtle  as  sphipx;  aS:Sweet,  andmusical^ 
As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  strung  with  hish^rj 
And,  when  love  fifi^eaks^  the  voice  pf  all  u^  gpdi 
Makes  heaven  drowsy  with  the  harmony. 
Never  durst  poet  tpuch  a  pen  to  write^    . 
Until  his  ink  wer.e  teijaper'd  with  love's  ^ghs  j 
O,  then  his  lines  would  ravish  savage  .ear$^ 
And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility.  . 
From  women's  eyes  this  doetripe  I  derive; 
They  sparkle  5till  the  right  Prometbeaa  fire; 
They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  tjbe  academes. 
That  show,  contain,  and  noiirish  aU  thejvorld ; 
Else,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  e?^Gellei\t; 
Then  fools  you  were  these  wo^en  to  forswear ; 
Or,  keeping  what  is  sworn,  you  wiU  pro^e  foob. 
For  wisdom's  sake,  a  word  that  all  mqa  love; 
Or  for  love*s  sake,  a  word  tl^at  loves  Jill  men;* 

•  ■  the  suspicious  head  qf  theft  is  ^topp*di]  i.  e.  a  lover  ii» 
pursuit  of  his  mistress  has  bis  .sense  of  hearing  quicker  than  a 
thief  (who  suspects  every  sound  he  hears)  in  |mrsuit  of  his  prey. 
Qr,  The  suipiciaus  head  of  th^i  may  mean  the  head  stufneku 
of  theft. 

•  '  ■     cockled—^]  i.  e.  inshelled,  like  the  fish  called  a  cockle. 

•  SHU  climbing  trees  in  the  Hesperides?]  Our  author  seems  to 
liave  thought  that  the  latter  vronl  was  the  name  of  the  garden  io 
aivbich  the  golden  api^es  were  kept:  ^nd  some  of  his  oontempo- 
laries  are  chargeable  with  the  s^e  inaccuracy. 

^  — r—  a  wardiAat  Ivotu  uUma^f\   L  e.  that  is  j^eaung  to  afl 
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Or  for  men's  sake,  the  authors  of  these  women; 
Or  women's  sake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men; 
Let  us  once  lose  our  oaths,  to  find  ourselves, 
Or  else  we  lose  ourselves  to  keep  our  oaths : 
It  is  religion  to  be  thus  forsworn: 
For  charity  itself  fulfils  the  \aW; 
And  who  can  sever  love  from  charity  ? 

King.  Saint  Cupid,  then!  and,  soldiers,  to  the 

field! 
Biron.  Advance  your  standards>  and  upoh  them, 
lords; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them !  but  be  first  advis'd. 
In  conflict  that  you  get  the  sun  of  them» 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing ;  lay  these  glozes  by : 
Siall  we  resolve  to  woo  these  girls  of  France  ? 

King.  And  win  them  too :  therefore  let  us  devise 
Some  entertainm^it  for  them  in  their  tents* 

Biron.  First,  from  the  park  let  us  conduct  them 
thither; 
Then,  homeward,  every  msui  attach  the  hand 
Of  bis  fair  mistress;  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  some  strange  pastime  solace  them, 
Such  as  the  shortness  of  the  time  can  shape; 
For  revels,  dances,  masks,  and  merry  hours. 
Fore-run  fair  Love,  strewing  her  way  with  flowers* 

King.  Away,  away !  no  time  shall  be  omitted. 
That  wilt  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Allons!  jillons  f^Sovf'd  cockle  reap'd  no 
com; 
And  justice  always  whirls  in  equal  measure : 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  mai  forsworn  | 
If  so,  our  copper  buys  ho  better  treasure. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT  V- 

Scene  L    Another  part  of  the  same. 

Enter  Holof^bi^es^  Sir  Nathaniel,  and  DtLU 

Hoi.  Satis  quod  sufficit. 

Nath.  I  praise  God  for  you,  sir:  your  reasons  at 
dinner  have  been*  sharp  and  sententious ;  pleasant 
without  scurrility,  witty  without  affection,^  auda- 
cious without  impudency,  learned  without  opinion, 
and  strange  without  heresy.  I  did  converse  this 
quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the  king's,  who 
is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  A&ano  de 
Armado. 

HoL  Novi  hominem  tanquam  te:  His  humour  is 
lofty,  his  discourse  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his 
eye  ambitious,  his  gait  majestical,  and  his  general 
behaviour  vain,  ridiculous,  and  thrasonical.^  He 
is  too  picked,^  too  spruce,  too  affected,  too  odd,  as 
it  were,  too  peregrinate,  as  I  may  call  it. 

Nath.  A  most  singular  and  choice  epithet. 

[Takes  out  his  table-^hook. 

'  ♦  M  your  reasons  at  dinner  have  heen^  &c.]  I  know  not  well 
what  degree  of  respect  Shakspeare  intends  to  obtain  £>r  his  vicar, 
but  he  has  here  put  into  his  mouth  a  finished  rq>resentation  (k 
colloquial  excellence.  It  is  very  difficult  to  add  any  thing  to  his 
character  of  the  schoolmaster's  table-talk^  and  perhaps  all  the  pre- 
cepts of  Casti^ione  will  scarcely  be  found  to  comprehend  a  rule 
for  conversation  so  justly  delineated^  so  widely  dilated^  and  90 
nicely  limited.  - 

It  may  be  proper  just  to  note,  that  reason  hefe,  and  in  many 
other  places,  signifies  discourse;  and  that  audacious  is  used  in  a 
good  sense  for  spirited,  animated,  confident.  Opinion  is  the  same 
with  obstinacy  or  oviniatreti,     Johnson. 

* without  affection,]  i.  e.  without  affectaticoi. 

* thrasonical.']  Boastful,  bragging,  from  Terence. 

7  He  is  too  picked,]  nicely  drcst. 
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Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbosity 
finer  than  the  staple  of  his  argument.  I  abhor  such 
fanatical  fantasms,  such  insociable  and  point-devise* 
companions;  such  rackers  of  orthography,  as  to 
speak,  dout,  fine,  when  he  should  say,  doubt;  det, 
when  he  should  pronounce,  debt;  d,  e,  b,  t;  not 
d,  e,  t:  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf;  half,  hauf; 
neighbour,  vacatur,  nebour;  neigh,  abbreviated,  ne: 
Tliis  is  abhominable,  (which  he  would  call  abomina- 
ble,) it  insinuateth  me  of  insanie;  Ne  intelligis  do- 
mine?  to  make  frantick,  lunatick. 

Nath,  Laus  deoy  bone  intelligo* 

Hoi.  Bone? bone,  for  beni:  Priscian  a  little 

scratched;  'twill  serve. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth,  and  Cost Akd. 

Nath.  Fidesne  quis  venitf 

Hoi.  PldeOy  &  gaudeo^ 

Jlrm.  Chirra !  [To  Moth. 

Hoi.  Qi^are  Chirra,  notsifrah? 

Arm.  Men  of  peace.  Well  encountered. 

Hoi.  Most  military  sir,  salutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feast  of  lan- 
guages, and  stolen  the  scraps. 

[To  Costard  aside. 

Cost.  O,  they  have  lived  long  in  the  alms-basket 
of  words!  I  marvel,  thy  master  hath  not  eaten  thee 
for  a  word;  for  thou  art  not  so  long  by  the  head  as 
honori/icabilitudinitatibus :  thou  art  easier  swallowed 
than  a  flap-dragon.^ 

Moth.  Peace;  the  peal  begins. 

• point-devise — ]  A  French  expression  for  the  utmost^  or 

finical  exactness. 

9  a  flap-dragon.]  K  flap-dragm  is  a  small  inflammahle 

substance,  which  topers  swallow  in  a  glass  of  wine, 

M  M  2 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


4^  LOVE'S  LABOUR^S  LOST. 

^-m.  Mcxnsieur,  [Tb  H01..I  are  you  notletterM? 

Moih.  Ye6,  yes;    he  teaches   boys   the  horn- 
book:— 
Whatisa^  b^^lt  backward  with  a  bom  on  hiah^? 

Hoi.  Ba,  pueritia,  with  a  horn  added. 

M9iL  Ba,  most  silly  sheep,  with  a  hom:— Y<m 
l^ear  his  learning. 

Hoi*  Quis^  fim,  tfaouconKmant^ 

M>ih.  The  third  of  the  five  voweis>  if  yom  refMat 
them;  or  the  ftfth^  if  L 

HoL  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  e,  L-*- 

Moth.  The  sheq):  the  other  two  coacludes  it; 

^rm.  Now,  by  the  salt  wave  of  the  Mediterra* 
neum,  a  sweet  touch,  a  quick  venew  of  wit:^  snip, 
snap,  quick  and  home;  it  rejoiceth  my  intellect: 
true  wu. 

Moth.  OfTer'd  by  a  child  to  an  old  man;  which  is 
wit-old. 

Hoi.  What  is  the  figure?  what  is  the  figure? 

Moth.  Horns. 

Hoi.  Thou  disputest  hki^  an  infant :  go,  whip  thy 

Moth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I 
will  whip  about  your  infamy  circiiwciraz;  A  gig  of 
a  cuckold's  hornf 

Cost.  An  I  had  but  one  penny  in  the  worlds  ikou 
^ouldst  have  it  to  buy  gingerbread:  hold,  there  13 
the  very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  master^  thou 
half-penny  purse  of  wit,  thou  pigeon-egg  of  discre- 
tion. O,  an  the  heavens  were  so  pleased,  that  thou 
wert  but  my  bastard!  what  a  joyful  father  wouldst 
thou  make  me !  Go  to ;  thou  hast  it  ad  dunghill,  at 
the  fingers'  ends,  as  they  say. 


'  — aywtc*  venew  e^«p»^;]  A  ««Mw  b  die  led»ical  teoifef 
a  bout  at  the  fencing-school.  «^ 

t 
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jBa/.  O,  I  MoeU  fidse  Latin;  dunghill  fort$f^wm^ 

Afrru  Arts^man,  pntambula;  we  will  be  sii^kd 
irocn  tilt  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  tit 
th^  cfaarge^iouse^  on  the  top  of  the  mountain? 

Ift^.  Or,  moTMy  thehilL 

jirm.  At  your  sweet  pleasure^  for  the  mountaia. 

Jial.  I  dO)  san$  question. 

j^rm.  SiTy  it  is  the  king's  most  sweet  pleasure  ail4 
mffection^  to  congratulate  the  princess  at  her  pavi- 
lion, in  the  posteriors  of  this  day;  which  the  rude 
multitude  call,  the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  The  posterior  of  the  day^  most  getieroAs 
air^  is  liable^  congruent,  and  measurable  for  the  a£- 
tem6on:  the  word  is  well  cuUM^  chose;  sweet  9od 
apt,  I  do  assure  you,  sir,  I  do  assure. 

jirm.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentlenum;  and 
my  familiar,  I  do  assure  you,  very  good  friend:*-^ 
For  tdiat  is  inward*  between  us,  let  it  pa8s;-~t  do 
beseech  thee,  remember  thy  courtesy; — ^I  beteeoh 
theC)  apparel  thy  head  ;^-*^nd  among  other  impqrtiu 
nate  and  most  serious  designs, — and  of  great  import 
indeed^  too;— but  let  that  pass: — ^for  I  must  tell  thee, 
it  will  please  his  grace  (by  the  world)  sometime  to 
lean  upon  my  poor  shoulder;  and  with  hi&  royal  fin- 
ger, thus,  dally  with  my  excrement,*  with  my  mu- 
utachio:  but,  sweet  heart,  let  that  pass.  By  the 
woiid,  I  recount  no  fable;  some  certain  speeial 
honours  it  pleaseth  his  greatness  to  impart  to  Ar- 
tnado/  a  soldier,  a  man  of  travel,  that  hath  seen  the 
urorld:  but  let  that  pass. — ^The  very  all  of  all  id/— 

«  *m^^  Hg  charge-hdue^  perhaps^  it  ibtfree^sekool* 

^  —  inward'^']  i.  e.  confidential. 

^  I  do  beseech  thee,  remember  thy  courtesy  5—/  beseech  ihet, 
apparel  thy  head;"]  By  *'  remember  thy  caoxiHf,**  I  li^pose 
Annado  meajDB-^remember  that  all  this  time  thou  art  standing  with 
thy  hat  off,     Steeveks. 

5 dally  with  my  excrement,]  The  author  calk  the  beard 

vabmfs  excrement  in  The  Merchant  of  Vthict. 
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but,  sweet  heart,  I  do  implore  secrecy, — ^that  the 
king  would  have  me  present  the  princess,  sweet 
chuck,^  with  some  delightful  ostentation,  or  show, 
or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  fire-work.  Now,  under- 
standing that  the  curate  and  your  sweet  self,  are 
good  at  such  eruptions,  and  sudden  breaking  out  of 
mirth,  as  it  were,  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to 
•the  end  to  crave  your  assistance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  shall  present  before  her  the  nine 
worthies.— Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  some  en- 
tertainment of  time,  some  show  in  the  posterior  of 
this  day,  to  be  rendered  by  our  assistance, — ^the 
king's  command,  and  this  most  gallant,  illustrate, 
and  learned  gentleman, — ^before  the  princess;  I  say, 
none  so  fit  as  to  present  the  nine  worthies. 

Natk.  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough 
to  present  them  ? 

HoL  Joshua,  yourself;  myself,  or  this  gallant 
gentleman,  Judas  Maccabaeus ;  this  swain,  because 
of  his  great  limb  or  joint,  shall  pass  Pompey  the 
great;  the  page,  Hercules. 

Arm.  Pardon,  sir,  error :  he  is  not  quantity  enough 
for  that  worthy's  thumb  :  he  is  not  so  big  as  the  end 
of  his  club. 

HoL  Shall  I  have  audience?  he  shall  present 
Hercules  in  minority:  his  enter  and  exit  shall  be 
strangling  a  -  snake ;  and  I  will  have  an  apology  for 
that  purpose. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device!  so,  if  any  pf  th^ 
audience  hiss,  you  may  cry:  well  done,  Hercules  J 
now  thou  crushest  the  snake/  that  is  the  way  to  n)ake 
an  offence  gracious;  though  few  have  the  grace  to 
do  it. 

j4rm.  For  the  rest  of  the  worthies? — 

HoL  I  will  play  three  myself. 

«  ^.m..^  chuck,']    1.  e.  chicken  5  an  antient  term  of  endearment. 
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Moth.  Thrice-worthy  gentleman! 

^rm.  Shall  I  tell  you  9  thing? 

lioL  We  attend. 

j4rm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,'  an  antick. 
J  beseech  you,  follow. 

HqL  Pla^^  goodman  Dull !  thou  hast  spoken  no 
i^ord  all  this  while. 

Dul(.  Nor  understood  none  neither,  sir. 

Hoi.  Aliens!  we  will  employ  thee^ 

Dull.  I'll  make  one  in  a  dance,  or  so;  or  I  will 
play  on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them 
dance  the  hay. 

fjol.  Most  dull,  honest  Dull,  to  our  sport,  away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL 

Another  part  of  the  same.     Before  the  Princess's 
Pavilion. 

Enter  the  Princess,  KXtharinp,  Rosaline,  and 
Maria. 

Prin.  Sweet  hearts,  we  shall  be  rich  erie  we  depart. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in; 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! 
X'ook  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  kingj 

Ros.  Madam,  came  nothing  else  along  with  that? 

Prin.  Nothing,  but  this?  yies,  as  much  love  in  rhyme. 
As  would  be  cramm'd  up  in  a  sheet  pf  paper. 
Writ  on  both  sides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  seal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Ros.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  godrhead 


wax;^ 


7 if  iJ^ig  fedge  not,"]    u  e.  suit  not,  jass  not  into  action. 

*  Fia,]    An  Italian  exclamation^  signifying  Courage  I  come  on  f 
^         '  to  make  his  god-head  wax  5]    To  wax  anciently  signifie4 
tagrou;.    It  is  yet  said  of  the  moon^  that  she  waxes  and  wanes. 
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For  he  hath  been  five  thouswd  years  ^:^<^* 
Kath.  Ay^  and  a  i^rew^  vmhappy  gdtbws  too^. 
Ros.  You'll  ne'er  be  friends  with  bim;  lie  kiU'd 

your  sUter. 
Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy^  sad,  and  heavy  i 
And  so  she  died:  had  she  been  light,  like  you^ 
Of  such  a  merry,  nimble,  stirring  spirit, 
She  might  have  been  a  ^randam  ere  she  died: 
And  so  may  you ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Ros.  What's  your  dark  meaning,  mouse,*  of  Ais 

light  word? 
Kath.  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 
Ros.  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meamng 

•out. 
Kath.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  snuflT;* 
Therefore,  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Ros.  Look,  what  you  do,  you  do  it  still  i'  the 

dark. 
Kath.  So  do  not  you;  for  you  are  a  light  wench, 
Ros.  Indeed,   I  weigh  not  you;   «ad  therefore 

light. 
Kath.  You  weigh  me  not, — O,  that's  you  care  not 

for  me. 
Ros.  Great  reason;   for.  Past  cure  is  still  past 

care. 
Prin.  Well  bandied  both;   a  s^  of  wit^  weU 
play'd. 
But  Rosaline,  you  have  a  favour  too: 
Who  sent  it?  and  what  i&  it  ? 

Ros.  I  would,  you  knew: 

An  if  my  fac^  were  but  as  fair  as  yours. 
My  favour  were  as  great ;  be  witness  this. 
Nay,  I  have  verses  too,  I  thank  Bir6n: 

'  ■        mouse^]    This  was  a  term  of  endeannent  fomssAf. 
t  „       taking  it  m  snuffy]    Snt^  k  here  used  equivocal^  fos 
anger,  and  the  sm^  (tf  a  candle, 
^  m^^^a^iof  wU'^}   A  torn  ft«H»t^jaw. 
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The  nunftefi  true;  and,  were  the  numbVing  too, 
I  were  thefearest  goddess  on  the  ground: 
I  am  compar'd  to  twenty  thousand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  picture  in  his  letter! 

Prin.  Any  thing  like? 

Ros.  Much,  in  the  letters ;  nothing  in  the  praise. 

Priju  Beauteous  as  ink;  a  good  conclusion. 

Kath.  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy-book. 

Ros.  'Ware  pencils !  How?  let  me  not  die  your 
debtor. 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  l^ter: 
O,  that  your  face  were  not  so  full  of  O's!     . 

Kath.  A  pox  of  that  jest !  and  beshrew  all  shrows  !* 

Prin.  But  what  was  sent  to  you  from  fair  Dumain  ? 

Math.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  ,  Did  he  not  send  you  twain  ? 

Kath.  Yes,  madam ;  and  moreover, 
Some  thousand  verses  of  a  faithful  lover: 
A  huge  translation  of  hypocrisy. 
Vilely  compil'd,  profound  simplicity. 

Mar.  This,  and  these  pearls,  to  me  sent  Longa- 
ville; 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin.  I  think  no  less :  Dost  thou  not  wish  in  heart, 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  short  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  or  I  would  these  hands  might  never 
part. 

Prin,  W  e  are  wise  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  so. 

Ros.  They  are  worse  fools  to  purchase  mocking  so. 
That  same  Kr6n  Til  torture  ere  1  go. 
O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week  !* 
How  I  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  seek; 

*  A  fox  (f  that  jest!  and  hf shrew  all  shrows!']  *'  Pox  of  that 
jest!"  Mr.  Theobald  is  scandalized  at  this  language  from  a 
princess.  But  there  needs  no  alarm— -the  sntall  pox  only  is  al- 
luded to  J  with  which,  it  seems,  Katharine  was  pitted;  or,  as  it 
is  quaintly  expressed,  "  her  face  was  full  of  O's.'* 

*  —I—  in  hjf  the  week!']    An  expression  taken  from  hiring  ser- 
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And  wait  the  season^  and  observe  the  thnes^ 
And  spend  his  prodigal  wits  in  bootless  rhymes; 
And  shape  his  service  wholly  to  my  behests; 
And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jests  !^ 
S6  portent-like  would  I  o'ersway  his  state. 
That  he  should  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.  None  are  so  surely  caught,  when  they  are 
catch'd. 
As  wit  turn'd  fool :  folly,  in  wisdom  hatch'd. 
Hath  wisdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  school; 
And  wit's  own  grace  to  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Ros.  The  blood  of  youth  bums  not  with  such 
excess. 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonness. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  so  strong  a  note. 
As  foolery  in  the  wise,  when  wit  doth  dote; 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply. 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  simplicity. 

Enter  Boyet. 

Prin.  Here  comes  Boyet,  and  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.' Of  lam  stabb'd  with  laughter!  Where's 
her  grace? 

Prin.  Thy  news,  Boyet? 

Boyet.  rrepare,  madam,  prepare! — 

Arm,  wenches,  arm !  encounters  mounted  are 
Against  yoxir  peace :  Love  doth  approach  disguis'd. 
Armed  in  arguments;  you'll  be  surpris'd: 
Muster  your  wits;  stand  in  your  own  defence; 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowards,  and  fly  hence, 

Prin.  Saint  Dennis  to  saint  Cupid  1    What  are 
they. 
That  charge  their  breath  against  us?  say,  scout>  say. 

vants  or  artificers;  meaning,  I  wish  I  was  as  sure  of  his  service  for 
any  time  limited^  as  if  I  had  hired  him. 

•  jil7id  make  kim  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jests  r]    Tlie  mean- 
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Boyet.  Under  the  cool  diade  of  a  sjrcsraore^ 
I  thought  to  close  mine  eyes  some  half  an  hour: 
When,  lo !  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  rest. 
Toward  that  shade  I  might  behold  addicst 
The  king  and  his  companions :  warily  . 
I  stole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by. 
And  overheard  what  you  shall  overhear; 
That,  by  and  by,  disguis'd  they  will  be  here. 
Their  herald  is  a  pretty  knavish  page. 
That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd  his  embassage: 
Action,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there; 
Thus  must  yon  speak ,  and  thv^  thy  body  bear: 
And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt. 
Presence  m^estical  would  put  him  out; 
jFor,  quoth  the  king,  an  angel  shah  thou  see ; 
Yet  fear  not  thou,  but  speak  audaciously. 
The  boy  reply'd,  ^n  angel  is  not  evil ; 
/  should  have  fear  d  her,  had  she  been  a  devil. 
With  that  all   laugh'd,   and  clapp'd  him  on  the 

shoulder; 
Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praises  bolder. 
One  rabb'd  his  elbow,  thus;  and  fleer'd,  and  swore, 
A  better  speech  was  never  spoke  before: 
Another,  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 
Cry'd,  Fia!  we  will  do'^t,  come  what  will  come : 
The  third  he  caper'd,  and  cried,  Ml  goes  well: 
.The  fourth  tum'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 
With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 
With  such  a  zealous  laughter,  so  profound. 
That  in  this  spleen  ridiculous^  appears. 
To  check  their  folly,  passion's  solemn  tears. 

Prin.  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  visit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do ;  and  are  apparel'd  thus, — 
Like  Muscovites,  or  Russians:  as  I  guess, 

ing  of  this  obscure  line  seems  to  be,  /  would  make  him  proud  to 
Jiatier  me  who  make  a  mock  of  his  flat terji, 

7  .—«.  spleen  ridiculous  — ]    Is,  a  ridiculous^Y  of  laughter. 
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Their  purpose  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance: 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  several  mistress;  which  they'll  know 
By  favours  several,  which  they  did  bestow. 

Prin.  And  will  they  so?    the  gallants  shall  be 
task'd:^ — 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mask'd ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  shall  have  the  grace. 
Despite  of  suit,  to  see  a  lady's  faoe.^ — 
Hold,  Rosaline,  this favout- thou  shalt wear; 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear; 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  sweet,  and  give  me  thine; 
So  shall  Bir6n  take  me  for  Rosaline. — 
And  change  you  favours  too;  so  shall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  deceived  by  these  removes. 

Ros.  Come  on  then ;   wear  the  favours  most  in 
sight. 

Kath*  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 

Prin.  The  effect  of  my  intent  is,  to  cross  theirs: 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
Their  several  counsels  they  unbosom  shall 
To  loves  mistook;  and  so  be  mock'd  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occasion  that  we  meet. 
With  visages  displayed,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Ros.  But  shall  we  dance,  if  they  desire  us  to't? 

Prin.  No;    to  the  death,  we  will  not   move  a 
foot: 
Nor  to  their  penn'd  speech  render  we  no  grace; 
But,  while  'tis  spoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 
'  Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  speaker's 
heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  do  it;  and,  I  make  ho  doubt. 
The  rest  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  such  sport,  as  sport  by  sport  o'erthrown; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own: 
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So  shall  we  stay,  mocking  intended  game ; 
And  they,  well  mock*d,  depart  away  with  shame. 

[Trumpets  sound  within. 

Boyei*  The   trampet  sounds ;   be  '  mask'd,    the 

maskers  come.  [The  ladies  mask. 

Enter  the  King,  Biron,  Longaville,  and  DtJ- 
MAiN,  in  Russian  habits,  and  mashed;.  Moth, 
Musicians,  and  jiittendants. 

Moth.  All  hail,  the  richest  beauties  on  the  earth! 

Boyet.  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  tafFata.® 

Moth.  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fairest  dames, 

[The  ladies  turn  their  backs  to  him. 
That  ever  twrvHd  their — backs — to*m^rtal  views  f 

Biron.  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.  That  ever  turned  their  eyes  to  mortal  views  ! 
Out — 

Boyet.  True;  out,  indeed. 

Moth.  Out  of  your  favours,    heavenly  spirits, 
vouchsafe 
lHot  to  beheld—^ 

Biron.  Once  to  behold,  rogue. 

Moth.  Once  to  behold  with  your  szm^eamed  eyes, 
m        with  your  sun-beamed  eyes — 

Boyet.  They  will  not  answer  to  that  epithet; 
You  were  best  call  it,  daughter-beamed  eyes. 

Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me^  and  that  brings  me 
out. 

Biron.  Is  this  your  perfectness?    be  gone,  you 
rogue. 

Ros.  What  would  these  strangers?   know  their 
minds,  Boyet: 
If  they  do  speak  our  language,  'tis  our  will 
That  some  plain  man  recount  their  purposes: 
Know  what  they  would. 

^  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata,"]    iy  e.  the  taffiUa  maiks 
they  wore  to  conceal  themaelves. 
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Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  princess? 

Biron.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  visitatiom. 

Ros.  What  would  they,  say  they  ? 

BoyH.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  visitation. 

Ros.  Why,  that  they  have;  and  bid  them  so  be 
gone. 

Boyet.  She  says,    you  have  it,  and  you  maybe 
gone. 

King.  Say  to  her,  we  have  measured  many  miles. 
To  tread  a  measure  with  her  on  this  grass. 

Boyet.  They  say,  that  they  have  measured  many  a 
mile, 
To  tread  a  measure^  with  you  on  this  grass- 

Ros.  It  is  not  so:  ask  them,  how  many  inches  ~ 
Is  in  one  mile:  if  they  have  measured  many. 
The  measure  then  of  one  is  easily  told. 

Boyet.  If,    to  come  hither  you  have    measur'd 
miles. 
And  many  miles;  the  priijcess  bids  you  tell. 
How  many  inches  do  fill"  up  one  mile. 

Biron.  Tell  her,   we   measure   them   by  wearjr 
steps. 

Boyet.  She  hears  herself. 

Ros.  How  many  weary  stq)S, 

Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergone,. 
Are  number'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  spend  for 
you; 
Our  duty  is  so  rich,  so  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  still  without  accompt. 
Vouchsafe  to  show  the  sunshine  of  your  face. 
That  we,  like  savages,  may  worship  it. 

Ros.  My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Blessed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  such  clouds 
do! 

•  To  tread  a  measute  —1    The  roeasurea  were  dadces  soiemn 
and  slow. 
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Votichsafe,  bright  mooiiy  and  these  thy  stars,  to 

shine 
(Those  clouds  remov'd,)  upon  our  wat'ry  eyne. 

Ros.  O  vain  petitioner!  beg  a  greater  matter; 
Tliou  now  request'st  but  moonshine  in  the  water. 
King.  Then,  in  our  measure  do  but  vouchsafe 
one  change: 
Thou  bid'st  me  beg;  this  begging  is  not  strange. 
Ros.  Play,  musick,  then:    nay,  you  must  do  it 
soon.  [Musick  plays^ 

Not  yet ; — no  dance : — thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 
King.  Will  you  not  dance  ?  How  come  you  thus 

estrang'd  ? 
Ros.  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  she's 

chang'd. 
King.  Yet  still  she  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  musick  plays;  vouchsafe  some  motion  to  it. 
Ros.  Our  ears  vouchsafe  it. 
King.  '  But  your  legs  should  do  it. 

Ros.  Since  you  are  strangers,  and  come  here  by 
chance. 
We'll  not  be  nice:  take  hands ; — ^we  will  not  dance. 
King.  Why  take  we  hands  then  ? 
Ros.  Only  to  part  friends  :— 

Court'sy,  sweet  hearts ;  and  so  the  measure  ends. 
King.  More  measure  of  this  measure ;  be  not  nice. 
Ros.  We  can  afford  no  more  at  such  a  price. 
King.  Prize  you  yourselves;    What  buys  your 

company  ? 
Ros.  Your  absence  only. 

King.  That  can  never  be. 

Ros.  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :   and  so  adieu; 
Twice  to  your  visor,  and  half  once  to  you  ! 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat, 
Ros.  In  private  then. 

King.  I  am  best-pleas'd  with  that. 

[They  converse  apart. 
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Biron.  White-handed  mistress^  one  sweet  woul 

with  thee. 
Prin.  Honey,    and  milk,    and  sugar;   there  is 

three. 
Biron.  Nay  then,  two  tr^s,  (an  if  you  grow  so 
nice,) 
Metheglin,  wort,  and  malmsey;— Well  ran,  dice! 
There's  half  a  dozen  sweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  sweet,  adieu! 

Since  you  can  cog,^  Til  play  no  more  with  you. 
Biron.  One  word  in  secret 
Prin.  Let  it  not  be  sweet, 

Biron.  Thou  griev'st  my  gall. 
Prin.  Gall?  bitter. 

Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

[TAey  converse  apart. 
Dum.  Will  you  vouchsafe  with  me  to  diai^  a 

word  ? 
Mar.  Name  it. 
Dum.  Fair  lady, — 

Mar.  Say  you  so?  Fair  lord,— 

Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum.  Please  it  yon, 

As  much  in  private,  and  FU  bid  adieu. 

{They  converse  apart. 
Kath.  What,   was  your  visor  made  without  a 

tongue  ? 
Long.  I  know  the  reason,  lady,  why  you  ask. 
Kath.  O,  for  your  reason !  quickly,  sir;  I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your 
mask. 
And  would  afford  my  speechless  visor  half. 

King.  Veal,  quotii  the  Dutchman; — Is  iK>t  veal 
a  calf? 


*  Since  you  can  cog,]   To  cog,  signifies  to  falsify  tkc  dJce^  and 
to  falsify  a  narrative,  or  to  lye.    Johnson* 
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Xm|f«  A  cali^  fair  lady  ? 
Kath.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 

Lmg.  Let^s  part  the  word. 
Kckth.  No,  ril  not  be  your  half : 

Take  all,  aifid  wean  it;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,    how  you  butt  yourself   in  these 
sharp  mocks! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chaste  lady?  do  not  so. 
Katlu  Tnen  die  a  caW,  before  yoiu*  horns  do  grow. 
L<mg.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
Ka^.  Bleat  softly  then,  the  butcha:  hears  you 
cry.  \^bsy  converse  apart. 

Bofeu  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as 
keen 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invisible. 
Cutting  a  smaller  hair  than  may  be  seen; 

Above  the  sense  of  sense:  so  sensible 
Seemeth    their   conference;    their  conceits    have 

wings, 
Fle^er  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  swifter 
things. 
R0$.  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids;  break  off, 

break  off. 
Biron.  By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  scofF! 
King.  Farewell,  mad  wenches;  you  have  simple 
wits. 
[Exeunt  Kktig,  Lords,  Moth,  Muddy  and 
Attendants. 
Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Muscovites. — 
.Are  these  the  l^eedof  wits  so  wonder'd  at? 

Boyet.  Timers  they  are,  with  your  sweet  breaths 

pufrd  out. 
Ros.  Well-liking  wits*  they  have;  gross,  gross; 

fat,  fat. 
Prin.  O poverty  in  wit,  kingly-poor  flout} 

*  Well-liking  viits  ^\  JFfll'liking  h  the  same  as  emboB^itit^ 
VOL.  II.  N  N 
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Will   they  not,  think  you,    hang  themsehres    to 
night? 
Or  ever,  but  in  visors,  show  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Bir6n  was  out  of  countenance  quite. 

Ros.  O !  they  were  all  in  lamentable  cases ! 
The  king  was  weeping-ripe  for  a  good  word.^      ^ 

Prin.  Bir6n  did  swear  himself  out  of  all  suit. 

Mar.  Dumain  was  at  my  service,  and  Ms  swOrd: 
fio pointy  quoth  I;'  my  servant  straight  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  Longaville   said,    I  came  o'er  his 
heart; 
And  trow  you,  what  he  call'd  me? 

Prin.  Qualm,'  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin.  Gro,  sickness  as  thou  art ! 

Ros.  Well,  better  wits  have  worn  plaifn  statute- 
caps.* 
But  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  sworn. 

Prin.  And  quick  Bir6n  hath  plighted  feith  to  me. 

Kath.  And  Longaville  was  for  my  service  bom. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  sure  as  bark  on  tr«. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  mistresses,  give  ear: 
Immaiiately  they  will  again  be  here 
In  their  own  shapes;  for  it  can  never  be. 
They  will  digest  this  harsh  indignity. 

Prin.  Will  they  return  ? 

Boyet.  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows. 

And  leap  for  joy,  though  they  are  lame  with  blows: 
Therefore,  change  favours;  and,  when  they  repair, 
Blow  like  sweet  roses. in  this  summer  air. 


^  No  point>  quoth  I{]  Point  in  French  is  an  adveib  of  nega- 
tion 5  but,  jf  properly  spoken,  b  not  sdunded  like  the  point  ot'  a 
sword.     A  quibble,  however,  is  intended. 

*  — *  better  wits  /lave  loom  plain  itatute-caps.']  Dr.  Johnson 
thinks  this  is  an  allusion  to  the  statute-cap  of  the  universities.  Mr. 
Steevens,  that  it  means  better  wits  may  be  found  among  th^  citizats, 
wAo  wore  a  kind  of  woollen-cap  by  statute. 
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Prin.  How  blow?  how  blow?  speak  to  be  under- 
.    stood. 

Boyet.  Fair  Ladies,  mask'd,  are  roses  in  their 
bud : 
Dismask'd,  their  damask  sweet  commixture  shown. 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,^  or  roses  blown. 

Prin*  Avaunt,  perplexity!  What  shall  we  do. 
If  they  return  in  their  own  shapes  to  woo  ? 

Ros.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advis'd, 
Let's  mock  them  still,  as  well  known,  as  disgiiis'd : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Disguis'd  like  Muscovites,  in  shapeless  gear; 
And  wonder,  what  they  were;  and  to  what  end 
Their  shallow  shows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd. 
And  their  rough  carriage  so  ridiculous, 
Should  be  presented  at  our  tent  to  us. 

Boyet.  Ladies,    withdraw;    the   gallants   are    at 
hand. 

Prin.  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  over  land. 
[^Exeiint  Princess,  Ros.  Kath.  and  Maria. 

Enter  the  King,   Bibon,   Longaville,  and  Dir- 
MAiN,  in  their  proper  habits. 

King.  Fair  sir,   God  save  you!    Where  is  the 

princess? 
Boyet.  Gone  to  her  tent :  Ple^ise  it  your  majesty. 
Command  me  any  service  to  her  thither? 

King.  That  she  vouchsafe  me  audience  for  one 

word. 
Boyet.  I  will ;  and  so  will  she,  I  know,,  my  lord. 

[Exit. 
Birjon.  This    fellow    pecks  up  wit,    as  pigeons 
peas; 
And  utters  it  again  when  God  doth  please : 

*  Are  angels  vailing  c1(mds,'\    i.  e.  letting  those  clouds  whi^ 
obicured  their  brightneis,  sink  from  before  them.    Johnson. 

%  ...    NN2 
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Hciswit'spedler;  and  retails  his  wares 
At  wakes^  and  wassels,®  meetings,  markets,  fairs; 
And  we  that  sell  by  gross,  the  Lord  doth  know. 
Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  such  show. 
TTiis  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  sleeve; 
Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve: 
He  tan  carve  too,  and  lisp:  Why,  this  is  he, 
Thst  kiss*d  away  his  hand  in  courtesy ; 
This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monsieur  the  nice, 
TTiat,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 
In  honourable  terms;  nay,  he  can  sing 
A  mean^  most  meanly;  and,  in  ushering, 
Mend  him  who  can:  the  ladies  call  him,  sweet; 
The  stairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kiss  his  feet: 
This  is  the  flower  that  smiles  on  every  one. 
To  show  his  teeth  as  white  as  whales  bone: 
And  consciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt. 
Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King.  A  blister  on  his  sweet  tongue,  with  my 
heart. 
That  put  Armado's  page  out  of  his  part! 

Enter  the  Princess,  usher  d  by  Boyet  ;  Rosaline, 

Maria,  Katharine,  and  Attendants. 

Biron.  See  where   it  corner  1— Behaviour,   what 

wert  thou,    ^ 

Till  this  man  show'd  thee?  and  what  art  thou  now. 

King.  All  hail,  sweet  tnadam,  and  fair  time  of 

day! 
Prin.  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Construe  my  speeches  better,  if  you  may. 
-  Prin.  Then  wish   me  better,    I   will  give  you 
leave. 

e icasseh,']    WasscU  Were  meetings  of  rustic  rairth  and  in- 
temperance. ^  .  ,      .    .V     ^ 

7  A  mean  — ^]    The  mM«,  m  mosick,  is  the  tenor. 
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King.  We  came  to  visit  you ;  and  purpose  now 
To  lead  you  to  our  court:  vouchsafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  shall  hold  me;  and  so  hold  your 
vow: 
Nor  Grod,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke ; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  must  break  my  oath. 
Prin.  You  nick-name  virtue:    vice  you  should 
have  spoke; 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unsullied  lily,  I  protest, 
A  wQrld  of  torments  though  I  should  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  house's  guest : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking-cause. to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity.v 
King.  O,  you  have  liv'd  in  desolation  here, 

Unseen,  unvisited,  much  to  our  shame. 
Prin.  Not  so,  my  lord,  it  is  not  so,  I  swear; 
We  have  had  pastimes  here,  and  pleasant  game; 
A  mess  of  Russians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam?  Russians? 
Prin.        ,  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord; 

Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtship,  and  of  state. 

Ros.  Madam,  speak  true : — It  is  not  so  my  lord; 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,) 
In  courtesy,  gives  undeserving  praise.® 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  here  with  four 
In  Russian  habit:  here  they  stay'd  an  hour. 
And  talk'd  apace  ;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord. 
They  did  not  bless  us  with  one  happy  word. 
I  dai'e  not  call  them  fools ;  but  this  I  think. 
When  they  are  thirsty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

•  My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  the  days,) 
Jn  courtesy,  gives  undeserving  praise "]    To  the  manner  of  the 
days,  means  according  to  the  manner  of  the  times. — Gives  nn- 
deserving  praise^  means  praise  to  what  does  not  deserve  it. 
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Biron.  This  jest  is  dry  to  me. — Fair,    gentle 
sweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wise  things  foolish ;  when  we  greet 
With  eyes  best  seeing  heaven's  fiery  eye, 
By  light  we  lose  light :  Your  capacity 
Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  store 
Wise  things  seem  foolish,    and    rich  things  but 
poor. 
Ros.  This  proves  you  wise  and  rich,  for  in  my 

eye,— 
Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Ros.  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  be- 
longs 
It  were  a  fault  to  snatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  possess. 
Ros.  All  the  fool  mine  ? 

Biron.  I  cannot  give  you  less. 

Ros.  Which  of  the  visors  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 
Biron.  Where  ?  when  ?  what  visor  ?  why  demand 

you  this  ? 
Ros.  There,  then,  that  visor  j    that  superfluous 
case. 
That  hid  the  worse,  and  show'd  the  better  face. 
King.  We  are  descried:    they'll  mock  us  now 

downright. 
Dum.  Let  us  confess,  and  turn  it  to  a  jest. 
Prin.  Amaz'd,  my  lord?  Why  looks  your  high* 

ness  sad  ?  : 
Ros.  Help,  hold  his  brows !   he'll  swoon !   Why 
look  you  pale  ? — 
Sea-sick,  I  think,  coming  from  Muscovy. 

Biron.  Thus  pour  the  stars  down  plagues  for  per* 
jury. 
Can  any  face  of  brass  hold  longer  out? — 
Here  stand  I,  lady;  dart  thy  skill  at  me; 

Bruise  me  with   scorn,    confound    me  with  a 
flout; 
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Thrust  thy  sharp  wit  quite  through  my  ignor^ce; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit ; 
And  I  will  wish  thee  never  more  to  dance. 

Nor  never  more  in  Russian  habit  wait. 
O !  never  will  I  trust  to  speeches  penn'd. 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  school-boy's  tongue; 
Nor  never  come  in  visor  to  my  friend  ;^ 

Nor    woo    in    rhyme,   like  a   blind   harper's 
song: 
TafFata  phrases,  silken  terms  preqise, 

Three-pil'd  hyperboles,^  spruce  ajfFectation, 
Figures  pedantical ;,  these  summer-flies 

Have>blown  me  full  of  maggot  ostentation: 
I  do  forswisar  them :  and  I  here  protest. 

By  this  white  glove,  (how  white  the  hand,  God 
knows!) 
Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  shall  be  express'd 

In  russet  yeas,  and  honest  kersey  noes: 
And,  to  begin  wench, — so  God  help  me,  la!— 
My  love  to  .thee  is  ^ftund,  sans  crack  or  flaw. 
Ros.  Sans  sans,  I  pray  you. 
Biron.  -  ' .  Yet  I  have  a  trick 

Of  the  old  rage:- — bear  with  me,  I  am  sick; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrqea.    JSfoft,  let  us  see; — 
Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  usy  on  those  three; 
They  are  infected,:, in  thqir  hearts  it  lies; 
They  have  the  plague,    and    caught  it   of    your 

eye§:   r 
These  lords  are  visited;  you  are  not  free. 
For  the  Lorti's  tokens  on  you  do  I  see.     , 

•  —  my  friend;]    i.  e.  mistress. 

.  ^  Three-pil'd  hyperboles,']    A  metaphor  from  the  pile  of  velvet. 

•  IVrite,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,]  This  was  the  inscription  put 
upon  the  door  of  the  houses  infected  with  the  plague,  to  which 
fiiron  compares  the  love  of  himself  and  his  companions}  and  pur- 
suing the  metaphor  finds  the  tokens  likewise  on  the  ladies.  The 
tokens  of  the  plague  are  the  first  spots  or  discolorations,  by 
which  the  infection  is  known  to  be  received.    Jo  ii  n  s  ok  . 
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Prin.  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  these  tokens 
toud. 

Biron.  Our  states  are  forfeit,  seek  not  to  undo 
us. 

Ros.  It  is  not  so;  For  how  can  this  be  true. 
That  you  stand  forfeit,  being  those  that  sue  ? 

Biron.  Peace;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Ros.  Nor  shall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.  Speak  for  yourselves,  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach  us,    sweet  madam,   for  our  rude 
transgression 
Some  fair  excuse. 

Prin.  The  fairest  is  confession. 

Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  disguis'd? 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin.  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King.  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  here. 

What  did  you  whisper  in  your  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  That  more  than  all  the  world  I  did  respect 
her. 

Prin.  When  she  shall  challenge  this,   you  will 
reject  her. 

King.  Ugon  min^  honour,  no.     * 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear; 

Your  oath  once  broke,  you  force  not  to  forswear.^ 

King.  Despise  me,  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will;  and  therefore  keep  it: — ^Rosaline, 
What  did  the  Russian  whisper  in  your  ear? 

Ros.  Madam,  he  swore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-sight;  and  did  value  me 
Above  this  world:  adding  thereto,  moreover. 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  else  die  my  lover. 

^  —  you  fiMXC  not  to  forswear.']  You  force  not  is  die  same 
with  you  make  no  difficulty.  This  b  a  very  just  observation.  The 
crime  which  has  been  once  committed^  is  committed  again  with 
less  reluctance.    Johnson. 
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Prin.  Grod  give  thee  joy  of  him !  the  noble  lord 
Most  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

King.  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,  my 
troth, 
I  never  swore  this  lady  such  an  oath. 

Ros.  By  heaven,  you  did ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain. 
You  gave  me  this:  but  take  it,  sir,  again. 

King.  My  faith,  and  this,  the  princess  I  did  give; 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  sleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  sir,  this  jewel  did  she  wear; 
And  lord  Bir6n,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear: — 
What;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either;  I  remit  both  twain. — 
I  see  the  trick  on't; — Here  was  a  consent,* 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment,) 
To  dash  it  like  a  Christmas  comedy: 
Some  carry-tale,  some  please-man,  some  slight  zany,' 
Some  mumble-news,  some  trencher-knight,   some 

Dick,— 
That  smiles  his  cheek  iii  years  ;*  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  she's  dispos'd, — 
Told  our  intents  before :  which  once  disclos'd. 
The  ladies  did  change  favours ;  and  then  we, 
Following  the  signs,  woo*d  but  the  sign  of  she. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror. 
We  aire  again  forsworn ;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is  : — ^And  might  not  you, 

[To  BOYET. 

Forestal  our  sport,  to  make  us  thu§  untrue? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  squire/ 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  stand  between  her  back,  air,  and  the  fire, 

Holding  a  trencher,  jesting  merrily  ? 

*  ■    '  a  consent,]    i.  e.  a  conspiracy. 

* zany,"]    A  zany  is  a  buffoon,  a  merry  Andrew, 

*  '    his  cheek  in  years;]    In  years,  signifies,  into  wrinkles. 

^  —  by  the  squire,]  From  csquierre,  French,  a  rule,  or  square. 
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You  put  our  page  out:  Go,  you  are  allow'd;' 
Die  when  you  will,  a  smock  shall  be  your  shrowd. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye. 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  sword. 

Boyet.  Full  merrily  , 

Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

Biron.  Lo,  he  is  tilting  straight !  Peace;  I  have 
done. 

Enter  Costard. 

Welcome,  pure  wit !  thou  partest  a  fair  fray. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  they  would  know, 
Whether  the  three  worthies  shall  come  in,  or  no. 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Cost.  No,  sir;  but  it  is  vara  fine, 

For  every  one  pursents  three. 

Birdn.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Cost.  Not  so,  sir;  under  correction,  sir;  I  hope, 
it  is  not  so: 
You  cannot  beg  us,^  sir,  I  pan  assure  you,  sir;  we 

know  what  we  know : 
I  hope,  sir,  three  times  thrice,  sir, — 

Biron.  Is  not  nine. 

Cost^  Under  correction,  sir,  we  know  wheremitil 
it  doth  amount. 
,  Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for 
nine. 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  it  were  pity  you  should  get 
your  living  by  reckoning,  sir. 

Biron.  How  much  is  it  ? 

Cost.  O  Lord,  sir,  the  parties  themselves,  the 
actors,  sir,  will  show  whereuntil  it  doth  amount: 
for  my  own  part,  I  am,  as  they  say,  but  to  parfect 

•  Go,  jfou  are  allow'di]    i.  e.  you  may  say  what  you  will.     • 
.  ^  You  ccumot  beg  m,]    That  is,  we  are  not  fools,  or  luoatics^ 
our  next  relations  cannot  beg  the  wardship  ot  our  persons  .and  fdt* 
tunes.  _        . 
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one  man,— e'en  one  poor  man;  Pompion  the  great, 
sir.       • 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  ? 

Cost.  It  pleased  them,  to  thinly  me  worthy  of 
Pompion  the  great:  for  mine  own  party  I  know  not 
the  degree  of  the  worthy;  but  I  am  to  stand  for 
him. 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare.  > 

.    Cost.  We  will  turn  it  finely  off,  sir;  we  will  take 

some  care.  [Eodt  Costard. 

King.  Biron,  they  will  shame  us,  let  them  not 
approach. 

Biron.  We  are  shame-proof,  my  lord:  and  'tis 
some  policy 
To  have  one  show  worse  than  the  king's  and  his^ 
company. 

King.  I  say,  they  shall,  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  yotf 
now; 
That  sport  best  pleases,  that  doth  least  know  ho^: 
Where  zeal  strives  to  cojitent,  and  the  contents 
Die  in  the  zeal  of  them  which  it  presents. 
Their  form  confounded  makes  most  form  in  mirth ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perish  in  their  birth. 
.  Biron.  A  right  description  of  our  sport,  my  lord. 

Enter  Armado. 

j4rm.  Anointed,  I  implore  so  much  expence  of 
thy  royal  sweet  breath,  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 
[Armado  converses  with  ^AeKing,  and  delivers 
him  a  paper. 

Prin.  Doth  this  man  serve  God? 
\  Biron.  Why  ask  you? 

Prin.  He  speaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

Arm.  That's  all  one,  my -fair,  sweet,  hopey  mo- 
narch !  for,  I  protest,  the  school-master  is  exceed- 
ing fantastical;  too,  too  vain;  too,  too  vain:  But 
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we  will  put  it,  as  they  siy,  to  fortuna  della  guerra. 
I  wish  you  the  peace  of  mind,  most  royal  couple 
ment!  [Exit  Armabo. 

King,  flere  is  like  to  be  a  good  presence  of  wor- 
thies: He  presents  Hector  of  Troy;  the  swain, 
Fompey  the  great;  the  parish  curate,  Alexander; 
Armado's  page,  Hercules;  the  pedant,  Judas  Ma-< 
chabaeus. 

And  if  these  four  worthies  in  their  first  show  thrive. 
These  four  will  change  habits,  and  present  the  other 
five. 

Biron.  There  is  five  in  the  first  show. 

King.  You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  so. 

Btron.  The  pedant,   the  braggart,    the  hedge- 
priest,  the  fool,  and  the  boy: — 
Abate  a  throw  at  novum;'   and  the  whole  world 

again. 
Cannot  prick  out  five  such,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 

King.  The  ship  is  under  sail,  and  here  she  comes 
amain. 
[Seats  brought  for  the  King,  Princess,  &c. 

Pageant  of  the  Nine  Worthies.* 

Enter  Costard  arm'dy  for  Pompey. 

Cost.  /  Pompey  am^    ■ 

Boyet.  You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Cost.  J  Pompey  am, 

Boyet.  With  libbard's  head*  on  knee. 

Biron.  Well  said,  old  mocker;  I  must  needs  be 
friends  with  thee. 

Cost.  /  Pompey  am,  Pompey  surnam^d  the  higy-^^ 
Dum.  The  great. 

'  Abate  a  throw  at  novum^l    Novnm  (or  novem)  appears  to  have 
been  some  game  at  dice. 
^  ^i^A  libbard's  ^«irf—]    I  e.  leopard's. 
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CosL  ItisgreatjSir; — Pompeymrnam^.d  the  great; 
That  oft  in  Jieldy  with  targe  and  shieldy  did  make 

my  foe  to  sweat : 
Andy  travelling  along  this  coast,  I  here  am  come  by 

chance ; 
jind  lay  my  arms  before  the  legs  of  this  sweet  lass  of 

France* 
If  your  ladyship  would  say.  Thanks,  Pompeyy  I  had 
done. 
Prin.  Grreat  thanks,  great  Pompey. 
Cost.  'Tis  not  so  much  worth;  but,  I  hope,  1 
was  perfect:  I  made  a  little  fault  in,  great. 

Biron.  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny,  Pompey  proves 
the  best  worthy* 

Enter  Nathaniel  arm'd,  for  Alexander. 

Nath.  fFhen  in  the  world  I  livd,    1  was  the 
worUTs  commander ; 
By  easty  west,  north,  and  south,  I  spread  my  con^ 

quering  might : 
My  *  scutcheon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alisander. 

Boyet.  Your  nose  says,  no,  you  are  not;  for  it 
stanVis  too  right.^ 

Biron.  Your  nose  smells,  no,  in  this,  most  ten- 
der-smelling knight. 

Prin.  The  conqueror  is  dismay'd :  Proceed,  good 
Alexander. 

Nath.  When  in  the  world  I  livd,    I  was  the 
world's  commander ; — 

Boyet.  Most  true,  *tis  right;  you  were  so,  Ali- 
sander. 

Biron.  Pompey  the  great, — 

Cost.  Your  servant,  and  Costard. 

3 it  stands  too  right.]    It  should  be  remembered,  to  relish 

this  joke,  that  the  head  of.  Alexander  was  obliquely  placed  on  his 
shouldeis.    Stseveks. 
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Biron.  Take  away  the  conqueror,  take  away  Ali- 
Sander. 

Cost.  O,  sir,  [To  NathJ  you.  have  overthrown 
Alisander  the  conouerorl  i  ou  will  be  scraped  out 
of  the  painted  cloth  for  this:  your  lion,  that  holds 
his  poll-ax  sitting  on  a  close-stool,  will  be  given  to 
A-jax  :*  he  will  be  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror, 
and  afeard  to  speak !  run  away  for  shame,  Alisander. 
J[Nath.  retires.']  There,  an*t  shall  please  you ;  a  fool- 
ish mild  man ;  an  honest  man,  look  you,  and  soon 
da^'d !  He  is  a  marvellous  good  neighbour,  insooth; 
and  a  very  good  bowler :  but,  for  Alisander,  alas, 
you  see^  how  'tis ; — a  little  o'erparted  :^ — ^But  there 
are  worthies  a  coming  will  speak  their  mind  in  some 
other  sort. 

Prin.  Stand  aside,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holofernes  amid,  for  Judas,  and  Moth 
arnCdj  for  Hercules. 

Hol.  Great  Hercules  is  presented  by  this  imp. 
Whose  club  hilTd  Cerberus^  that  three^headed 
canus; 
Andy  when  he  was  a  babe,  a  child,  a  shrimp. 

Thus  did  he  strangle  serpents  in  his  manus : 
Quoniam,  he  seemeth  in  minority ; 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apology. — 
Keep  some  state  in  thy  exit,  and  vanish. 

[Eant  Moth. 
Hol.  Judas  lam, — 
Dum.  A  Judas ! 
Hol.  Not  Iscariot,  sir. — 
Judas  1  am,  ycleped  Machab^eus. 

*  —  A'jax:']  There  is  a  conceit  of  Ajax  and  sl  jokes,  which, 
paltry  as  it  is^  was  used  by  Ben  Johnson,  and  Camden  the  anti- 
quary. 

* a  little  o'er-parted:]  That  is,  the  f>art  or  character  al- 
lotted to  him  in  this  piece  is  too  considerable.    Malok  e. 
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i5wm.  Judas  Machabaeus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron.  A  kissing  traitor: — ^How  art  thou  prov'd 
Judas  ? 

Hoi.  Judas  I  amy — 

Dum.  The  more  shame  for  you,  Jlidas. 

HoL  What  mean  you,  sir  ? 

Boyet.  To  make  Judas  hang  himself. 

HoL  Begin,  sir ;  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron.  Well  follow'd :  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an 
elder, 

HoL  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Because  thou  hast  no  face. ' 

HoL  What  is  this? 

Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Long.  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  scarce  seen. 

Boyet.  The  pummel  of  Caesar's  faulchion. 

Diim^  The  c^v'd-bone  face  on  a  flask  .^ 

Biron.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch.' 

Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 

Biron.  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer: 
And  now,  forward;  for  we  have  put  thee  in  counte- 
nance. 

HoL  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  False ;  we  have  given  thee  faces. 

HoL  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 

Biron.  An  thou  wcFt  a  lion,  we  would  do  so. 
^     Boyet.  Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  ass,  let  him  go. 
And  so  adieu,  sweet  J^ide !  nay,  why  dost  thou  stay  ? 

Dum.  For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 

Biron.  For  the  ass  to  the  Jude;  give  it  him: — 
Jud-as,  away. 


* on  a  flask.]    i.  e.  a  soldier's  powder-horn. 

'  St,  George's  half'cheek  in  a  brooch.]    A  brooch  is  an  oma* 
mental  buckle^  for  fastening  hat-bands^  girdles^  mantles^  &c. 
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HoL  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  huirible. 
Boyet.  A  light  for  monsieur  Judas:    it  grows 

dark,  he  may  stumble. 
Prin.  Alas,  poor  Machabaeus,  how  hath  he  been 

baited! 

Enter  Abmado  arnCd,  for  Hector. 

Biron*  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles;  here  comes 
Hector  in  arms. 

Dum.  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I 
will  now  be  merry. 

King.  Hector  was  but  a  Trojan*  in  respect  of  this. 

BoyeU  But  is  this  Hector? 

Dum.  I  think.  Hector  was  not  so  clean-timbered. 

Long.  His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hector. 

Dumi  More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No;  he  is  best  indued  in  the  small. 

Biron.  This  cannot  be  Hector. 

Dum.  He's  a  god  or  a  painter;  for  he  makes 
faces. 

Arm.  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances^  the  al- 

'    'highly. 
Gave  Hector  a  gift, — 
Dum.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 
Biron.  A  lemon, 
Long.  Stuck  with  cloves. 
Dum.  No,  cloven. 
^rm.  Peace! 
The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances  the  almighty, 

Gave  Hehtor  a  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion ; 
A  man  so  hreatKd,  that  certain  he  wouldjight,  yea 

From  mom  till  night,  out  of  his  pavilion. 
J  am  that  flower, — 


•  Hector  was  but  a  Trojan  — ^]    A  Trqjan  was,  in  the  tkae  of 
Shakspeare,  a  cant  term  for  a  thief', 
• ^  lances  — ]    i.  e.  of  lance-men. 
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Dum.  That  mint. 

Long.  That  columbine. 

^rm.  Sweet  lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 

Long.  I  must  rather  give  it  the  rein,  for  it  runs 
against  Hector. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  Hector^s  a  greyhound. 

j4rm.  Tne  sweet  war-man  is  dead  and  rotten; 
sweet  chucks,  beat  not  the  bones  of  the  buried: 
when  he  breath'd,  he  was  a  man — But  I  will  forward 
with  my  device:  Sweet  royalty,  [to  the  Princess.] 
bestow  on  me  the  sense  of  hearing. 

[BiRON  whispers  Costakd. 

Prin.  Speak,  brave  Hfector;   we  are  much  de- 
lighted. 

jirm.  I  do  adore  thy  sweet  grace*s  slipper, 

Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 

Dum.  He  may  not  oy  the  yard. 

Ann.  This  Hector  far  surmounted  Hannibal^ — 

Cost.  The  party  is  gone,  fellow  Hector,  she  is 
gone;  she  is  two  months  on  her  way. 

Arm.  What  meanest  thou? 

Cost.  Faith,  unless  you  play  the  honest  Trojan, 
the  poor  wench  is  cast  away:  she's  quick;  the  child 
brags  in  her  belly  already;  *tis  yours. 

jarm.  Dost  thou  infamonize  me  amoi^  poten* 
tates  ?  thou  shalt  4ie. 

Cost.  Then  shall  Hector  be  whipp'd,  for  Jaque- 
netta  that  is  quick  by  him;  and  hang'd,  for  Pompey 
that  is  dead  by  him. 

Dum.  Most  rare  Pompey! 

Boyet.  Renowned  Pompey ! 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great 
Pompey !  Pompey  the  huge ! 

Dum.  Hector  trembles. 

Biron.  Pompey  is  mov'd: — ^More  Ates,^  more 
Ates;  stir  them  on !    stir  them  on  I 

VOL.  II.  O  a 
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Dum.  Hector  will  challenge  him. 

Biron.  Ay,  if  he  have  Jio  more  man's  blood  in's 
belly  thai  will  sup  a  flea. 

AnA.  By  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 

Cost.  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole,  like  a.northem 
man;*  I'll  slash;  rU  do  it  by  the  sword: — ^I  pray 
you,  let  me  borrow  my  arms  again. 

Dam.  Room  for  the  incensed  worthies. 

Cost.  I'll  do  it  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  Most  resolute  Pompey ! 

Moth.  Master,  let  me  take  you  a  button-hole 
lower.  Do  you  not  see,  Pompey  is  uncasing  for  the 
combat  ?  What  mean  you  ?  you  will  lose  your  repu- 
tation. 

jirm.  Gentlemen,  and  soldiers,  pardon  me;  I  will 
not  combat  in  my  shirt. 

Dum.  You  may  not  deny  it;  Pompey  hath  made 
the  challenge. 

Arm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will. 

Biron.  What  reascm  have  you  for't  ? 

Arm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  I  have  no  shirt; 
I  go  woolward^  for  penance. 

Boyet.  True,  and  it  was  enjoin'd  him  in  Rome  for 
want  of  linen:  since  when,  I'll  be  sworn,  he  wore 
none,  but  a  dish^Iout  of  Jaquenetta's;  and  that 
'a  wears  next  his  heart,  for  a  favour.  0 

Enter  Mehcade. 

Mer.  God  save  you,  madam! 
Prin.  Welcome,  Mercade; 
But  that  thou  interrupt'st  our  merriment. 

'  More  Ates;]  That  is^  more  instigation.  Ate  was  the  mis* 
chievQus  goddess  that  incited  bloodshed. 

* like  a  northern  man;"]    Vir  Borealis,  a  down. 

'  -"^-^woolxDard — ^]  To  go  woolwardwos  a  phrase  appropriated 
to  pilgnms  and  penitentiaiies. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


LOVETS  LABOUR'S  LOST.  ii«7 

Mer.  I  am  sorry,  madam;  for  the  newd  I  brings 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.    The  king  your  father — 

Prin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Mer.  Even  so;  my, tale  is  told. 

Biron.  Worthies,  away;  the  scene  b^ns  to 
cloud. 

^rm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath: 
I  have  seen  the  (Jay  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole 
of  discretion,  and  I  will  right  myself  like  a  soldier. 

[Exeunt  JVorthies. 

King.  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare;  I  will  away  to-night. 

King.  Madam,  not  so;  I  do  beseech  you,  stay. 

Prin.  Prepare,    I  say. — I    thank  you,    gracious 
lords. 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-sad  soul,  that  you  vouchsafe 
In  your  rich  wisdom,  to  excuse,  or  hide. 
The  liberal^  opposition  of  our  spirits : 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourselvfes 
In  the  converse  of  breath,^  your  gentleness 
Was  guilty  of  it. — Farewell,  worthy  lord ! 
A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue; 
Excuse  me  so,  coming  so  short  of  thanks 
For  my  great  suit  so  easily  obtained. 

King.  The    extreme  parts    of   time    extremely 
form 
All  causes  to  the  purpose  of  his  speed; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loose,  decides^ 
That  which  long  process  could  not  arbitrate: 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 


*  —  liberal  ->— ]    Free  to  excess. 

*  In  the  converse  of  breath,']  Perhaps  converse  may,  in  this 
line,  mean  interchange, 

®  And  often,  at  his  very  loose,  decides,  &c.]  At  his  very  loose, 
may  miean,  at  the  moment  of'  his  parting,  i.  e.  of  his  getting  lopse, 
or  away  from  us. 

O  O  2 
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Forbid  the  smiling  courtesy  of  love. 

The  holy  suit  which  fain  it  would  convince  ;^ 

Yet,  since  love's  argument  was  first  on  foot. 

Let  not  the  cloud  of  sorrow  justfe  it 

From  what  it  purposed;  since,  to  wail  friends  lost. 

Is  not  by  much  so  wholesome,  profitable, 

As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Prin.  I  understand  you  not ;  my  griefs  are  double. 

Biron.  Honest  plain  words  best  pierce  the  ear  of 
grief; — 
And  by  these  badges  understand  the  king. 
For  your  fair  sakes  have  we  neglected  time, 
Play'd   foul   play  with    our    oaths;    your  beauty, 

ladies. 
Hath  much  deform'd  us,  fashioning  our  humours 
Even  to  the  opposed  end  of  our  intents : 
And  what  in  us  hath  seem'd  ridiculous, — 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  strains; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  skipping,  and  vain; 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye 
Full  of  strange  shapes,  of  hatits,  and  of  fortns. 
Varying  in  subjects  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  object  in  his  glance : 
Which  party-coated  presence  of  loose  love 
Put  On  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes. 
Have  misbecom'd  our  oaths  and  gravities. 
Those  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  these  faults. 
Suggested  us*  to  make:  Therefore,^  ladies. 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
Is  likewise  yours:  we  to  ourselves  prove  false. 
By  being  once  false  for  ever  to  be  true, 
To  those  that  make  us  both, — fair  ladies,  you: 
And  even  that  falsehood,  in  itself  a  sin. 
Thus  purifies  itself,  and  turns  to  grace, 

^ which  faiii  it  would  convince;']    The  worcjs  which  fain  it 

would  convince,  mean  what  it  would  wish  to  succeed  in  obtainiog. 
*  Suggested  t»  -*]    That  is^  tempted  us. 
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Prin.  We  have  receiv'd  your  letters,  full  of  love; 
Your  favours,  the  embassadors  of  love; 
And,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtship,  pleasant  jest,  and  courtesy. 
As  bombast,  and  as  lining  to  the  time : 
But  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  respects. 
Have  we  not  been;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fashion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum.  Our  letters,  madam,  show'd  much  more 
than  jest. 

Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

Ros.  We  did  not  quote  them  so. 

King.  Now,  at  the  latest  minute  of  the  hour. 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  short 

To  make  a  world-without-end  bargain  in: 
No,  no,  my  lord,  youa*  grace  is  perjured  much. 
Full  of  dear  guiltiness;  and,  therefore  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  such  cause) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  shall  you  do  for  me: 
Your  oath  I  will  not  trust ;  but  go  with  speed 
To  some  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage. 
Remote  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  world; 
There  stay,  until  the  twelve  celestial  signs 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning: 
If  this  austere  insociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of  blood; 
If  frosts,  and  fasts,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds,' 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blossoms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  last  love;V 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year. 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  these  deserts. 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kissing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine;  and,  till  that  instant,  shut 
My  woeful  self  up  in  a  mourning  house; 

9  — „^  ^1^  f^(f^  weeds  J    i.  e.  clothing . 

?  '         and  last  lovej]    Means^  if  it  continue  to  be  love. 
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Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part; 
Neither  intitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King.  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny. 
To  flatter  up  these  powers  of  mine  with  rest. 
The  sudden  hand  of  death  close  up  mine  eye! 
Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breast. 

Biron.  And  what  to  me,  my  love  ?  and  what  to 
me? 

Ros.  You  must  be  purged  too,  your  sins  are  rank ; 
You  are  attaint  with  faults  and  perjury; 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelvemonth  shall  you  spend,  and  nev^  rest. 
But  seek  the  weary  beds  ot  people  sick. 

Dum.  But  what  to  me,  my  love?  but  what  to  me? 

Kath.  A  wife! — A  beard,  feir  health,  and  ho- 
nesty; 
With  three-fold  love  I  wish  you  all  these  three. 

JDum'.  O,  shall  I  say,  I  thank  you,  gentle  wife.^ 

Kath.  Not  so,  my  lord;— a  twelvemonth  and  a 
day 
rU  mark  no  words  that  smooth-fac'd wooers  say: 
Come  When  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come. 
Then,  if  I  have  much  love.  Til  give  you  some. 

Dum.  I'll  serve  thee  true  and  faithfully  till  then. 

Kath.  Yet  swear  not,  lest  you  be  forsworn  again. 

Long.  What  says  Maria? 

Mar.  At  the  twelvemonth's  end, 

I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long.  I'll  stay  with  patience;  but  the  time  is  long.  • 

Mar.  The  liker  you;  few  taller  are  so  young. 

Biron.  Studies  my  lady  ?  mistress  look  on  me. 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye. 
What  humble  suit  attends  thy  answer  there; 
Impose  some  service  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Ros.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  mylordBir6n^ 
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Before  I  saw  you :  and  the  worid's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks ; 
Full  of  comparisons  and  wounding  flouts ; 
Which  you  on  all  estates  will  execute, 
That  lie  within  the  njercy  of  your  wit: 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain; 
And,  therewithal,  to  win  me,  if  you  please, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  oe  won,) 
if  ou  shall  this  twelvemonth  term  from  day  to  day 
Visit  the  speechless  sick,  and  still  converse 
With  groaning  wretches ;  and  your  task  shall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit. 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  smile. 

Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  ot 
death? 
It  cannot  be;  it  is  impossible: 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  soul  in  agony. 

Ros.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  spirit, 
Whose  influence  is  begot  of  that  loose  grace. 
Which  shallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools: 
A  jest's  prosperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it :  then,  if  sickly  ears, 
Deaf  d  with  the  clamours  of  theib  own  dear  groans. 
Will  hear  your  idle  scorns,  continue  then,. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal;  • 
But,  if  tliey  will  not,  throw  away  that  spirit. 
And  I  shall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

Biron.  A  twelvemonth?    well,   befal  what  will 
befal, 
I'll  jest  a  twelvemonth  in  an  hospital. 

Prin.  Ay,   sweet  my  lord;    and  so  I   take  my 
leave.  [To  the  King. 

King.  No,  madam:  we  will  bring  you  on  your 
way. 

Biron.  Our  wooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play; 
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Jack  hath  not  Jill :  these  ladies'  courtesy 
Might  well  have  made  our  sport  a  comedy. 

King.  Come^  sir^  it  wants  a  twelvemonth  and  a 
day, 
And  then  'twill  end. 

Biran.  That's  too  long  for  a  play. 

Enter  Armado. 

jlrm.  Sweet  majesty^  vouchsafe  me,— 

Prin.  Was  not  that  Hector  ? 

Dum.  The  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 

j4rm.  I  will  kiss  thy  royal  finger,  and  take  leave: 
I  am  a  votary ;  I  have  vowed  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold 
the  plough  for  her  sweet  love  three  years.  But, 
most  esteemed  greatness,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue 
that  the  two  learned  men  have  compiled,  in  praise  of 
the  owl  and  the  cuckoo  ?  it  should  have  followed  in 
the  end  of  our  show. 

King.  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  dp  so. 

j4rm.  Holla!  approach. 

Enter  Holofebnes,  Nathaniel,  Moth,  Costard, 
and  others. 

This  side  is  Hiems,  winter;  this  Ver,  the  spring; 
the  one  maintain'd  by  the  owl,  the  other  by  the 
cuckoo.    Ver,  begin. 

SONG. 

Spring.  fVhen  daisies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 
And  lady-smocks  all  silver-white, 
And  cuckoo-buds^  of  yellow  hue, 
Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight, 

«  — _.  cwcitoo-ZW*  — ]    Cuckoo-huds  roust  be  wrong.    I  be- 
lieve conv/ip-^ttdlv^  the  true  reading.    Fahmeb. 
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The  cuckoo  then^  on  every  tree, 
Mocks  fBorried  nien,  for  tbm  sings  he. 

Cuckoo; 
Cuekool  cuchoOf-^O  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  ear  ! 

IL 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws. 
And  merry  larks  are  ploughmetCs  clocks. 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws. 
And  maidens  bleach  their  summer  smocks. 

The  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree. 

Mocks  married  men,  for  thus  sings  he, 
Cuckoo; 

Cuckoo,  cuckoo,— '0  word  of  fear, 

Unpleasing  to  a  married  earl 

ra. 

Wmten  When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  the  shepherd  blows  his  nail. 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail. 
When  blood  is  nipp*d,  and  ways  befoul. 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

To^wlio; 
Tu'whit,  tO'Who,  a  merry  note, 
White  greasy  Joan  doth  keeP  the  pot. 

IV. 

When  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow, 
And  coughing  drowns  the  parson^ s  saw,^ 

And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow, 
Aud  Marian's  nose  looks  red  and  raw, 

'         ^dotk  keel  the  pot, ^    i.  e.  cool  the  pot. 

*  —  the  parson* 8  aaw^]    S<m  seems  ancientlj  to  have  meant, 

VOL.    II.  Pp 
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fVken  roasted  crabs  hiss  in  the  bowl,^ 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl^ 

To'who; 
Tu^whity  to^whoy  a  merry  note. 
While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

,  Arm.  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harsh  after  the 
Songs  of  Apollo.    You,  that  way;  we,  this  way. 

[Exeunt.^ 


not  as  at  present^  a  proverb,  a  sentence,  but  the  whde  tenor  of 
any  instructive  discourse. 

^  IVhtn  rooited  crabs,  Src,']  i.  e«  the  wild  ap^es  so  called.  The 
bowl  must  be  supposed  to  be  filled  with  ale^  a  toast  and  some 
spice  iaad  sugar  being  added,  Vhat  is  called  lamb*s  %ool  is  produced^ 

'  In  this  play,  wmch  all  the  editors  have  concurred  to  censure, 
and  some  have  rejected  as  unworthy  of  our  poet,  it  must  be  con- 
fessed that  there  are  many  passages  mean,  childish,  and  vulgar^ 
and  some  which  ought  not  to  have  been  exhibited,  as  we  are  tdd 
they  were,  to  a  maiden  Queen.  But  there  are  scattered  through 
the  whde  many  sparks  of  genius  $  nor  is  there  any  play  that  hn^ 
more  evident  marics  of  the  hand  pf  Shakspeare. 

JOHNSOK. 
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